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PREFACE. 


£>ince  Poetry  affords  young  persons  an  innocent  pleasure,  a  taste  for  it,  under 
certain  limitations,  should  be  indulged.  Why  should  they  be  forbidden  to  ex- 
patiate, in  imagination,  over  the  flowery  fields  of  Arcadia,  in  Elysium,  in  the 
Isles  of  the  Blest,  and  in  the  Vale  of  Tempe  ?  The  harmless  delight  which 
they  derive  from  Poetry,  is  surely  sufficient  to  recommend  an  attention  to  it,  at 
an  age  when  pleasure  is  the  chief  pursuit,  even  if  the  sweets  of  it  were  not 
bhnded  with  utility. 

If  indeed  pleasure  were  the  ultimate  object  of  Poetry,  there  are  some  who,  in 
the  rigour  of  austere  wisdom,  would  maintain  that  the  precious  days  of  youth, 
might  be  more  advantageously  employed  than  in  cultivating  a  taste  for  it.  To 
obviate  their  objections,  it  is  necessary  to  remind  them,  that  Poetry  has  ever 
claimed  the  power  of  conveying  instruction,  in  the  most  effectual  manner,  by  the 
vehicle  of  pleasure. 

There  is  reason  to  believe  that  many  young  persons  of  natural  genius  would 
have  given  very  little  attention  to  learning  of  any  kind,  if  they  had  been  intro- 
duced to  it  by  books  appealing  only  to  their  reason  and  judgment,  and  not  to 
their  fancy.  Through  the  pleasant  paths  of  Poetry  they  have  been  gradually 
led  to  the  heights  of  science  :  they  have  been  allured,  on  first  setting  out,  by  the 
beauty  of  the  scene  presented  to  them,  into  a  delightful  land,  flowing  with  milk 
and  honey  ;  where,  after  having  been  nourished  like  the  infant  at  the  mother'* 
breast,  they  have  gradually  acquired  strength  enough  to  relish  and  digest  the 
solidest  food  of  philosophy. 

This  opinion  seems  to  be  confirmed  by  actual  experience  ;  for  the  greatest 
men,  in  every  liberal  and  honourable  profession,  gave  their  early  years  to  the 
charms  of  Poetry.  Many  of  the  most  illustrious  worthies  in  the  church  and  in 
the  state  were  allured  to  the  land  of  learning  by  the  song  of  the  Muse;  and 

A  %  tl*ej 


iv  P  R  E  F  A  C  E. 

thfcy  would  perhaps  have  never  entered  it,  if  their  preceptors  had  forbidden 
them  to  lend  an  ear.  Of  so  much  consequence  is  the  study  of  Poetry  in  vouth 
to  the  general  advancement  of  learning. 

And  as  to  morals,  "  Poetry,"  in  the  words  of  Sir  Plulip  Sydney,  "  doth  not 
"  only  shew  the  way,  butgiveth  so  sweet  a  prospect  of  the  way,  as  will  entice 
"  any  man  to  enter  into  it ;  nay,  the  Pocl  doth,  as  if  your  journey  should  be 
"through  a  fair  vineyard,  at  the  very  first  give  3011  a  cluster  of  grapes,  that, 
u  full  of  that  taste,  you  may  long  to  pass  farther.  He  beginneth  not  -with  ob- 
ii  seurc  definitions,  but  he  comcth  to  you  with  words  set  in  delightful  pro. 
6i  portion,  cither  accompanied  with,  or  prepared  for,  the  well-enchanting  skill 
"  of  music  : — and  with  a  tale  ; — he  cometh  unto  you  with  a  tale,  which  holdelh 
a  children  from  play ,  and  old  men  from  the  chimney  corner.  Even  those  hard- 
"  hearted  evil  men,  who  think  virtue  a  school-name,  and  despise  the  austere 
c<  admonitions  of  the  philosopher,  and  feel  not  the  inward  reasons  they  stand 
ci  upon,  yet  will  be  contented  to  be  delighted;  which  is  ajl  the  good  fell ow 
u  Poet  seems  to  promise;  and  so  steal  to  see  the  form  of  goodness:  which  seen 
a  they  cannot  but  love,  ere  themselves  be  aware,  as  if  they  took  a  medicine  of 
i;  cherries." 

Thus  Poetry,  by  the  gentle,  yet  certain  method  of  allurement,  leads  both  to 
learning  and  to  virtue.  I  conclude,  therefore,  that  under  a  few  self-evident 
reflections,  it  is  properly  addressed  to  all  young  minds,  in  the  course  of  a  liberal 
education. 

It  must  be  confessed,  at  the  same  time,  that  many  sensible  men  in  the  world, 
as  well  as  in  the  schools  of  philosophy,  have  objected  to  an  early  study  of  it. 
They  have  thought  that  a  taste  for  it  interfered  with  an  attention  to  what  they 
call  the  main  chance.  What  Poet  ever  fined  for  sheriff?  says  Oldham.  It  is 
seldom  seen  that  any  one  discovers  mines  of  gold  and  silver  in  Parnassus,  says 
Mr.  Locke.  Such  ideas  have  predominated  in  the  exchange  and  in  the  ware- 
house; and,  while  they  continue  to  be  confined  tQ  those  places,  may  perhaps, 
in  some  instances,  be  proper  and  advantageous.  But  they  ought  not  to  ope- 
rate on  the  mind  of  the  well-educated  gentleman,  or  the  man  of  a  liberal  pro- 
fession ;  and  indeed  there  is  no  good  reason  to  be  given  why  the  mercantile  classes, 
at  least  of  the  higher  order,  ,shoul4  not  amuse  their  leisure  with  any  pleasures 
of  polite  literature. 

That  mere  men  of  the  world  object  to  the  study  of  Poetry  as  a  part  of  educa- 
tion, is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  when  it  is  considered  that  many,  from  want 
of  natural  sensibility,  or  from  long  habits  of  inattention  to  every  thing  but  sor- 
did interest,  are  totally  unfurnished  with  faculties  for  the  perception  of  poetical 
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■beauty.  But  shall  we  deny  that  the  cowslip  and  violet  possess  a  vivid  colour 
and  sweet  fragrance,  because  the  ox  who  fattens  in  the  meadow  tramples  over 
them  without  perceiving  cither  their  hues  or  their  odours?  The  taste  of  mau- 
kind,  from  China  to  Peru,  powerfully  militates  against  the  few  and  narrows 
minded  opposers  of  Poetry. 

Young  minds,  indeed,  have  commonly  a  taste  for  Verse.  Unseduced  by  the 
love  of  money,  and  unhacknied  in  ihe  ways  of  vice,  they  are,  it  is  true,  delighted 
with  nature  and  fact,  though  unembellished  ;  because  all  objects  with  them  have 
the  grace  of  novelty:  but  they  are  transported  with  the  charms  of  Poetry 
where  the  sunshine  of  fancy  diffuses  over  every  subject  the  fine  gloss,  the  rich 
colouring,  of  beautiful  imagery  and  language.  "Nature"  (to  cite  Sir  Philip 
Sydney  again)  u  never  set  forth  the  earth  in  so  rich  tapestry  as  divers  poets 
<s  have  done,  neither  with  so  pleasant  rivers,  fruitful  trees,  sweet  smelling  flower?, 
"  nor  whatsoever  may  make  the  earth  more  lovely.  The  world  is  a  brazen 
W  world — the  poets  only  deliver  a  golden ;  which  whoever  dislike,  the  fault  is 
iC  in  their  judgment,   quite  out  ofta&te,   and  not  in  ihe  szceet  food  of  sweetly-* 

**  UTTERED  KNOWLEDGE." 

It  will  be  readily  acknowledged,  that  ideas  and  precepts  of  all  kinds,  whether 
of  morality  or  science,  make  a  deeper  impression  when  inculcated  by  the  viva- 
city, the  painting,  the  melody  of  poetical  language.  And  what  is  thus  deeply 
impressed  will  also  long  remain  ;  for  metre  and  rhyme  naturally  catch  hold  of 
the  memory,  as  the  tendrils  of  the  vine  cling  round  the  branches  of  the  elm. 

Orpheus  and  Linus  are  recorded  in  fable  to  Have  drawn*  the  minds  of  sa* 
vage  men  to  knowledge,  and  to  have  polished  human  nature,  by  Poetry.  And 
are  not  Children  in  the  state  of  nature?  And  is  it  not  probable  that  Poetry, 
may  be  the  best  instrument  to  operate  on  them,  as  it  was  found  to  be  on  nations 
in  the  savage  state  ?  Since,  according  to  the  mythological  wisdom  of  the  an- 
cients, Amphion  moved  stones,  and  Orpheus  brutes,  by  music  and  verse,  is  it 
not  reasonable  to  believe,  that  minds  which  are  dull,  and  eveH  brutally  insen- 
sible, may  be  penetrated,  sharpened,  softened,  and  vivified!,  hy  the  warm  in- 
fluence of  fine  Poetry  ? 

But  it  is  really  superfluous  to  expatiate  either  on  the  delight  or  the  utility  of 
Poetry.  The  subject  has  been  exhausted  ;  and,  whatever  a  few  men  of  little 
taste  aud  feeling,  or  of  minds  entirely  sordid  and  secular';  may  object,  Such  are 
the  charms  of  the  Goddess,  such  her  powerful  influence  over  the  heart  of  man, 
that  she  will  never  want  voluntary  votaries  at  her  shririe.  The  Author  of  Na- 
ture has  kindly  implanted  in  man  a  love  of  Poetry,  to  solace  him  under  the 
labours  and  sorrows  of  life.    A  great  part  of  the  Scriptures  is- poetry  and  verse 
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The  wise  son  of  Siracli  enumerates,  among  the  most  honourable  of  mankind, 

SUCH  AS  FOUND  OUT  MUSICAL  TUNES,    AND  RECITED  VERSES  IN  WRITING. 

With  respect  to  this  Compilation,  the  principal  subject  of  this  Preface  (but 
from  which  I  have  been  seduced  into  a  digression,  by  giving  my  suffrage  in  fa- 
vour of  the  art  I  love) — if  I  should  be  asked  what  are  its  pretensions,  I  must 
freely  answer,  that  it  professes  nothing  more  than  (what  is  evident  at  first  sight) 
to  be  a  larger  Collection  of  English  Verse,  for  the  use  of  schools,  than  has 
ever  yet  been  published  in  one  volume.  The  original  intention  was  to  com- 
prise in  it  a  great  number  and  variety  of  such  pieces  as  were  already  in  use  in 
schools,  or  which  seemed  proper  for  the  use  of  them;  such  a  number  .and  vari- 
ety as  might  furnish  something  satisfactory  to  every  taste,  and  serve  as  a  little 
Poetical  Library  for  school-boys,  precluding  the  inconvenience  and  expence  of 
a  multitude  of  volumes. 

Such  was  the  design  of  the  Publication.  The  Editor  can  claim  no  praise  be- 
yond that  of  the  design.  The  praise  of  ingenuity  is  all  due  to  the  Poets  whose 
works  have  supplied  the  materials.  What  merit  can  there  bo  in  directing  a 
famous  and  popular  passage  to  be  inserted  from  Shakespeare,  Milton,  Pope, 
Gray,  and  many  others  of  less  fame,  indeed,  but  in  great  esteem,  and  of  allowed 
genius  ?  Their  own  lustre  pointed  them  out,  like  stars  of  the  first  magnitude 
in  the  heavens.  There  was  no  occasion  for  singular  acuteness  of  vision, 
or  for  optical  glasses,  to  discover  a  brightness  which  obtruded  itself  on  the  eye* 
The  best  pieces  are  usually  the  most  popular.  They  are  loudly  recommended 
by  the  voice  of  Fame ;  and  her  eulogy,  when  long  continued,  becomes  an 
infallible  guidance. 

Utility  and  innocent  entertainment  are  the  sole  designs  of  the  Editor  ; 
and  if  they  are  accomplished,  he  is  satisfied,  and  cheerfully  falls  back  into  the 
shade  of  obscurity.  He  is  oonfident  that  the  Book  cannot  but  be  useful  and  en- 
tertaining ;  but  he  is  at  the  same  time  so  little  inclined  to  boast  of  his  work, 
that  he  is  jeady  to  confess,  that  almost  any  man  willing  to  incur  a  consider- 
able expence,  and  undergo  a  little  trouble,  might  have  furnished  as  good  a 
collection. 

As  taste  wilt  for  ever  differ,  some  may  wish  to  have  seen  in  it  passages 
from  some  favourite,  yet  obscure  poet,  and  some  also  from  their  own  works  ;  but 
it  was  the  business  of  the  Editor  of  a  school-book  like  this,  not  to  insert  scarce 
and  curious  works,  such  as  please  virtuoso  readers,  chiefly  from  their  rariiy, 
but  to  collect  such  as  were  publicly  knozsn  and  universally  celebrated.  The  more 
known,  the  more  celebrated,  the  better  they  were  adapted  to  this  Collection  ; 
which  is  not  designed,  like  the  lessons  of  some  dancing»masters,  for  grown  gen* 
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He  men )  but  for  young  learners  only ;  and  it  will  readily  occur  to  every  one,  that 
what  is  old  to  men  and  women,  may  be,  and  for  the  most  part  must  be,  new  to 
boys  and  girls  receiving  their  education.  Private  judgment,  in  a  work  like  this, 
lmibt  often  give  way  to  public.  Some  things  are  inserted  in  this  Volume,  entirely 
in  submissive  deference  to  public  opinion  ;  which,  when  general  and  long  con- 
tinued, is  the  best  criterion  of  merit  in  the  fine  arts,  and  particularly  in  Poetry. 
Whatever  was  found  in  previous  collections,  which  experience  had  pronounced 
proper  for  schools,  has  been  freely  taken  and  admitted  :  the  stamp  of  experience 
gave  it  currency.  The  freedom  of  borrowing,  it  is  hoped,  will  be  pardoned,  as 
the  collectors,  with  whom  it  has  been  used,  first  set  the  example  of  it. 

It  is  unnecessary,  and  perhaps  might  be  deemed  impertinent,  to  point  out  the 
mode  of  using  the  Collection  to  the  best  advantage.  It  is  evident  that  it  may 
be  used  in  schools  either  in  recitation,  transcription,  the  exercise  of  the  memory, 
or  in  imitation.  It  furnishes  an  abundance  of  models,  which  are  the  best  means 
of  exciting  genius.  Such  Arts  of  Poetry  as  those  of  Gildon,  Bysshe,  Newbery, 
and  their  imitators,  effect  but  little  in  the  dry  method  of  technical  precept;  and 
the  young  Poet,  like  the  Sculptor,  will  improve  most  by  working  after  a  model. 
It  is  evident  that  this  Collection  may  be  usefully  read  at  English  Schools,  in 
the  classes,  just  as  the  Latin  and  Greek  authors  are  read  at  the  grammar-schools 
by  explaining  every  thing  grammatically,  historically,  metrically,  and  critically, 
and  the*  giving  a  portion  to  be  learned  by  memory.  The  Book,  it  is  hoped  will 
be  particularly  agreeable  and  useful  in  the  private  studies  of  the  amiable  youno- 
student,  whose  first  love  is  the  love  of  the  Muse,  and  who  courts  her  in  his 
summer's  walk,  and  in  the  solitude  of  his  winter  retreat,  or  at  the  social  do- 
mestic fire-side. 

In  the  latter  part  many  little  pieces  are  admitted,  mere  lusus  poetici,  chiefly 
for  the  diversion  of  the  student,  which  almost  require  an  apology.  They 
are,  it  must  be  confessed,  no  more  than  flowerets  at  the  bottom  of  Parnassus  J 
but  it  is  hoped,  that  their  admission  will  be  approved,  as  they  may  gradually 
lead  the  scholar  to  ascend  higher  up  the  hill,  who  might  have  been  deterred 
from  approaching  it  if  he  had  seen  nothing  in  the  whole  prospect  but  tho 
sublime,  the  solemn,  and  the  sombrous. 

The  reader  will  have  no  cause  to  complain,  if  instead  of  Extracts,  he  often 
finds  poems  inserted  entire.  This  has  been  done  whenever  it  seemed  consistent 
with  the  design,  and  could  be  done  without  injustice.  In  this  matter,  the  opinion 
of  those  who  must  be  supposed  best  qualified  to  give  it,  was  asked  and  followed. 
The  wish  was  to  take  nothing  but  what  seemed  to  lie  on  the  common,  relin- 
quished or  neglected  by  the  lord  of  the  manor. 

Though 
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Though  (he  Rook  is  divided  into  Four  Parts,  yet  (he  formality  of  regular  and 
systematical  arrangement  of  the  component  pieces,  has  not  been  stri(-tly  ob- 
served. Such  compilations  as  these  have  not  un frequently  been  called  garlands 
and  nosegays  :  but  in  a  garland  or  nosegay,  who  would  place  the  tulips,  the  li- 
lies, the  pinks,  and  the  roses  in  separate  compartments  ?  In  a  disposition  so  arti- 
ficial, their  beauty  and  fragrance  would  be  less  pleasing  than  if  they  were  care- 
lessly mingled  with  all  the  ease  and  wildness  of  natural  variety.  I  hope  the 
analogy  will  hold:  if  not,  I  must  throw  myself  in  this,  as  I  do  in  all  other  cir- 
cumstances of  this  Publication,  upon  my  Reader's  indulgence.  I  expect  not 
praise  ;  but  I  conlide  in  receiving  pardon. 

Perhaps  the  Reader  will  be  the  more  inclined  to  extend  it  towards  me,  if  I  do 
not  weary  him  with  apologies.  I  will  then  conclude  my  preface  with  the  ideas 
of  Montaigne : — "  /  have  here  only  made  a  nosegay  of  culled  Jiowers^  and  have 
"  brought  nothing  of  my  own  Out  the  thread  thai  ties  them." 


*.£*•  In  this  Edition,  an  in  the  numerous  preceding  ones,  great  Improvements 
have  been  made.  Tie  favourable  Reception  of  the  Book  has  indeed  encouraged 
the  Editor  to  render  it,  in  every  new  Impression,  still  more  acceptable.  But 
several  Poems  are  now  added  for  the  first  time,  and  some  Poematia,  which  were 
never  printed  before.  The  Collection  was  originally  formed  for  the  use  of 
Tunbuidge  School  ;  and  a  few  School  Exercises  of  Tunbridge  Scholars  have 
Veen  very  sparingly  inserted,  with  a  View  to  encourage  ingenuous  Youth,  who, 
in  that  ancient  Place  of  classical  Education,  devote  themselves  to  Studies  of  use* 
fid  and  polite  Literature. 
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ELECAN' 


ELEGANT   EXTRACTS. 

POETICAL. 


BOOK    THE    FIRST. 


SACRED    AND    MORAL. 


§  I.     An  Addrefs  to  the  Deity.       Thomfon. 

FATHER  of  light  and  life!    Thou  good 
SUPREME ! 

O  teach  me  what  is  good.     Teach  me  thyself  ! 
Save  me  from  folly,  vanity,  and  vice, 
From  every  low  purluit !  and  feed  my  foul 
With  knowledge,  confcious  peace,  and  virtue 
Sabred,  fubftantial,  never-fading  blifs  !      [pure  j 


§  2.  Adam  and  Eve,  in  a  Morning  Hymn,  call  upon 
all  the  Farts  of  the  Creation  to  join  with  them  in 
extolling  their  common  Maker.  Milton. 

These  are  Thy  glorious  works,  Parent  of  good, 
Almighty,  thine  this  univerfal  frame, 
Th  u  s  wondrous  fai  r;  thy  felf  how  wondrous  then! 
Unfpeakable,  who  fitt'ft  above  thefe  Heavens 
To  us  invifible,  or  dimly  feen. 
In  thefe  thy  loweit  works  j  yet  thefe  declare 
Thy  goodnefs  beyond  thought,  and  pow'r  divine. 
Speak  ye  who  belt  can  tell,  ye  ions  of  light, 
Angels  $  for  ye  behold  him,  and  with  fongs 
And  choral  fymphonies,  day  without  night, 
Circle  his  throne  rejoicing;  y>  in  Heaven, 
On  Earth,  join  all  ye  creatures  to  extol 
Him  firft,  him  lait,  him  mid  It,  and  without  end. 
Faired  of  liars,  lalt  in  the  train  of  night, 
If  better  thou  belong  not  to  the  dawn, 
Sure  pledge ofday,thatcrown'll  the  fmilingmorn 
With  thy  bright  circlet,  praife  him  in  thy  fphere, 
While  day  anfes,  that  fweet  hour  of  prime. 
Thou  Sun,  of  this  great  world  both  eye  and  foul, 
Acknowledge  him  thy  greater,  found  his  praife 
In  thy  eternal  courfe,  both  when  thou  climb'ft, 
And  when  high  noon  halt  gain'd,and  when  thou 

fall'ft. 
Moon,  that  now  meet' ft  the  orient  fun,  now  fly'lt 
With  the  fix'd  ftars,  nVd  in  their  orb  that  flies.. 


And  ye  five  other  wand Ving  fires  that  move 
In  myftic  dance,  not  without  fong,  refound 
His  praife,  who  out  of  darknefs  call'd  up  light. 
Air,  and  ye  elements,  the  eldelt  birth 
Of  Nature's  womb,  that  in  quaternion  run 
Perpetual  circle,  multiform :  and  mix 
AncLnouiifh  all  things ;  let  your  ceafelefs  change 
Vary  to  our  great  Maker  Itill  new  praife. 
Ye  Milts  and  Exhalations  that  now  rife 
From  hill  or  dreaming  lake,  dufky  or  grey, 
Till  the  fun  paint  your  fleecy  fkirts  with  gold, 
In  honour  to  the  world's  great  Author  rife ! 
Whether  to  deck  with  clouds  th'  uncolour'd  fky, 
Or  wet  the  thirfty  earth  with  falling  mowers, 
Rifing,or  falling  itill  advance  his  praife. 
His  prajfe,yeWinds,that  from  four  quarters  blow, 
Breathe  loft  or  loud;  and  wave  your  tops,  yePines, 
With  every  plant  in  fign  of  worihip  wave. 
Fountains,  and  ye  that  warble  as  ye  flow 
Melodious  murmurs,  warbling  tune  his  praife. 
Join  voices,  all  ye  living  Souls  j  ye  Birds, 
That  fmging  up  to  Heaven's  gate  afcend, 
Bear  on  your  wings  and  in  your  notes  his  praife. 
Ye  that  in  waters  glide,  and  ve  that  walk 
The  earth,  and  ib.cely  tread,  c  creep  j 

Witnels  if  I  be  fiient,  morn  or  even, 
To  hill  or  valley,  fountain,  or  freili  ihade 
Made  vocal  by  my  fong, and  taught  his  praife. 
Hail. univerfal  Lord  !   £e  bounteous  fall 
To  give  us  only  good 9  an  ;  ::  the  night 
Have  gathered  aupht  of  evii,  or  conceal'd, 
Difperfe  it,  as  now  light  difpels  the  dark. 


§  3.     C  Mrs.  Barbauld. 

I  read  God's  awful  name  emblazon'd  1 
With  golden  letters  on  th'  illumin'd  fky  5 
Nor  lefs  the  my#ic  characters  I  iee, 
Wrought  in  each  Jlower,  inferib'd  on  ev'ry  tree; 
B  la 


ELEGANT    EXTRACfS, 


Book  I. 


Tn  evVy  leaf  that  trembles  to  the  breeze 
I  hear  the  voice  of  God  among  the  trees. 
W;rh  thee  in  fhady  folitudes  I  walk, 
With  thee  in  bufy  crowded  cities  talk; 
In  every  creature  own  thy  forming  power, 
In  each  event  thy  providence  adore. 

Thy  hopes  fhall  animate  my  drooping  foul, 
Thy  precepts  guide  me,  and  thy  fear  controul: 
Thus  (hall  I  reft,  unmov'd  by  all  alarms, 
Secure  within  the  temple  of  thine  arms, 
From  anxious  cares,  from  gl'oomv  terrors  free, 
And  feel  myfelf  omnipotent  in  thee. 

Then  when  the  laft,  the  clofing  hour  draws 

.  n5g">  .       .. 

And  earth  recedes  before  my  fwimming  eye; 

When  trembling  on  the  doubtful  edge  of  fate 

I  Hand,  and  ftretch  my  view  to  either  {late; 

Teach  me  to  quit  this  tranfltory  fcene 

With  c'ecent  triumph  and  a  look  ferene ; 

Teach  me  to  fix  my  ardent  hopes  on  high, 

And,  having  liv'd  to  thee,  in  thee  to  die. 


§  4.     Hy?nn  on  Gratitude.       Addifon. 

When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

My  rifing  foul  furveys ; 
Tranfported  with  the  view,  I'm  loft 

In  wonder,  love,  and  praife. 

O  how  fhall  words  with  equal  warmth 

The  gratitude  declare 
That  glows  within  my  ravifh'd  heart? 

But  thou  canft  read  it  there. 
Thy  providence  my  life  fuftain'd, 

And  all  my  wants  redrefs'd, 
When  in  the  filent  womb  I  lay, 

And  hung  upon  the  breaft. 
To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear, 
Ere  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learnt 

To  form  themfelves  in  prayV. 
Unnumbered  comforts  to  my  foul 

Thy  tender  care  bellow'd, 
before  my  rttfent  heart  conceiv'd 

From  whom  thofe  comforts  rlow'dv 

When  in  the  flipp'ry  paths  of  youth 

With  heedlefs  fteps  I  ran, 
Thine  arm  unfeen  convey  "d  me  Cafe, 

And  led  me  up  to  man. 
Through  hidden  dangers,  toils,  and  deaths, 

It°gently  clear'd  my  way, 
And  through  the  pleafing  mares  of  vice, 

More  to  be  fear'd  than  they. 

When  worn  with'ficknefs,  oft  haft  thou 

With  health  renew'*}  my  face, 
And  when  in  fins  and  forrows  funk, 

Revived  my  foul  with  grace. 
Thy  bounteous  hand  with  worldly  bUfs 

Has  made  my  cup  run  o'er, 
And  in  a  kind  and  faithful  friend 

H*s  doubled  all  my  ilore. 


Ten  thoufjjnd  thoufand  precious  gifts 
My  daily  thanks  employ, 

Nor  is  the  leaft  a  cheerful  heart, 

That  taftes  thofe  gifts  with  joy. 

Through  every  period  of  my  life 
Thy  goodnefs  Fll  purfue; 

And  after  death  in  diftant  worlds 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 

When  nature  fails,  and  day  and  night 
Divide  thy  works  no  more, 

My  ever  grateful  heart,  O  Lord, 
Thy  mercy  fhall  adore. 

Through  all  eternity  to  Thee 

A  joyful  long  Fll  raife, 
For  O !  eternity's  too  fhort 

To  utter  all  thy  praife. 


§  5.     Hymn  on  Providence.       Addifon* 

The  Lord  my  pafture  fhall  prepare, 
And  feed  me  with  a  fhepherd's  care: 
His  prefence  fhall  my  wants  fupply, 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye; 
My  noon-day  walks  he  fhall  attend, 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 

When  in  the  fultry  glebe  I  faint, 
Or  on  the  thirfty  mountains  pant; 
To  fertile  vales,  and  dewy  meads, 
My  weary  wand'ring  fteps  he  leads; 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  foft  and  flow, 
Amid  the  verdant  landfkip  flow. 

Tho'  in  the  paths  of  Death  I  tread, 
With  gloomy  horrors  overfpread, 
My  fteadfaft  heart  fhall  fear  no  ill, 
For  thou,  O  Lord*  art  with  me  ftill; 
Thy  friendly  crook  fhall  give  me  aid, 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  fhade. 

Tho''  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way, 
Through  devious  lonely  wilds  I  ftray^ 
Thy  bounty  fhall  my  pains  beguile: 
The  barren  wildernefs  fliall  fniile, 
With  fudden  greens  and  herbage  crown'd; 
And  ftreams  fhall  murmur  all  around. 


§  6.     Another  Hymn,  from  the  beginning  of  the 
igth  Pfabn.     Addifon. 

The  fpacious  firmament  on  high, 
With  all  the  blue  ethereal  fky, 
And  fpangled  Heavens,  a  fhining  frame, 
\ Their  great  Original  proclaim: 
Th'  unwearied  fun,  from  day  to  day, 
Does  his  Creator's  pow'r  difplay, 
And  publifhes  to  every  land 
The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

Soon  as  the  evening  fhades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wond'rous  tale# 
And  nightly  to  the  lift'ning  earth, 
Repeats  the  ftory  of  her  birth : 
Whilft  all  the  ftars  that  round  her  burn. 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
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Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll, 

And  fpread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 

What  though  in  folemn  filence  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terreftrial  ball! 
Wh.it  the/  nor  real  voice  nor  found 
Amid  their  radiant  orbs  be  found! 
In  reafon's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice, 
For  ever  tinging  as  they  fh'me, 
"  'rhe  hand  that  made  us  is  Divine."" 


§  7.     Another  Hymn.      Mrs.  Rowe. 

The  glorious  armies  of  the  fky 

To  thee,  Almighty  King:, 
Triumphant  anthems  confecrate, 

And  hallelujahs  nng. 

But  ftill  their  mod  exalted  flights 

Fall  vaitly  fhort  of  thee : 
How  diitant  then  muft  human  praife 

From  thy  perfections  be  ! 

Vet  how,  my  God,  (hali  I  refrain, 
When  to  my  raviftYd  i'enCe 

Each  creature  every  where  around 
Difplays  thy  excellence ! 

The  active  lights  that  mine  above, 

la  their  eternal  dance, 
Reveal  their  Ikilful  Maker's  praife 

With  filent  elegance. 

The  blufhes  of  the  morn  confefs 
That  thou  art  ftill  more  fair, 

When  in  the  Ealt  its  beams  revive, 
To  gild  the  fields  of  air. 

The  fragrant,  the  refreflung  breeze 

Of  ev'ry  tfow'ry  bloom 
In  balmy  whifpers  own,  from  Thee 

Their  pleating  odours  come. 

The  ringing  birdi,  the  warbling  winds, 
And  waters  murm'ring  fall, 

To  praife  the  firft  Almighty  Caufe 
With  diff Vent  voices  call. 

Thy  num'rous  works  exalt  thee  thus, 

And  fhall  I  rilent  be  ? 
No  ;  rather  let  me  ceafe  to  breathe, 

Than  ceafe  from  praifing  Thee! 


$  8.     Another  Hym?.      Mrs.  Rowe. 

Tkou  didft,  O  mighty  God!  exii't 

Ere  time  began  its  race; 
Before  the  ample  elements 

Fili'd  up  the  void  of  fpace: 

Before  the  pond'rous  earthly  globe 

In  fluid  air  was  (by'd  5' 
Before  the  ocean's  mighty  fprings 

Their  liquid  ftores  difpiay'd ; 

Ere  through  the  gloom  of  ancient  night 
The  ltreaks  of  light  appeared; 

Before  the  high  celeltaal  arch, 
Or  itarry  poles  were  rear'd ; 


Before  the  loud  melodious  fpheres 
Their  tuneful  round  begun  ; 

Before  the  Amine  roads  of  heav'n. 
Were  meafur'd  by  the  fun  : 

Ere  through  the  empyrean  courts 

One  hallelujah  rung; 
Or  to  their  harps  the  fons  of  light 

Ecftatic  anthems  lung : 

Ere  men  ador'd,  or  angels  knew, 

Or  prais'd  thy  wond'rous  name; 

Thy  blilS)  O  facred  Spring  of  life  \ 
Thy  glory,  was  the  lame. 

And  when  the  pillars  of  the  world 

With  fudden  ruin  break, 
And  all  this  vail  and  goodly  frame 

Sinks  in  the  mighty  wreck; 

When  from  her  orb  the  moon  mall  Hart, 
Th'  aitonifh'd  fun  roll  back, 

And  all  the  trembling  itarry  lamps 
Their  ancient  courfe  forfake  ; 

For  ever  permanent  and  fix'd, 

From  agiution  free, 
Unchanged  in  cverlaiting  yeais, 

bhall  thy  exiitence  be. 


§  9.  Another  Hy?mtfrom  Pjalm  lifiih.     Ogilvie, 

Begin,  my  foul,  th'  exalted  lay! 
Let  each  enraptufd  thought  obey, 

And  praife  th'  Almighty's  name: 
Lo !  heaven  and  earth,  and  feas  and  Ikies, 
In  one  melodious  concert  rife, 

To  fwell  th'  infpiring  theme. 

Ye  fields  of  light,  celeitial  plains, 
Where  gay  tranfporting  beauty  reigns, 

Ye  fcenes  divinely  fair ! 
Your  Maker's  wond'rous  oower  proclaim, 
Tell  how  he  form'd  your  mining  frame, 

And  breath'd  the  fluid  air. 

Ye  angels,  catch  the  thrilling  found  ! 
While  all  th'  adoring  thrones  around 

His  boundlefs  i-ftrcy  ring: 
Let  ev'ry  IhVning  faint  above 
Wake  all  the  tuneful  foul  of  love, 

And  touch  the  fwcetelt  firing, 

Join,  ye  Joud  fpheres,  the  vocal  choir; 
Thou  dazzling  orb  of  liquid  fire, 

The  mighty  chorus  aid  : 
Soon  as  grey  ev'ning  gilds  the  plain, 
jThou,  moon,  protract  the  melting  itrain, 

And  praife  him  in  the  fhade. 
Thou  heav'n  of  heav'ns,  his  vaft  abode, 
Ye  clouds,  proclaim  your  forming  God, 

Who  call'd  yon  worlds  from  night: 
«  Ye  fhades,  difpel  !'"—  th'  Eternal  laid; 
At  once  th'  involving  dark  iefs  fled, 

And  nature  fprung  to  light. 

Whate'er  a  blooming  world  contains, 
That  wings  the  air,  that  fkims  the  plains, 
United  praife  beiiow; 
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Ye  dragons,  found  his  awful  name 
To  heav'n  aloud ;  and  roar  acclaim, 

Ye  fwelling  deeps  below. 
Let  every  element  rejoice : 
Ye  thunders,  burft  with  awful  voice 

To  him  who  bids  you  roll; 
His  praife  in  fofter  notes  declare, 
Each  whifpering  breeze  of  yielding  air, 

And  breathe  it  to  the  foul. 

To  him,  ye  graceful  cedars,  bow; 
Ye  tow'ring  mountains,  bending  low, 

Your  great  Creator  own; 
Tell,  when  affrighted  nature  mook, 
How  Sinai  kindled  at  his  look, 

And  trembled  at  his  frown. 
Ye  flocks  that  haunt  the  humble  vale, 
Ye  infects  flutt'ring  on  the  gale, 

In  mutual  concourfe  rife  : 
Crop  the  gay  rofe's  vermeil  bloom, 
And  waft  its  fpoils,  a  fweet  perfume,  • 

In  incenfe  to  the  fkies. 

Wake,  all  ye  mounting  tribes,  and  fing; 
Ye  plumy  warblers  of  the  fpring, 

Harmonious  anthems  raife 
To  him  who  fhap'd  your  finer  mould, 
Who  tipp'd  your  .glitt'ring  wings  with  gold, 

And  tun'd  your  voice  to  praife. 
Let  man  by  nobler  paffions  fway'd, 
The  feeling  heart,  the  judging  head, 

In  heavily  praife  employ ; 
Spread  his  tremendous  name  around, 
Till  heaven's  broad  arch  rings  back  the  found, 

The  gen'ral  burft  of  joy. 

Ye  whom  the  charms  of  grandeur  pleafe, 
Nurs'd  on  the  downy  lap  of  eafe, 

Fall  pro  ft  rate  at  his  throne: 
Ye  princes,  rulers,  all  adore; 
Praife  him,  ye  kings,  who  makes  your  pow'r 

An  image  of  his  own. 

Ye  fair,  by  nature  form'd  to  move, 
O  praife  th'  eternal  Source  of  love, 

With  youth's  enlivening  fire: 
Let  age  take  up  the  tuneful  lay, 
Sigh  his  blefs'd  name — then  lbar  away, 

And  afk  an  angel's  lyre. 


Him  wouldft  thou  pleafe  ?    With  rev  Vend  awe 

Obferve  the  dictates  of  his  Law : 

In  fecret  on  thy  couch  reclin'd 

Search  to  its  depth  thy  reftlefs  mind, 

Till  hufti'd  to  peace  the  tumult  lie, 

And  wrath  and  ftrife  within  thee  die. 

With  pureft  gifts  approach  his  fhrine, 

And  fafe  to  Him  thy  care  refign. 

I  hear  a  hopelefs  t;ain  demand, 

"  Where's  now  the  wifh'd  Deliv'rer's  hand  ?*' 

Do  Thou,  my  God,  do  Thou  reply,  i 

And  let  thy  prefence  from  on  high 

In  full  effufion  o'er  our  head 

its  all-enlivening  influence  fhed. 

What  joy  my  confeious  heart  o'erflows.' 

Not  fuch  th'  exulting  lab'rer  knows, 

When  to  his  long  expecting  eyes 

The  vintage  and  the  har veils  rife, 

And,  fhadowing  wide  the  cultur'd  foil, 

With  full  requital  crown  his  toil. 

My  weary  eyes  in  fieep  I  clofe, 

My  limbs,  fecure,  to  reft  compofe ; 

For  Thou,  great  God,  fhalt  fcreen  ray  head, 

And  plant  a  guard  around  my  bed. 


§   IO.     Pfalm  ^tb.       Merrick. 

Defender,  of  my  rightful  caufe, 
While  anguifh  from  my  bofom  draws 
The  deep-felt  figh,  the  ceafelefs  prayV, 
O  make  thy  fervant  ftill  thy  care. 
That  aid,  which  oft  my  griefs  has  heal'd, 
To  aid  again,  entreated,  yield. 
How  long,  ye  fons  of  pride,  how  long 
Shall  falfehood  arm  your  impious  tongue, 
And  erring  rage  your  breaft  inflame, 
My  pow'r  to  thwart,  my  acts  defame  ? 
To  God  my  heart  fhall  vent  its  woe, 
Who,  prompt  his  bleffings  to  beftow 
On  each  whofe  breaft  has  learn'd  his  feaf, 
Bows  to  my  plaint  the  willing  ear. 


§  II.      Pfalm  $th.       Merrick. 
The  words  that  from  my  lips  proceed, 
My  thoughts  (for  Thou  thole  thoughts  canfl 
My  God,  my  King,  attentive  weigh,      [read,) 
And  hear,  O  hear  me,  when  I  pray. 
With  earliefl  zeal,  with  wakeful  care, 
To  Thee  my  foul  fhall  pour  its  pray'r, 
And,  ere  the  dawn  has  ftreak'd  the  fky, 
To  Thee  dire6t  its  longing  eye: 
To  Thee,  whom  nought  obfeur'd  by  ftain 
Can  pleafe;  whofe  doors  to  feet  profane 
Inexorable  ftand ;  whofe  Law 
Offenders  from  thy  fight  fhall  awe. 
Let  each  whofe  tongue  to  lies  is  turn'd, 
Who  leffons  of  deceit  has  learn'd, 
Or  thirfts  a  brother's  blood  to  fhed, 
Thy  hate  and  hftavieft  vengeance  dread. 
But  I,  whofe  hope  thy  Love  fupports, 
(How  great  that  Love  i)  will  tread  thy  courts, 
My  knees  in  lowlieft  rev'rence  bend, 
And  tow  "Yd  thy  fhrine  my  hands  extend. 
Do  thou,  juft  God,  my  path  prepare, 
And  guard  me  from  each  hoftile  fnare ; 
O  lend  me  thy  conducting  ray, 
And  level  to  my  fteps  thy  way. 
Behold  me  by  a  troop  inclos'd, 
Of  falfehood  and  of  guilt  compos'd  ; 
Their  throat  a  fepulchre  difplays, 
Deep,  wide,  infatiate;  in  their  praife 
Lurks  liatt'ry,  and  with  fpecious  art 
Belies  the  purpofe  of  their  heart. 
O  let  the  mifchiefs  they  intend 
Retorted  on  themfelves  defcend, 
And  let  thy  wrath  correct  their  fin, 
Whofe  hearts  thy  mercy  fails  to  win. 
May  all  whole  truft  on  Thee  is  plac'd, 
Peace  and  delight  perpetual  tafle, 
Sav'd  by  thy  care,  in  fongs  of  joy 
Their  ever  grateful  voice  employ, 

And 
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And  (hare  the  gifts  on  thofe  beftow'd, 
Who  love  the  name  of  Jacob's  God. 
To  each  who  bears  a  guiklefs  heart, 
Thy  grace  its  blefling  (hall  impart ; 
Strong  as  the  brazen  (hieid,  thy  aid 
Around  him  caits  its  covering  made. 


§  12.    Pfalm  6th.     Merrick. 

O  spare  me,  Lord,  nor  o'er  my  head 
The  fulnefs  of  thy  vengeance  (hed. 
With  pitying  eye  my  weaknefs  view, 
Heal  my  vex'd  ibui,  my  (Irength  renew  j 
And  O,  it  yet  my  iins  demand 
The  wile  corrections  of  thy  hand, 
Yet  give  my  pains  their  bounds  to  knoAv, 
And  fix  a  period  to  my  woe. 
Return,  great  God,  return,  and  fave 
Thy  fervant  from  the  greedy  grave. 
Shall  Death's  long-(ilent  tongue,  O  fay, 
The  records  of  thy  pow'r  difplay, 
Or  pale  Corruption's  irartled  ear, 
Thy  praife  within  its  prjfon  hear  ? 
By  langour,  grief,  and  care  oppreft, 
With  groans  perpetual  heaves  my  breaft, 
And  tears,  in  large  profuiion  (hed, 
InceiTant  lave  my  (leeplefs  bed. 
My  life,  though  yet  in  mid  career, 
Beholds  the  winter  of  its  year, 
(While  clouds  of  grief  around  me  roll, 
And  holtile  ftorms  invade  my  foul.) 
Relentlefs  from  my  cheek  each  trace 
Of  youth  and  blooming  health  erafe, 
And  fpread  before  my  wafting  fight 
The  (hades  of  all-obfcuring  night. 

Hence,  ye  profane  :  My  Saviour  hears  j 
While  yet  I  (peak,  he  wipes  mv  tears, 
Accepts  my  pray  Y,  and  bids  each  foe 
With  (hame  their  vain  attempts  forego, 
And,  (truck  with  horror  from  on  high, 
In  wild  diforder  backward  fly. 


§   13.     Pfalm  ^tb.    .Merrick. 
Immortal  King!  Through  Earth's  wide  frame 
How  great  thy  honour,  praife,  and  name  ! 
Whofe  reign  o'er  diltant  worlds  extends, 
Whofe  glory,  heave's  vaft  height  tranfeends. 
From  infants  thou  canft  (Irength  upraife, 
And  form  their  lifping  tongues  to  praife; 
By  thefe  the  vengeance-breathing  Foe 
Thy  mightier  terrors  taught  to  know, 
In  mute  aftcniihment  (hall  ftand, 
And  bow  beneath  thy  conqu'ring  hand, 
When,  rapt  in  thought,  with  wakeful  eye 
I  view  the  wonders  of  the  (ky, 
Whofe  frame  thy  fingers  o'er  our  head 
In  rich  magnificence  have  fpread} 
The  (ilent  Moon,  with  waxing  horn, 
Along  th-  ethereal  region  borne ; 
The  Stars  with  vivid'luftre  crown'd, 
That  nightly  walk  their  deftin'd  round. 
Lord !   What  is  Man,  that  in  thy  care 
Hil  humble  lot  mould  find  a  (hare; 
.  hat  the  Son  of  Man,  that  Thou 
Thus,  to  his  wants  thy  ear  (houldft  bow  ? 


His  rank  awhile,  by  thy  decree, 

Tli'  Angelic  Tribes  beneath  them  fee, 

Till  round  him  thy  imparted  rays 

With  unextinguilh'd  glory  blaze. 

Subjected  to  his  feet  by  Thee, 

To  him  all  Nature  bows  the  knee ; 

The  beafts  in  him  their  Lord  behold ; 

The  grazing  herd,  the  bleating  fold, 

The  lavage  race,  a  countlefs  train, 

That  range  at  large  th'  extended  plain, 

The  fowls,  of  various  wing,  that  fly 

O'er  the  vaft  deiert  of  the  (ky, 

And  all  the  wat'ry  tribes,  that  glide  : 

Through  paths  to  human  fight  deny'd. 

Immortal  King  !  Through  Earth's  wide  frame, 

How  great  thy  honour,  praiie,  and  name  1 


§  14.     Pfalm  2i<i.     Merrick. 
Lo,  my  Shepherd's  hand  divine  1 
Want  (hall  never  more  be  mine. 
In  a  palture  fair  and  large 
He  (hall  feed  his  happy  Charge, 
And  my  couch  with  tend'reft  care 
'Midit  the  fpringing  grafs  prepare. 
When  I  faint  with  (ummer's  heat, 
He  (hall  lead  my  weary  feet 
To  the  ftreams  that  ftill  and  (low 
Through  the  verdant  meadow  (low. 
He  my  foul  anew  (hall  frame, 
And,  his  mercy  to  proclaim, 
When  through  devious  paths  I  dray, 
Teach  my  (leps  the  better  way. 
Though  the  dreary  vale  I  tread 
By  the  (hades  of  death  o'erfpreadj 
There  I  walk  from  terror  free, 
While  my  ev'iy  wi(h  I  fee 
By  thy  rod  and  (faff  (upplied; 
This  my  guard,  and  that  my  guide. 
While  my  foes  are  gazing  on, 
Thou  thy  fav'ring  care  haft  (hown: 
Thou  my  plenteous  board  haft:  fpread  j 
Thou  with  oil  refrenVd  my  head  ; 
Fill'd  by  Thee  my  cup  o'erflowsj 
For  thy  Love  no  limit  knows. 
Conftant,  to  my  lateft  end, 
This  my  footfteps  (hall  attend, 
And  (hall  bid  thy  hallow'd  Dome 
Yield  me  an  eternal  home. 


§   15.  Pfalm.  \zzd.     Merrick, 


1. 


The  feftal  Morn,  my  God,  is  come, 
That  calls  me  to  thy  honour'd  Dome 
Thy  prefence  to  adore: 
My  feet  the  fumrnons  (hall  attend, 
With  willing  fteps  thy  Courts  afcend, 
And  tread  the  hallow'd  floor. 
2. 
Ev'n  now  to  our  tran (ported  eyes 
Fair  SiorTs  tow'rs  in  profpecf.  rife  j 

Within  her  gates  we  ftand, 
And,  loft  in  wonder  and  delight, 
Behold  her  happy  Sons  unite 
In  friendmip's  firmeit  band, 
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Hither  from  Judah's  utmofl  end 
The  Heav'n -protected  Tribes  afcendj 

Their  off' rings  hither  bring: 
Here,  eager  to  atteft  their  joy, 
In  hymns  of  praiie  their  tongues  employ, 

And  hail  th'  immortal  King. 

4- 
By  his  Command  impell'd,  to  Her 

Contending  Crowds  their  caufe  refer ; 

While  Princes  from  her  Throne, 
With  equal  doom,  th'  unerring  Law 
Difpenfe,  who  boail  their  birth  to  draw 

From  Jefe's  favour'd  Son. 

Be  Peace  by  Each  implor'd  on  thee, 
O  Salem,  while  with  bended  knee 

To  jaco^s  God  we  pray  ; 
How  bleft,  who  calls  himfelf  thy  Friend! 
Succefs  his  labour  mall  attend, 

And  fafety  guard  his  way* 

O  may'ft  thou,  free  from  hofttle  fear, 
Nor  the  loud  voice  of  tumult  hear, 

Nor  war's  wild  waftes  deplore: 
May  plenty  nigh  thee  take  her  ftandj 
And  in  thy  courts  with  lavifh  hand 

Diftribute  all  her  flore. 

i  .  7- 

Seat  of  my  Friends  and  Brethren,  hail! 
How  can  my  tongue,  O  Salem,  fail 

To  blefs  thy  lov'd  abode? 
How  ceafe  the  zeal  that  in  me  glows 
Thy  good  to  feek,  whofe  walls  inclofe 

The  manfion  of  my  God  ? 


§   l6.    Hymn  t@  Cheerfulnefs — The  Author  being 
fick. — Dr.  Akenilde. 

HOW  thick  the  fhades.  of  evening  clofe! 
How  pale  the  Iky  with  weight  of  .(hows  ! 
Hafte,  light  the  tapers,  urge  the  fire, 
And  bid  the  joylefs  day  retire! 
•—Alas,  in  vain  /  try  within 
To  raiie  the  dull,  dejected  fcene, 
While  rous'd  by  grief  thefe  fiery  pains 
Tear  the  frail  texture  of  my  veins  j 
While  winter's  voice,  that  florms  around, 
And  yon  deep  death-bell's  groaning  found 
3-tenew  my  mind's  opprefliye  gloom, 
Till  darting  horror  fhakes  the  room. 

Is  there  in  Nature  no  kind  power 
To  footh  affliction's  lonely  hour? 
To  blunt  the  edge  of  dire  difeafe, 
And  teach  thefe  wintry  fhades  to  pleafe  ? 
Come  Cheerfulness,  triumphant  fair, 
Shine  through  the  painful  cloud  of  care: 
O  fweet  of  angnage,  mild  of  mien, 
O  Virtue's  friend  and  Pleafure's  queen  I 
A  flu  age  the  flames  that  burn  my  bieaft, 
Attune  my  Jarribg  thoughts  to  reft; 
And  while  tl.y  gracious  gifts  I  feel. 
My  fong  mall  all  thy  praife  reveal. 
.  As  once  ('twas  in  Aftrea's  reign) 
Sfhe  vernal  pow'rs  renew'd  their  train, 


It  happened  that  immortal  Love 

Was  ranging  thro'  the  fpheres  above, 

And  downward  hither  caft  his  eye, 

The  year's  returning  pomp  to  fpy : 

He  faw  the  radiant  God  of  day 

Lead  round  the  globe  the  rofy  May ; 

The  fragrant  Airs  and  genial  Hours 

Were  fhedding  round  him  dews  and  flowers  j 

Before  his  wheels  Aurora  pafs'd, 

And  Helper's  golden  lamp  was  laft. 

But,  faireil  of  the  blooming  throng, 

When  Health  majeflic  mov'd  along, 

All  gay  with  fmiies,  to  fee  below 

The  joys  which  from  her  prefence  flow, 

While  earth  enliven'd  hears  her  voice, 

And  fields,  and  flocks,  and  fwains  rejoice  j 

Then  mighty  Love  her  charms  confefs'd, 

And  foon  his  vows  inclin'd.  her  breaft, 

And,  known  from  that  aufpicious  morn 

The  pleafmg  Cheerfulnefs  was  born. 

Thou,  Cheerfulnefs,  by  Heav'n  defign'd 
To  rule  the  pulfe  that  moves'  the  mind, 
Whatever  fretful  paflion  fprings, 
Whatever  chance  or  nature  brings 
To  ilrain  the  tuneful  poize  within, 
And  disarrange  the  fweet  machine; 
Thou,  Goddefs,  with  a  mafter-hand 
Doff  each  attemper'd  key  command, 
Refine  the  foft  and  fweil  the  ftrong, 
Till  all  is  concord,  all  is  fong. 

Fair  guardian  of  domeftic  life, 
Beit  banither  of  home-bred  ft  rife, 
Nor  Allien  lip,  nor  taunting  eye 
Deform  the  fcene  where  thou  art  by: 
No  iickening  hufband  damns  £he  hour 
That  bound  his  joys  to  female  pow'r: 
No  pining  mother  weeps  the  cares 
That  parents  wafte  on  hopelefs  heirs  : 
Th'  officious  daughters  pleas M  attend  ; 
The  brother  rifes  to  the  friend : 
By  thee  their  board  with  flowers  is  crown'd. 
By  thee  with  fongs  their  walks  relbund, 
By  thee  their  fprightly  mornings  fhine, 
And  evening-hours  in  peace  decline. 

Behold  the  youth,  whofe  trembling  hear$ 
Beats  high  wiili  love's  un  pitied  fmart; 
Tho'  now  he  ftrays  by  rills  and  bowers, 
And  weeping  wears  the  lonely  hours  j 
Or,  if  the  nymph  her  audience  deign. 
Shames  the  foft  ftory  of  his  pain 
With  flavifh  looks,  dilcolour'd  eyes, 
And  accents  faltering  into  fighsj 
Yet  thou,  aul'piciouspower,  with  eafe 
Canft  yield  him  happier  hearts  to  pieaie, 
Exalt  his  mien  to  manlier  charms, 
Inftruct  his  tongue  with  nobler  arms, 
With  more  commanding  paffion  move, 
And  teach  the  dignity  of  love. 

Friend  tqthe  Muf'e  and  a]!  her  train, 
For  thee  I  court  the  Mule  again  ; 
And  may  the  votive  lay  difclofe 
How  much  to  thy  fair  aid  fhe  owes! 
See,  when  thy  touch  reveals  her  mine, 
How  pure  the  (lores  of  fancy  fhinej 
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Rark !  when  thy  breath  her  fong  impels, 
How  full  the  tuneful  current  lvvells. 
Let  Melancholy's  plaintive  tongue 

InltrucT:  the  nightly  ftrains  of  Y ; 

But  thine  was  Homer's  ancient  might, 
And  thine  victorious  Pindar's  flight : 
Thy  myrtles  crown'd  the  *  Lefbian  meads: 
Thy  voice  awak'd  f  Sicilian  reeds; 
Thy  breath  perfumes  the  \  Teian  rofe, 
And  Tiber's  vine  fpontaneous  flows ; 
While  Horace  wantons  in  thy  quire; 
The  gods  and  heroes  of  the  lyre. 

See  where  the  pale,  the  lick'ning  fage 
(A  prey  perhaps  to  fortune's  rage, 
Perhaps  by  tender  griefs  oppreft, 
Or  glooms  congenial  to  his  breart) 
Retires  in  defert-fcenes  to  dwell. 
And  bids  the  joylefs  world  farewell. 
Alone  he  treads  th'  autumnal  ihade, 
Alone  beneath  the  mountain  laid, 
He  fees  the  nightly  damps  arife, 
And  gathering  ftorms  involve  the  fkies; 
He  hears  the  neighb'ring  furges  roll, 
And  raging  thunders  fhake  the  pole; 
Then,  ftruck  by  every  object  round, 
And  ftunn'd  by  ev'ry  horrid  found, 
He  pants  to  traverfe  nature's  ways : 
His  evils  haunt  him  thro'  the  maze: 
He  views  ten  thoufand  demons  rife, 
To  wield  the  empire  of  the  ikies, 
And  Chance  and  Fate  alfume  the  rod, 
And  Malice  blots  the  throne  of  God. 
i — O  Thou,  whofe  pleafi  ng  power  I  ling  1 
Thy  lenient  influence  hither  bring; 
Compofe  the  ftorm,  difpel  the  gloom 
Till  Nature  wears  her  wonted  bloom, 
Till  fields  and  (hades  their  fweets  exhale, 
And  mufic  fwell  each  opening  gale: 
Then  o'er  his  breaft  thy  foftnefs  pour, 
And  let  him  learn  the  timely  hour 
To  trace  the  world's  benignant  laws, 
And  judge  of  that  preiiding  caufe 
Who  founds  in  difeord  beauty's  reign, 
Converts  to  pleafurtf  every  pain, 
Subdues  the  hoftiie  forms  to  reft, 
And  bids  the  univerfe  be  bleft. 

O  Thou,  whole  pleaiing  power  I  fing ! 
If  right  I  touch  the  votive  firing, 
If  equal  praife  I  yield  thy  name, 
Still  goyern  thou  thy  poet's  flame; 
Still  with  the  Mufe  my  bofom  /hare, 
And  footh  to  peace  corroding  care, 
But  moft  exert  thy  genial  power 
On  friendfhip's  confecrated  hour: 
And  while  my  Agis  leads  the  road 
To  fearlefs  wifdom's  high  abode; 
Or,  warm  in  freedom's  facred  caufe, 
Purfues  the  light  of  Grecian  laws ; 
Attend,  and  grace  our  gen'rous  toils 
With  all  thy  garlands,  all  thy  fmiles. 
But  if,  by  fortune's  ftubborn  fway 
From  him  and  friendfhip  torn  away, 
J  court  the  Mufes  healing  fpell 
For  griefs  that  #ill  with  abfence  dwell, 


Alc^eus  and  Sappho, 


Do  thou  conduct  my  fancy's  dream* 

To  luch  indulgent,  tender  themes 

As  juit  the  ftrugglmg  breaft  may  etieer, 

\nd  juft  lufpend  the^  ftarting  tear ; 

Vet  leave  that  charming  fenfe  of  woe, 

Which  none  but  friends  and  lovers  know. 


§    17.     The  Sth  tfalm  transited.. 

Chriftopiier  Pitt. 

O  King  eternal  and  divine  ! 

The  world  is  thine  alone: 
.Above  the  ftars  thy  giories  lhine, 

Above  the  heavens  thy  throne, 

How  far  extends  thy  mighty  name  ! 

Where'er  the  lun  can  roll, 
That  fun  thy  wonders  mall  proclaim, 

Thy  deeds  from  pole  to  pole. 

The  infant's  tongue  (hall  fpeak  thy  power, 

And  vindicate  thy  laws ; 
The  tongue  that  never  ipoke  before, 

Shall  labour  in  thy  caufe. 

For  when  I  lift  my  thoughts  and  eyes. 
And  view  the  heavens  around, 

Yon  ftretching  wafte  of  azure  ikies, 
With  ftars  and  planets  crown'd  : 

Who  in  their  dance  attend  the  Moon^ 

The  emprefs  of  the  night, 
And  pour  around  her  iilver  throne, 

Their  tributary  light : 

Lord!  what  is  mortal  man,  that  he 
Th5r  kind  regard  ihould  ihare  ? 

What  is  his  ion,  who  claims  from  tliQe^ 
And  challenges  thy  care  ? 

Next  to  the  bleft  Angelic  kind, 

Thy  hands  created  man, 
And  this  inferior  vtorld  aflxgn'd 

To  dignify  his  (pan. 
Him  all  revere,  and  all  obey 

His  dJegated  reign; 
The  flocks  that  through  the  valley  ftray, 

The  herds  that  graze  the  plain. 

The  furious  tiger  fpeeds  his  flight, 

And  trembles  at  his  power; 
In  fear  of  his  iuperior  might, 

The  lions  ceaie  to  roar. 

Whatever  horrid  monfters  tread 

The  paths  beneath  the  fea, 
Their  king  at  awful  diftance  dread, 

And  full  en  ly  obey. 

O  Lord,  how  far  extends  thy  name! 

Where'er  the  fun  can  roll, 
That  fun  thy  wonders  (hall  proclaim; 

Thy  deeds  from  pole  to  pole. 


Pit! 


$18.     Pfalmthe  2\tb  paraphrafed. 
Far  as  the  word  can  ftretch  its  bounds 

The  Lord  is  king  of  all, 
His  wond'rous  power  extends  around 
The  circuit  of  the  ball. 

B  4  For 
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For  he  within  the  gloomy  deeps 

Its  dark  foundations  caft, 
And  reaf'd  the  pillars  of  the  earth 

Amid  the  watery  wafte. 

Who  mall  afcend  his  Sion's  hill, 

And  fee  Jehovah  there  ? 
Who  from  his  facred  flirine  fhall  breathe. 

The  facriflce  of  prayer  ? 

He  only  whofe  unfully'd  foul 
Fair  virtue's  paths  has  trod, 

Who  with  clean  hands  and  heart  regards 
His  neighbour  and  his  God. 

On  him  mall  his  indulgent  Lord 

Diffufive  bounties  fhed ; 
From  God  his  Saviour  fhall  defcend 

All  bleflinsrs  on  his  head. 

Of  thofe  who  'feek  his  righteous  ways 

Is  this  the  chofen  race, 
Who  baflc  in  all  his  bounteous  fmiles, 

And  flourifh  in  his  grace. 

Lift  up  your  (lately  heads,  ye  doors, 

With  hafty  reverence  rile  j 
Ye  everlafting  doors !  who  guard 

The  palles  of  the  fkies. 

( wift  from  your  golden  hinges  leap, 

Your  barriers  roll  away, 
Now  throw  your  blazing  portals  wide, 

And  burlt  the  gates  of  day. 

For  fee  1  the  King  of  Glory  comes 

Along  th'  ethereal  road : 
The  cherubs  through  your  folds  fhall  bear 

The  triumphs  of  their  God. 

Who  is  this  great  and  glorious  King? 

Oh  !   "'tis  the  Lord,  whole  might 
Decides  the  conqueft,  and  fuipends 

The  balance  of  the  fight. 
Lift  up  your  flately  heads,  ye  doors  ! 

With  hafty  reverence  rife; 
Ye  everlafting  doors  !  who  guard 

The  pafi'es  of  the  fkies. 

Swift  from  your  golden  hinges  leap, 

Your  barriers  roll  away, 
Now  throw  your  blazing  portals  wide, 

And  burlt  the  gates  of  day ; 

P'or  fee  !  the  King  of  Glory  comes 

Along  th'  ethereal  road  : 
The  cherubs  through  your  folds  fhall  bear 

The  triumphs  of  their  God. 
Who  is  this  great  and  glorious  King  ? 

Oh  !  'tis  the  God,  whofe  care 
Leads  on  his  Ifrael  to  the  field, 

Whoie  power  controuls  the  war. 


§  19.     Pfalm  zgtk.     Pitt. 
Ye  mighty  princes,  your  oblations  bring, 
And  pay  due  honours  to  your  awful  King; 
His  boundlefs  power  to  all  the  world  proclaim, 
Bend  at  his  flirine,  and  tremble  at  his  name. 
For  hark  !  his  voice,  with  unrefifted  fway, 
Rules  and  controuls  the  raging  of  the  fea  j 


Within  due  bounds  the  mighty  ocean  keeps, 
And  in  their  watery  cavern  awes  the  deeps: 
Shook  by  that  voice,  the  nodding  groves  around 
Start  from  their  roots,and  fly  the  dreadful  found. 
The  blafted  cedars  low  in  duft  are  laid, 
And  Lebanon  is  left  without  a  fnade. 
See  !  when  he  fpeaks,the  lofty  mountains  crowd, 
And  fly  for  fhelter  from  the  thundering  God : 
Sirion  and  Lebanon  like  hinds  advance, 
And  in  wild  meafures  lead  th1  unweildy  dance. 
His  voice,  his  mighty  voice,  divides  the  fire, 
Back  from  the  blaft  the  fhrinking  flames  retire. 
Ev'n  Cades  trembles  when  Jehovah  fpeaks, 
With  all  his  Savages  the  defert  fhakes. 
At  the  dread  found  the  hinds  with  fear  areftung; 
And  in  the  lonely  fore  ft  drop  their  young, 
While  in  his  hallow'd  temple  all  proclaim 
His  glorious  honours,  and  adore  his  name, 
High  o'er  the  foaming  furges  of  the  fea 
He  fits,  and  bids  the  liftening  deeps  obey  : 
He  reigns  o'er  all ;  for  ever  lafts  his  power, 
Till  nature  finks,  and  time  fhall  be  no  more. 
With  ftrength  the  fons  of  Ifrael  fhall  he  blefs, 
And  crown  our  tribes  with  happinefs  and  peace. 


§  20.     Pfalm  \bth  paraphrafed.     Pitt. 
On  God  we  build  our  lure  defence, 

In  God  our  hope  repofe : 
His  hand  protects  us  in  the  fight, 

And  guards  us  from  our  woes, 

Then,  be  the  Earth's  unwieldy  frame 

From  its  foundation  hurl'd, 
We  may,  unmov'd  with  fear,  enjoy 

The  ruins  of  the  world. 
What  though  the  folid  rocks  be  rent, 

In  tempefts  whirl'd  away  ? 
What  though  the  hills  mould  burft  their  roots, 

And  roll  into  the  fea  ? 
Thou  Sea,  with  dreadful  tumults  fwell, 

And  bid  thy  waters  rife 
In  furious  furges,  till  they  dafh 

The  flood-gates  of  the  fkies. 
Our  minds  fhall  be  ferene  and  calm, 

Like  Siloah's  peaceful  flood  ; 
Whofe  foft  and  filver  ftreams  refrefh 

The  City  of  our  God. 
Within  the  proud  delighted  waves 

The  wanton  turrets  play  ; 
The  ftreams  lead  down  their  humid  train, 

Reluctant  to  the  fea. 
Amid  the  fcene  the  temple  floats, 

With  its  reflected  towers, 
Gilds  all  the  furface  of  the  flood, 

And  dances  to  the  fhores. 

With  wonder  fee  what  mighty  power 

Our  facred  Sion  cheers, 
Lo!  there  amidft  her  ftately  walls, 

Her  God,  her  God  appears  ! 
Fixt  on  her  bafis  we  fhall  ftand, 

And,  innocently  proud, 
Smile  on  the  tumults  of  the  world, 

Beneath  the  wings  of  God. 

See .' 
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See !  how  their  weaknefs  to  proclaim, 

The  heathen  tribes  engage ! 
See  !  how  with  fruitlefs  wrath  they  burn, 

And  impotence  of  rage ! 
But  G   d  has  fpoke  ;  and  lo !  the  world, 

ii:s  terrors  to  difplay, 
With  all  the  melting  globe  of  earth, 

Drops  iilently  away. 
Still  to  the  mighty  Lord  of  holts 

Securely  we  refort; 
For  refuge  fly  to  Jacob's  God, 

Our  fuccour  and  fupport. 

Hither,  ye  numerous  nations,  crowd, 

In  lilSnt  rapture  Hand, 
And  lee  o'er  all  the  earth  difplay'd 

The  wonders  of  his  hand. 
He  bids  the  din  of  war  be  dill, 

And  all  its  tumults  ceaie  ; 
He  bids  the  guiltlefs  trumpet  found 

The  harmony  of  peace. 

He  breaks  the  rough  reluctant  bow, 

He  burfts  the  brazen  fpear, 
And  in  the  crackling  fire  his  hand 

Confumes  the  blazing  car. 
Hear  then  his  formidable  voice, 

"  Be  ftill,  and  know  the  Lord : 
"  By  all  the  heathen  I'll  be  fear'd ; 

*"  By  all  the  earth  ador'd." 
Still  to  the  mighty  Lord  of  hofts 

Securely  we  refort; 
For  refuge  fly  to  Jacob's  God, 

Our  fuccour  and  fupport. 


§  21.     Pfalm  goth  paraphrafed.      Pitt. 

Thy  hand,  O  Lord,  through  rolling  years 

Has  fav'd  us  from  defpair, 
From  period  down  to  period  ftretch'd 

The  profpedts  of  thy  care. 
Before  the  world  was  firft  conceiv'd, 

Before  the  pregnant  earth 
Call'd  forth  the  mountains  from  her  womb, 

Who  ftruggled  to  their  birth  j 
Eternal  God !  thy  early  days 

Beyond  duration  run, 
Ere  the  tirft  race  of  fleeting  time 

Was  meafur'd  by  the  Sun. 
We  die;  but  future  nations  hear 

Thy  potent  voice  again, 
Rife  at  the  fummons,  and  reftore 

The  perifiVd  race  of  man. 
Before  thy  comprehenlive  fight 

Duration  fleets  away ; 
And  rapid  ages  on  the  wing 

Fly  (witter  than  a  day. 
As  great  Jehovah's  piercing  eyes 

Eternity  explore, 
The  longeft  asra  is  a  night; 

A  period  is  an  hour. 
We  at  thy  mighty  call,  O  Lord, 

Our  fancy'd  beings  leave? 


Rous'd  from  the  flattering  dream  of  life, 

To  fleep  within  the  grave. 
Swift  from  their  barrier  to  their  goal 

The  rapid  moments  pals, 
And  leave  poor  man,  for  whom  they  run. 

The  emblem  of  the  grafs. 
In  the  firft  morn  of  life  it  grows, 

And  lifts  its  verdant  head; 
At  noon  decays,  at  evening  dies, 

And  withers  in  the  mead, 
We  in  the  glories  of  thy  face, 

Our  fecret  fins  furvey, 
And  fee  how  gloomy  thole  appear, 

How  pure  and  radiant  they. 
To  death  as  our  appointed  goal 

Thy  anger  drives  us  on : 
To  that  full  period  fix'd  at  length 

This  tale  of  life  is  done. 
With  winged  fpeed,  to  Hated  bounds 

And  limits  we  muft  fly, 
While  feventy  rolling  funs  complete 

Their  circles  in  the  iky. 
Or  if  ten  more  around  us  roll, 

'Tis  labour,  woe,  and  ftrife, 
Till  we  at  length  are  quite  drawn  down 

To  the  lalt  dregs  of  life. 
But  who,  O  Lord,  regards  thy  wrath, 

Though  dreadful  and  fevere  ? 
That  wrath,  whatever  fear  he  feels, 

Is  equal  to  his  fear. 
So  teach  us,  Lord,  to  count  our  days, 

And  eye  their  conftant  race, 
To  mealure  what  we  want  in  time, 

By  wifdom,  and  by  grace. 
With  us  repent,  and  on  our  hearts 

Thy  choiceit  graces  Hied, 
And  (hower  from  thy  celettial  throne 

Thy  blefiings  on  our  head. 
Oh!  may  thy  mercy  crown  us  here, 

And  come  without  delay; 
Then  our  whole  courfe  of  life  will  feem 

One  glad  triumphant  day. 
Now  the  bleft  years  of  joy  reftore, 

For  thoie  of  grief  and  ftrife, 
And  with  one  pleafant  drop  allay 

This  bitter  draught  of  life. 
Thy  wonders  to  the  world  difplay, 

Thy  fen-ants  to  adorn, 
That  may  delight  their  future  fons, 

And  children  yet  unborn  ; 
Thy  beams  of  Majefty  diflufe, 

With  them  thy  great  commands, 
And  bid  prosperity  atttnd 

The  labours  of  our  hands. 


§  22.     Pfalm  j  ^th  paraphrafed.      Pitt.   - 

My  foul,  in  raptures  rife  to  blefs  the  Lord, 
Who  taught  my  hands  to  draw  the  fatal  (word, 
Led  by  his  arm,  undaunted  I  appear 
In  the  firit  ranks  of  death,  and  front  of  war. 

He 
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Ke  taught  me  firft  the  pointed  fpear  to  wield, 
.And  mow  the  glorious  harveft  of  the  field. 

By  him  infpir'd,fromftrength  toftrength  I  pafsrd, 
tlung'd  through  the  troops,  and  laid  the  battle 

In  him  my  hopes  I  center  and  repoie,  [wafte. 
He  guards  my  life,  and  fhields  me  from  my  foes. 
He  held  his  ample  buckler  o'er  my  head, 
And  fcreen'd  me  trembling  in  the  mighty  made : 
A  gain  ft  all  hofble  violence  and  power, 
lie  was  my  iword,  my  bulwark,  and  my  tower. 
He  o'er  my  people  will  maintain  my  hvay, 
And  teach  my  willing  fubjecls  to  obey. 

Lord  I  what  is  man,  of  vile  and  humble  birth, 
Sprung  with  his  kindred  reptiles  from  the  earth, 
That  he  fhould  thus  thy  fecret  counfels  ihare  ? 
Or  what  his  fort,  who  challenges  thy  care  ? 
"Why  does  thine  eye  regard  this  nothing,  man  ? 
His  life  a  point,  his  meafure  but  a  fpan  ? 
The  fancy'd  pageant  of  a  moment  made, 
Swift  as  a  dream,  and  fleeting  as  a  fhade. 

Come  in  thy  power,and  leave  th'  etherealplain, 
And  to  thy  harnefs'd  tempeft  give  the  rein ; 
Yon  ftarry  arch  fhall  bend  beneath  the  load, 
So  loud  the  chariot,  and  fo  great  the  God  ! 
5>(ion  as  his  rapid  wheels  Jehovah  rolls, 
The  folding  ikies  fhall  tremble  to  the  poles  : 
Keav'ns  gaudy  Axle  with,  the  world  (hall  tall, 
JLeap  from  the  centre,  and  unhinge  the  ball. 

Touched  by  thy  hands,  the  labouring  hiils  ex- 
Thick  clouds  of  fmoke,  and  deluges  of  fire  ;  [pire 
On  the  tall  groves  the  red  deft rover  preys, 
And  wraps  th'  eternal  mountains  in  the  blaze: 
Full  on  my  foes  may  all  thy  lightnings  fly, 
On  purple  pinions  through  the  gloomy  iky. 

Extend  thy  hand,  thou  kind  all-gracious  God, 
I>ownfromtheheavenofheavensthybiightabode, 
Aud  ftiieldmefrommy  foes,whole  toweringpride 
J-owcrs  like  a  ftorm,  and  gathers  like  a  tide : 
linft  ihange  children  vindicate  my  caufe, 
"Who  curfe  thy  name,  and  trample  on  thy  laws ; 
Who  fear  not  vengeance  which  they  never  felt, 
Train'd  to  blafpheme,  and  eloquent  in  guilt : 
Tii eh  hands areimpious,and theirdeeds  profane; 
They  plead  their  boafted  innocence  in  vain. 

Thy  name  (hall  dwell  for  ever  on  my  tongue, 
And  guide  the  facred  numbers  of  my.fong: 
To  thee  my  Mjuie  foal)  conlecrate  her  lays, 
And  every  note  ihall  labour  in  thy  praiie; 
The  hallow'" d  theme  fhall  teach  me  how  to  fing, 
Swell  on  the  tyre,  and  tremble  on  the  firing. 

Oft  has  thy  hand  from  fight  the  monarch  led, 
When  death" flew  raging,  and  the  battle  bled; 
And  fnatch'd  thy  feryaht  in  the  lall  defpair 
From  all  the  riling  tumuk  of  the  war. 

A  gain  ft  ftrange  children  vindicate  my  caufe, 
Who  curie  thy  name  and  trample  on  thy  laws ; 
That  our  fair  fons  may  fmile  in  early  bloom, 
Our  fons,  the  hopes  of  all  our  years  to  come: 
like  plants  that  nurs'd  by  fofteringfhowersarife, 
.And  lift  their  fp  reading  honours  to  the  Ikies: 
That  our  chafte  daughters  may  their  charms  } 
difphy,  C 

Like  the  bright  pillars  of  our  temple,  gay,     I 
Foiifh  *d,  and  tall,  and  fmooth,  and  fair  as  they,  s 


Pil'd  up  with  plenty  let  our  barns  appear, 
And  burit  with  all  the  Seafons  of  the  Yearj 
Let  pregnant  flocks  in  every  quarter  bleat, 
And  drop  their  tender  young  in  every  ftreet. 
Safe  from  their  labours  may  our  oxen  come, 
Safe  may  they  bring  the  gathered  fummer  home. 
Oh  !  may  no  fighs,  no  It  reams  of  lbrrow  fljbw, 
To  ftain  our  triumphs  with  the  tears  of  woe. 

Bleft  is  the  nation,  how  fincerely  bled  I 
Of  fuch  unbounded  happinefs  pofleft, 
To  whom  Jehovah's  facred  name  is  known, 
Who  claim  the  God  of  Ilrael  for  their  own. 


§  23 .     The  2,d  Chapter  of  Job.      Pitt. 

Job  curs'd  his  birth,  and  bade  his  curfes  flow 
In  words  of  grief,  and  eloquence  of  woe: 
Loil  be  that  day  which  dragg'd  me  to  my  doom, 
Recent  to  life,  and  ft  niggling  from  the  womb; 
Whofe  beams  with  fuch  malignant  lultre  fnone, 
Whence  all  my  years  in  anxious  circles  run. 
Loft  be  that  night  in  undetermin'd  fpace, 
And  veil  with  deeper  fhades  her  gloomy  face, 
Which  crowded  up  with  woes  this  flender  fpan, 
While  the  dull  mafs  rofe  quick'ning  into  man. 

O'er  that  curs'd  day  let  fable  darknefs  rife, 
Shroud  the  blue  vault,  and  blacken  all  the  ikies; 
May  God  o'erlook  it  from  his  heavenly  throne, 
Nor  roufe  from  fleep  the  fedentary  fun, 
O'er  its  dark  face  to  fhed  his  genial  ray, 
And  warm  to  joy  the  melancholy  day. 
May  the  clouds  frown,  and  livid  poi  fons  breathe* 
And  ftain  heaven's  azure  with  the  fhade  of  death. 

May  ten-fold  darknefs  from   that   dreadful 
night 
Seize  and  arreft  the  ftraggling  gleams  of  light  j 
To  pay  due  vengeance  for  its  fatal  crime, 
Still  be  it  banifh'd  from  the  train  of  time  j 
Nor  in  the  radiant  lift  of  months  appear, 
To  ftain  the  fhining  circle  of  the  year: 
There  through  her  dufky  range  may  fiience   -\ 
roam,  f 

There  may  no  ray,  no  glimpfe  of  gladnefs  come  ;  {' 
No  voice  to  cheer  the  fohtary  gloom.  J 

May  every  ftar  his  gaudy  light  with-hold, 
Nor  through  the  vapour  flioot  his  beamy  gold} 
Nor  let  the  dawn  with  radiant  lkirts  come  on, 
Tipp'd  with  the  glories  of  the  rifing  fun  ; 
Becaufe  that  dreadful  period  fix'd  my  doom, 
Nor  feaj'd  the  dark  reeeffes  of  the  womb. 
To  that  original  my  ills  I  owe; 
Heir  of  affliction,  and  the  fbn  of  woe. 
Oh  !  had  I  died  unexercis'd  in  pain, 
And  wak'd  to  life,  to  fleep  in  death  again ! 
Why  did  pot  Fate  attend  me  at  my  birth, 
And  give  me  back  to  my  congenial  earth  ? 
Why  was  T,  when  an  infant,  IbothM  to  reft, 
Lull'd  on  the  kpee,  or  hung  upon  the  breaft  ? 
For  now  the  grave  would  all  my  cares  compofe, 
Conceal  my  forrows,  and  inter  my  woes: 
There  wrapp'd&lock'd  within  his  cold  embrace, 
Safe  had  I  flumber'd  in  the  arms  of  peace; 
There  with  the  mighty  kings,  who  lie  inroll'd 
In  clouds  pf  incenfe,  and  in  beds  of  gold : 

There 
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There  with  the  princes,  who  in  grandeur  ihone, 

And  aw'd  the  trembling  nations  from  the  throne, 

Afflicted  Job  an  equal  reft  muft  have, 

And  fhare  tlie  dark  retirement  of  the  grave; 

Or  as  a  lhapelefs  embryo  fee*  the  tomb, 

Rude  and  imperfect  from  the  abortive  womb: 

Ere  motion's  early  principle  began, 

Or  the  dim  fuoftance  kindled  into  man.    [ceafe, 

There  from  their  monltrous  crimes  the  wicked 
Their  labouring  guilt  is  weary 'd  into  peace; 
There  blended  lleepthe  coward  and  the  brave  ;  a 
Stretched  with  his  iord,theundiltinguinYd  fiave  > 
Enjoys  the  common  refuge  o;  the  grave.         j 
An  eaual  lot  the  mighty  victor  {hares, 
And  lies  amidlt  the  captives  of  his  wars; 
With  his,  thofe  captives  mingle  their  remains, 
The  fame  in  death.,  nor  leflen'd  by  their  chains'. 
Why  are  we  doom* d  to  view  the  genial  ray  ? 
Why  curs'd  to  bear  the  painful  light  of  day  ? 
O  \  with  what  joy  the  wretches  yield  their  breath, 
And  pant  in  bitternefs  of  foul  for  death  ! 
As  a  rich  prize  the  diftant  blifs  they  crave, 
And  find  the  glorious  treamre  in  the  grave. 
Why  is  the  wretch  condemn' d  without  relief 
To  combat  woe,  and  tread  the  round  of  grief, 
Whom  in  the  toils  of  fate  his  God  has  bound, 
And  drawn  the  line  of  miieries  around  ? 

When  nature  calls  for  aid,  my  lighs  intrude, 
My  tears  prevent  my  necelfary  food: 
Like  a  full  ftream  o'ercharg'd  nay  forrows  flow, 
In  burlts  of  anguifh,  and  a  tide  of  wee; 
For  now  the  dire  affliction  which  I  fled, 
Pours  like  a  roaring  torrent  on  my  head. 
My  terrors  itillthe  phantom  view'd,and  wrought 
The  dreadful  image  into  every  thought : 
At  length  pluck'd  down,  the  fatal  ltroke  I  fet), 
And  loie  the  fancy'd  in  the  real  ill, 


How  then  mall  man,  thus  Infoler.tiy  proud. 
Plead  with  his  judge,  and  combat  with  his  God? 
How  from  his  mortal  mother  can  he  come 
Unftain'd  from  fin,untinctur'd  from  the  womb  * 

The  Lord,  from  his  fubiime  empyreal  throne, 
As  a  dark  globe  regards  the  filver  moon. 
Thofe  itars,  that  grace  the  wide  celeitial  plain, 
Are  but  the  humbleit  fweepings  of  his  train, 
Dim  are  the  brighteft  fplendors  of  the  iky ; 
And  the  fun  darkens  in  Jehovah's  eye. 
But  does  not  iin  dirruie  a  fouler  itain, 
Aud  thicker  darkneis  cloud  the  foul  of  man  ? 
Shall  he  the  depths  of  endlefs  wifdom  know? 
This  mort-liv'd  fovereign  of  the  world  below  ? 
His  frail  original  confounds  his  boalt,        [duit- 
Sprung  from  the  ground,  and  quicken'd  from  the 


§  25.     The  Song  of  Mcfes  in  the  Fifteenth  Chap- 
ter of  Exodus,  paraphrafed.     Pitt. 

Th  e  N  to  the  Lord  the  vair  criumphant  throng 
Of  Ifraei's  fons,  with  Mofes,  rais'd  the  Jong. 
To  God  our  grateful  accents  will  we  raiie, 
And  every  tongue  (hall  celebrate  Ids  praiie: 
Behold  difplay'd  the  wonders  of  his  might} 
Behold  the  Lord  triumphant  in  the  fight ! 
With  what  immortal  fame  and  glory  grae'di 
What  trophies  rais"d  amid  the  watery  wute ! 
How  did  his  power  the  needs  and  riders  1  weep 
I  ngulph'din  heaps,&  whel  m'd  beneath  the  deep  \ 
Wnom  ihould  we  fear,  while  he,  heaven's  awful 
Unfneaths  for  Ifrael  his  avenging  iword  ?  [Lord, 
His  outitretch'd  arm,  and  tutelary  care, 
Guarded  and  iav'd  us  in  the  iait  dei'pair: 
His  mercy  eas'd  us  from  our  circling  pains, 
Unbound  our  fhackles,  and  unlocked  our  chains. 
To  him  our  God,  our  lather's  Cod,  we'll  rear 
A  {acred  temple,  and  adore  him  there 


§  24. 


The  2$tb  Chapter  of  Job  paraphrafed. 

Pitt. 


Tk  e  n  will  vain  man  complain  and  murmur  Hill, 
And  ltand  on  terms  with  his  Creator's  will? 
Shall  this  high  privilege  to  clay  be  given  ? 
Sbali  duft  arraign  the  providence  of  Heaven  ? 
With  reason's  line  the  boundlefs  dillance  fcan  ? 
Oppofe  Heav'ns  awful  majeity  to  man? 
To  what  a  length  his  vaft  dimensions  run  ! 
How  far  beyond  the  journeys  of  the  fun! 
He  hung  yon  golden  balls  of  light  on  high, 
Andlaunch'dthe  planets  through  the  liquid  iky : 
To  rolling  worlds  he  mark'd  the  certain  fpace, 
Fix'd  and  fuitain'd  the  elemental  peace. 

Unnumber'd  as  thofe  worlds  his  armies  move, 
And  the  gay  legions  guard  his  realms  aboy  3 
High  o'er  tri'  ethereal  plains  the  myriads  rile, 
And  pour  their  flaming  ranks  along  the  ikies : 
From  their  bright  arms  ir.cellant  fplendorsilream, 
And  the  wide  azure  kindles  with  the  gleam, 
To  this  low  world  he  bids  the.  light  repair, 
Down  through  the  gulphs  of  undulating  air : 
For  man  he  taught  the  glorious  fun  to  roll 
From  his  bright  barrier  to  his  weftern  goal. 


:i 


With  vows  and  incenfe,  facririce  and  prayer. 

The  Lord  commands  in  war:  his  matchlcfg 
might 
Hangs  out  and  guides  the  balance  of  the  fight  1 
By  him  the  war  the  mighty  leaders  form, 
And  teach  the  hovering  tumult  where  to  xtorm. 
His  name,  O  Ifrael,  heaven's  eternal  Lord, - 
For  ever  honour'd,  reverene'd,  and  ador'd. 

When  to  the  fight,  from  Egypt's  fruitful  foil. 
Pour  d  forth  in  myriads  all  the  forjs  of  Nile; 
The  Lord  o'erthtew  the  courier  and  the  car, 
Sunk  Pharaoh's  pride,  and  overwhelm'd  his  var. 
Beneath  th'  encumber'd  deeps  his  legions 
For  many  a  league  impurplir.g  all  the  lea: 
The  chiefs,  and  lteeds,  and  warriors  whiri'd 

around, 
Lay  ,mi(ill  the  roarings  cf  the  furges  drown'd. 

Who  (hall  thy  power,  thou  mighty  God,with- 
ftand, 
And  check  the  force  of  thy  victorious  hand  ? 
Thy  hand,  which  red  with  wrath  in  terror  role, 
To  crufh  that  day  thy  t>roui  Egyptian  foes. 
Struck bythatha  djtheir drooping fquadronsfaJl, 
Crowdingin  deadi ,  one  fate  o'eru  helm  them  all- 
Soon  as  thy  anger  charg'd  with  vengeance  came, 
They  funk  like  itubble  crackling  in  the  flame. 

At 
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At  thy  dread  voice  thefuinmon'd  billows  crowd, 
And  a  Hill  iilence  lulls  the  wondering  flood  : 
Koll'd  up,  the  cryftal  ridges  ftrike  the  Ikies, 
Waves  peep  o'er  waves,  and  feas  o'er  leas  arife. 
Around  in  heaps  the  liftening  furges  Hand, 
Mute  and  obiervant  of  the  high  command. 
Congeal'd  with  fear  attends  the  watery  train, 
Rous'd  from  the  fecret  chambers  of  the  main. 

With  lavage  joy  the  Ions  of  Egypt  cry'd, 
(Vaft  were  their  hopes,  and  boundlefs  was  their 
Let  us  purlue  thofe  fugitives  of  Nile,      [pride) 
This  fervile  nation,  and  divide  the  fpoilj 
And  fpread  fo  wide  the  {laughter,  till  their  blood 
Dyes  with  a  ftronger  red  the  blulhing  flood. 
Oh  !  what  a  copious  prey  their  hofts  afford, 
To  glut  and  fatten  the  devouring  fword  ! 

As  thus  the  yawning  gulf  the  boafters  pafs'd, 
At  thy  command  rum'd  forth  the  rapid  blaft. 
Then,  at  the  flgnal  given,  with  dreadful  fway, 
In  one  huge  heap  roird  down  the  roaring  fea ; 
And  now  the  difentangled  waves  divide, 
Unlock  their  folds,  and  thaw  the  frozen  tide. 
The  deeps  alarm'd  call  terribly  from  far 
The  loud,  embattled  furges  to  the  war; 
Till  her  proud  fons  aftonilh'd  Egypt  found 
Cover'd  with  billows,  and  in  tempefts  drown'd. 

What  God  can  emulate  thy  power  divine, 
Or  who  oppofe  his  miracles  to  thine  ? 
When  joyful  we  adore  thy  glorious  name, 
Thy  trembling  foes  confefs  their  fear  and  fhame  5 
The  world  attends  thy  abfolute  command, 
And  nature  waits  the  wonders  of  thine  hand. 
That  hana,  extended  o'er  the  fwelling  fea, 
The  confcious  billows  reverence  and  obey. 
O'er  the  devoted  race  the  furges  fweep, 
And  whelm  the  guilty  nation  in  the  deep. 
That  hand  redeem'd  us  from  our  fervile  toil, 
And  each  infulting  tyrant  of  the  Nile  : 
Our  nation  came  beneath  that  mighty  hand, 
From  Egypt's  realms,  to  Canaan's  {acred  land. 
Thou  wert  their  Guide,  their  Saviour,  and  their 

Pod, 
To  fmooth  the  way,  and  clear  the  dreadful  road. 
The  diitant  kingdoms  (hall  thy  wonders  hear, 
The  fierce  Phililtines  fnall  confefs  their  fear; 
Thy  fame  mail  over  Edom's  princes  fpread, 
And  Moab's  kings,  the  univerfal  dread; 
While  the  vaft  fcenes  of  miracles  impart 
A  thrilling  horror  to  the  braveit  heart. 
As  through  the  world  the  gathering  terror  runs, 
Canaan  mall  {brink,  and  tremble  for  his  fons : 
Till  thou  haft  Jacob  from  his  bondage  brought, 
At  fuch  avail  expence  of  wonders  bought, 
To  Canaan's  promis'd  realms  and  bleft  abodes, 
Led  through  the  dark  receftes  of  the  floods. 
Crown'd  with  their  tribes  fnall  proud  Moriah  rife, 
And  rear  his  lummit  nearer  to  the  Ikies. 

Through  ages,  Lord,  {hall  ltretch  thy  bound- 
lefo  power, 
Thy  thronefhall  Itand  when  time  {hall  be  no  more: 
For  Pharaoh's  fteeds,  and  cars,  and  warlike  train, 
Leap'd  in,  and  boldly  rang'd  the  fandy  plain  : 
While  in  the  dreadful  road,  and  defert  way, 
The"  "Alining  crow*ds  of  gafping  fifties  lay: 


Till,  all  around  with  liquid  toils  befet, 
The  Lord  fwept  o'er  their  heads  the  watery  net. 
He  freed  the  ocean  from  his  fecret  chain,    [main. 
And  on  each  hand  diicharg'd  the  thundering 
The  loofen'd  billows  burit  from  every  fide, 
And  whelm  the  war  and  warriors  in  the  tide  j 
But  on  each  hand  the  folid  billows  flood, 
Like  lofty  mounds  to  check  the  raging  flood  ; 
Till  the  bleft  race  to  promis'd  Canaan  pafs'd 
O'er  the  dry  path,  and  trod  the  water}'  wafte, 


§  26.     The  1 39^  Pfahn  paraphrafed.     Pitt. 

O  dread  Jehovah  !  thy  all-piercing  eyes 
Explore  the  motions  of  this  mortal  frame, 
This  tenement  of  duft:  Thy  ftretching  fight 
Surveys  the  harmonious  principles,  that  move 
In  beauteous  rank  and  order,  to  inform 
This  calk,  and  animated  mafs  of  clay. 
Nor  are  the  profpecls  of  thy  wond'rous  fight 
To  this  terrellria!  part  of  man  confin'd ; 
But  fnoot  into  his  foul,  and  there  difcern' 
The  firft  materials  of  unfafbkm'd  thought, 
Yet  dim  and  undigefted,  till  the  mind, 
Big  with  the  tender  images,  expands, 
And,  fwelling,  labours  with  th'  ideal  birth. 
Where'er  I  move,  thy  cares  purfue  my  feet 
Attendant.     When  I  drink  the  dews  of  fleep, 
Stretch'd  on  my  downy  bed,  and  there  enjoy 
A  fweet  forgetfulnefs  of  all  my  toils, 
Unfeen,  thy  fov'reign  prefence  guards  my  fleep, 
Wafts  all  the  terrors  of  my  dreams  away, 
Sooths  all  my  foul,  and  foftens  my  repofe. 
Before  conception  can  employ  the  tongue, 
And  mould  the  ductile  images  to  found; 
Before  imagination  (bands  diiplay'd, 
Thine  eye  the  future  eloquence  can  read, 
Yet unarray'd  with fpeech.  Thou, mighty  Lord! 
Haft  moulded  man  from  his  congenial  duft, 
And  fpoke  him  into  being ;  while  the  clay, 
Beneath  thy  forming  hand,  leap'd  forth,  in  fpir'd, 
And  ftarted  into  life :  through  every  part, 
At  thy  command,  the  wheels  of  motion  play'd. 
But  fuch  exalted  knowledge  leaves  below, 
And  drops  poor  man  from  its  fuperior  fphere. 

In  vain,  with  reafon's  ballaft,  would  he  try 
To  item  th1  unfathomable  depth:  his  bark 
O'erfets,  and  founders  in  the  vaft  abyfs. 
Then  whither  frail  the  rapid  fancy  run, 
Though  in  its  full  career,  to  fpeed  my  flight 
From  thy  unbounded  prefence  ?  which,  alone, 
Fills  all  the  regions  and  extended  {pace 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  nature !    Whither,  Lord  ! 
Shall  my  unrein'd  imagination  rove, 
To  leave  behind  thy  Spirit,  and  out-fly  [fpread, 
Its  influence,  which,  with  brooding  wings  out- 
Hatch'duniledg'dnaturefromthedarkprofound? 

If  mounted  on  my  tow'ring  thoughts  I  climb 
Into  the  heaven  of  heavens,  I  there,  behold 
The  blaze  of  thy  unclouded  majefty  I 
Jn  the  pure  empyrean  thee  I  view, 
High  thron'd  above  all  height,  thy  radiant  flirine 
Throng'd  with  the proltrate  Seraphs,  who  receive 
Beatitude  paft  utterance  !   If  I  plunge 

Down 
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Down  to  the  gloom  of  Tartarus  profound, 
There  too  I  find  thee,  in  the  loweft  bounds 
Of  Erebus,  and  read  thee  in  the  fcenes 
Of  complicated  wrath:  I  fee  thee  clad 
In  all  the  majefty  of  darknefs  there. 

If,  on  the  ruddy  morning's  purple  wings 
Upborne,  with  indefatigable  courfe 
I  feek  the  glowing  borders  of  the  eafl, 
Where  the  bright  fun,  emergent  from  the  deeps, 
With  his  firft  glories  gilds  the  fparkling  feas, 
And  trembles  o'er  the  waves  ;ev'n  there  thy  hand 
Shall  thro'  the  watery  defert  guide  my  courfe, 
And  o'er  the  broken  furges  pave  my  way, 
While  on  the  dreadful  whirls  I  hang  fecure, 
And  mock  the  warring  ocean.    If,  with  hopes 
As  fond  as  falfe,  the  darknefs  I  expect 
To  hide,  and  wrap  me  in  its  mantling  (hade, 
Vain  were  the  thought;  for  thy  unbounded  ken 
Darts  thro''  the  thick'ning  gloom,  and  pries  thro1 
The  palpable  obfeure.     Before  thy  eyes       [all 
Thevanquim'dnightthrowsoftlierduikyfhrowd, 
And  kindles  into  day :  the  made  and  light 
To  man  Itill  various,  but  the  fame  to  thee. 
On  thee  is  all  the  ftructure  of  my  frame  4 

Dependant.     Lock'd  within  the  iilent  womb 
Sleeping  I  lay,  and  rip'ning  to  my  birth ;    [there  ; 
Yet,  Lord,  thy  outftretch'd  arm  preferv'd  me 
Before  I  mov'd  to  entity,  and  trod 
The  verge  of  being.     To  thy  hallow'd  name 
I'll  pay  due  honours;  for  thy  mighty  hand 
Built  this  corporeal  fabric,  when  it  laid 
The  ground-work  of  exiitence.     Hence  I  read 
The  wonders  of  thy  art.     This  frame  I  view 
With  terror  and  delight;  and,  wrapt  in  both, 
I  ftartle  at  myfelf.     My  bones,  unform'd 
As  yet,  nor  hardening  from  the  vifcous  parts, 
But  blended  with  th'  unanimated  mafs, 
Thy  eye  dillin<5lly  view'd;  and,  while  I  lay 
Within  the  earth,  imperfect,  nor  perceiv'd. 
The  firft  faint  dawn  of  life,  with  eaie  furvey'd 
The  vital  glimmerings  of  the  active  feeds, 
Juft  kindling  to  exiftence,  and  beheld 
My  fubfbmce  fcarce  material.     In  thy  book 
Was  the  fair  model  of  this  flructure  drawn, 
Where  every  part,  in  juil  connexion  join'd, 
Composed  and  perfected  th/  harmonious  piece, 
Ere  the  dim  fpeck  of  being  learn'd  to  llretch. 
Its  ductile  form,  or  entity  had  known 
To  range  and  wanton  in  an  ampler  fpace. 
How  dear,  how  rooted  in  my  inmoll  foul, 
Are  all  thy  counfels,  and  the  various  ways 
Of  thy  eternal  providence  !  the  fum 
So  boundlefs  and  immenie,  it  leaves  behind 
The  low  account  of  numbers;  and  outtfies 
All  that  imagination  e'er  conceiv'd :       [fhores, 
Lefs  numerous  are  the  fands  that  crowd    the 
The  barriers  of  the  ocean.     When  I  rife 
From  my  foft  bed,  and  fofter  joys  of  fleeb, 
I  rife  to  thee.     Yet  lo  !  the  impious  flight 
Thy  mighty  wonders.     Shall  the  foils  of  vice 
Elude  the  vengeance  of  thy  wrathful  hand, 
Andmock  thy  ling'ringthunderwhich  withholds 
Its  forky  terrors  from  their  guilty  heads  ?      [flv 
Thou  great  tremendous  God  ! — Avaunt,  and 


All  ye  who  thirfl  for  blood! — for  fwoln  withpride, 
Each  haughty  wretchblafphemesthyfacredname, 
And  bellows  his  reproaches  to  affront 
Thy  glorious  Majefty.     Thy  foes  I  hate 
VVorf'e  than  my  own.  OLord!  explore  my  foul ! 
See  if  a  flaw  or  flain  of  fin  infects 
My  guilty  thoughts;  then,  lead  me  in  the  way 
That  guides  my  feet  to  thy  own  heaven  and  thee. 


§27.     An  Hymn  to  the  Supreme  Being.     An  bni- 
tation  of  the  104/A  Ffabn.         Blacklock. 

S^jid  prius  dicam  Jciitus  parentis 
L^iudibus  ?  qui  res  bominum  ac  dezrum, 
Qui  mart  &  terras,  "Jaiitjjuc  mundum 

Temperat  born?  Hor. 

Arise,  my  foul!  on  wings  feraphic  rife! 
And  praiie  th1  almighty  Sov'reign  of  the  fkiesj 
In  whom  alone  effential  glory  mines, 
Which  not  the  heav'n  of  heav'ns,  nor  boundlefs 
fpace  conrines. 

When  darknefs  rul'd  with  univerfal  fway, 
He  fpoke,  and  kindled  up  the  blaze  of  day; 
Firft,  fairell  offspring  of  th'  omnific  word! 
Which  like  a  garment  cloth'd  its  fov'reign  Lord. 
On  liquid  air  he  bade  the  columns  rife, 
That  prop  the  Harry  concave  of  the  fkies ; 
Diffus'd  the  blue  expanfe  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  i'pread  circumfluent  aether  round  the  whole. 

Soon  as  he  bids  imperious  tempefts  fly, 
To  wing  his  founding  chariot  thro'  the  Iky, 
Impetuous  tempefts  the  command  obey, 
Suftain  his  flight,  and  fweep  th'  aerial  way. 
Fraught  with  his  mandates,  from  the  realms  on 
Unnumber'd  hofls  of  radiant  heralds  fly    [high, 
From  orb  to  orb,  with  progrefs  unconfin'd, 
As  lightning  fwift,  refiftlefs  as  the  wind. 

In  ambient  air  this  pond'raus  ball  he  hung, 
And  bade  its  centre  reft  for  ever  ftrong; 
Heav'n,  air,  and  fea,  with  all  their  florms  in  vain 
AfTault  the  bafis  of  the  firm  machine. 
At  thy  almighty  voice  old  Ocean  raves, 
Wakes  all  his  force,  and  gathers  all  his  waves  j 
Nature  lies  mantled  in  a  wat'ry  robe, 
And  fhorelefs  billows  revel  round  the  globe: 
O'er  higheft  hills  the  higher  furges  rife, 
Mix  with  the  clouds,  and  meet  the  fluid  fkies. 
But  when  in  thunder  the  rebuke  was  giv'n, 
That  fhook  th'  eternal  firmament  of  heav'n  ; 
The  grand  rebuke  th'  affrighted  waves  obey, 
And  in  confuiion  fcour  their  uncouth  way; 
And  polling  rapid  to  the  place  decreed, 
Wind  down  the  hills,and  fweep  the  humble  mead. 
Reluctant  in  their  bounds  the  waves  fublide ; 
The  bounds,  impervious  to  the  laihing  tide, 
Reflrain  its  rage ;  whilfl,  with  incefiant  roarj 
It  fhakes  the  caverns,  and  aiTaults  the  ihore. 

By  him,  from  mountains  cloth'd  in  lucid  mow. 
Through  fertile  vales  the  mazy  rivers  flow. 

Here  the  wild  horfe,  unconfeious  of  the  rein, 
That  revels  boundlefs  o'er  the  wide  campaign, 
Imbibes  the  filver  (urge,  with  heat  oppreit, 
To  cool  ths  fever  of  his  glowing  breaft. 
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Here  rifing  boughs,  adorn'd  with  furnmer's 
P'*ide, 
Project-  their  waving  umbrage  o'er  the  tide;    ' 
While,  gently  perching  on  the  leafy  i'pray, 
Each  feather' d  warbler  tunes  his  various  lay: 
And,  while  thy  praife  they  fymphonile  around, 
Creation  echoes  to  the  grateful  found. 
Wid^o'er  the  heaven.- the  various  bo  wh«  bflin  Js ; 
Its  tinciurcs  brighten,  and  its  arch  extends  : 
At  the  glad  fign  the  airy  conduits  Mow, 
Soften  the  bills,  and  cheer  the  meads  below: 
By  genial  fervour  and  prolific  rain, 
Swift  vegetation  clothes  the  uniting  plain: 
Nature,  profufely  good,  with  blifs  Overflows, 
And  it  ill  is  pregnant,  tho'  (he  frill  heftows, 

Here  verdant  paflures  wide  extended  lie, 
And  yield  the  grazing  herd  exuberant  fupply. 
Luxuriant  waving  in  the  wanton  air, 
Here  golden  grain  rewards  the  peafant's  care  ; 
Here  vines  mature  with  frefh  carnation  glow, 
And  heav'n  above  diifufcs  heav'n  below. 
Ere 61  and  tall  here  mountain  cedars  rife, 
Wave  in  the  Harry  vault,  and  emulate  the  fkies. 
Hcrethe  wing'd  crowd,  that  fkim  the  yielding 
With  artful  toil  their  little  domes  prepare;  [air, 
Here  hatch  their  tender  young,  and  nurle  the 

ruing  care, 
Up  the  fteep  hill  afcends  the  nimble  doe, 
While  timid  coneys  fcour  the  plains  below. 
Or  in  the  pendent  rock  elude  the  fcenting  foe.3 

He  bade  the,jilvcr  niajefty  of  night 
Revolve  her  circles,  and  increafe  her  light  ; 
Aflign'd  a  province  to  each  rolling  fphere, 
And  taught  the  fun  to  regulate  the  year. 
At  his  comm  md,  wide  hov'ring  o'er  the  plain. 
Primaeval  night  refumes  her  gloomy  reign  : 
Then  from  their  dens,  impatient  of  delay, 
The  lavage  monfters  bend  their  fpeedy  way, 
Howl  thro"  the  fpaeious  wafce,  and  chafe  their 

frighted  prey. 
Here  flalks  the  fhaggy  monarch  of  the  wood, 
Taught  from  thy  providence  to  afk  his  food! 
To  thee,  O  Father,  to  thy  bounteous  Ikies, 
He  rears  his  mane,  and  rolls  his  glaring  eyes: 
He  roars  ;  the  defert  trembles  wide  around, 
And  rcpercunlve  hills  repeat  the  found. 

Now  orient  gems  the  eaftern  ikies  adorn, 
And  joyful  nature  hails  the  op'ning  morn  : 
The  rovers,  confeious  of  approaching  day, 
Fly  to  their  dickers,  and  forget  their  prey. 
Laborious  man,  with  moderate  flumber  bleft, 
Snrings  cheerful  to  his  toil  from  downy  reft  ; 
Tili  grateful  evening  with  her  argent  train, 
JBid  labour  ceafe,  ana  eafe  the  weary  fwain. 

*sIIaii  fov'reign  goodnefs!  all  -productive  mind! 
On  all  thy  works  thyfelf  hifcnb'd  we  find : 
How  various  all,  how  yarioufly  endowed, 
Howgreat  their n umber jand  each  part,  how  good! 
How  perfect  then  mult  the  great  Parent  thine,  } 
Who  with  one  ac;  of  energy  divine, 
XfaA  the  vail  plan,  and  finifh'd  the  defgn  !"   S 

Where'er  the  pleaflng  fearch  my  thoughts 
pu  fue, 
Unbourd  d  goodnefj  rife s  to  my  view; 
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Nor  does  our  world  alone  itHnfluence  fhare; 
Exhauftlefs  bounty,  and  unwearied  care 
Extends  thro'  all  th'  infinitude  of  fpace, 
And  circles  nature  with  a  kind  embrace. 

The  azure  kingdoms  of  the  deep 
Thy  pow\-,  thy  wifdom,  and  thy  goodnefa  mew  : 
Here  multitudes  of  various  beings  ftray, 
Crowd  the  profound,  or  on  the  furface  play: 
Tall  navies  here  their  doubtful  way  explore, 
And  ev'ry  product  waft  from  (hore  to  fli'ore; 
Hence  meagre  want  expell'd  and  fanguine  ftrife* 
For  the  mild  charms  of  cultivated  life; 
Hence  fecial  union  fpreads  from  foul  to  foul, 
And  India  joins  in  friendfhip  with  the  pole* 
Here  the  huge  potent  of  the  fcaly  train 
Enormous  fails  encumbent  o'er  the  main, 
An  animated  illel  and,  in  his  way, 
Dallies  to  heaven's  blue  arch  the  foamy  fea: 
When  Ikies  and  ocean  mingle  ilorm  and  flame, 
Portending  inftant  wreck  to  nature's  frame, 
Pleas'd  in  the  fcene,  he  mocks,  with  confcious 

pride-, 
The  volly'd  lightning*  and  thefurging  tide  ; 
And  while  the  wrathful  elements  engage, 
Foments  with  horrid  fport  the  temper's  rage. 
All  thefe  thy  watchful  providence  fupplies, 
To  thee  alone  they  turn  their  waiting  eyes; 
For  them  thou  open'ft  thy  exhauftlefs  itore, 
Till  the  capacious  wifh  can  grafp  no  more. 

But,  if  one  moment  thou  thy  face  fhould'fl 
Thy  glory  clouded,  or  thy  fmiles  deny'd,  [hide, 
Then  widow'd  nature  veil's  her  mournful  eyes, 
i\nd  vents  her  grief  in  univerfal  cries  s 
Then  gloomy  death,  with  all  his  meagre  train, 
Wide  o'er  the  nations  fpreads  his  difmal  reign; 
Sea,  earth,  and  air,  the  bound! efs  ravage  mourn. 
And  all  their  holts  to  native  dull  return. 

But  when  again  thy  glory  is  diipiay'd, 
Reviv'd  creation  lifts  her  cheerful  head  ; 
New  riling  forms  thy  potent  fmiles  obey, 
And  life  rekindles  at  the  genial  ray; 
United  thanks  replenifh'd  nature  pays, 
And  heav'n  and  earth  refound  their  Maker's 
praife. 

When  time  fhall  in  eternity  be  loft, 
And  hoary  nature  Ianguifh  into  duft, 
For  ever  young,  th)-  glory  fhall  remain, 
Vaft  as  thy  being,  endlefs  as  thy  reign. 
Thou  from  the  regions  of  eternal  day, 
View'ft  all  thy  works  at  one  imrnenfe  furvey  ; 
Pleas'd  thou  behold'il  the  whole  propenfely  tend 
To  perfect  happinefs,  its  glorious  end. 

If  thou  to  earth  but  turn  thy  wrathful  eyes, 
Her  bafis  trembles,  and  her  offspring  dies : 
Thou  fmit'flthehilJs,and  at  tlf  Almighty  blow 
Their  fummits  kindle,  and  their  inwards  glow. 

While  this  immortal  fpark  of  heav'nly  flame 
Diftends  my  breaft  and  animates  my  frame: 
To  thee  my  ardent  praifes  fhall  be  borne 
On  the  firft  breeze  that  wakes  the blumingmornj 
The"  lateft  ftar  fhall  hear  the  pleaiing  found, 
And  nature  in  full  choir  fhall  join  around. 
When  full  of  thee  my  foul  excurlive  fiies 
Thro1  earth,  air,  ocean,  or  thy  regal  fkies  j 
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From  world  to  world  new  wonder" ;  ftill  I  find, 
And  al!  the  Godhead  flames  on  my  mind  ; 
When  wing'd  with  whirlwinds,  vice  (hail  takeits 
To  the  deep  bofom  of  eternal  night,        [flight 
To  thee  my  foul  fhall  endlefs  praifes  pay  : 
Join,  men  and  angels,  join  th'  exalted  lay  ! 


§  28.     Another  Hymn.     Anon. 
How  are  thy  fervants  bleft,  O  Lord ! 

How  lure  is  their  defence! 
Eternal  wifdom  is  their  guide, 

Their  help  omnipotence. 

In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote, 

Supported  by  thy  care, 
Through  burning  climes  I  pafs'd  unhurt, 

And  breath'd  in  tainted  air. 

Thy  mercy  fweeten'd  every  foil 

Made  every  region  pleafe; 
The  hoary  Alpine  hills  it  warm'd, 

And  fmooth'd  the  Tyrrhene  feas. 

Think,  O  my  foul,  devoutly  think, 

How  with  affrighted  eyes 
Thou  law'ft  the  wide  extended  deep 

In  all  its  horrors  rile  ! 

Confufion  dwelt  in  ev'ry  face, 

And  fear  in  ev'ry  heart, 
When  waves  on  waves,  and  gulphs  in  gulphs, 

O'ercame  the  pilot's  art. 

Yet  then  from  all  my  grifcfs,  O  Lord, 

Thy  mercy  fet  me  free  ; 
While  in  the  confidence  of  pray'r 

My  foul  took  hold  on  thee. 

For  though  in  dreadful  whirls  we  hung 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
I  knew  thou  wert  not  (low  to  hear, 

Nor  impotent  to  lave. 

The  ftorm  was  laid,  the  winds  retir'd 

Obedient  to  thy  will ; 
The  fen,  that  roar'd  at  thy  command, 

At  thy  command  was  ftill. 

In  midft  of  dangers,  fears,  and  deaths, 

Thy  goodnefs  I'll  adore  ; 
And  praife  thee  for  thy  mercies  paft, 

And  humbly  hope  for  more. 

My  life,  if  thou  preferv'ft  my  life, 

Thy  facrifice  mall  be; 
And  death,  if  death  muft  be  my  doom, 

Shall  join  my  foul  to  thee. 


§  29.  Another  Hymn.  Anon, 
When  rifmg  from  the  bed  of  death, 

O'erwhelm'd  with  guilt  and  fear, 
I  fee  my  Maker  face  to  hce, 

O  !  how  fhall  I  appear  ? 

If  yet,  while  pardon  may  be  found, 
And  mercy  may  be  fought, 

My  heart  with  inward  horror  &  rinks, 
And  trembles  at  the  thought : 


When  thou,  O  Lord,  (halt  ftand  difclos'd 

In  majefty  fevere, 
And  fit  in  judgment  on  my  foul, 

O  !  how  fhall  I  appear  ? 

But  chou  haft  told  the  troubled  foul, 
Who  does  her  ffns  lament, 

The  timely  tribute  of  her  tears 
Shall  endlefs  woe  prevent. 

Then  fee  the  forrows  of  my  heart, 

Ere  yet  it  be  too  late  : 
And  hear  my  Saviour's  dying  groans, 

To  give  thofe  forrows  weight. 

For  never  fhall  my  foul  defpair 

Her  pardon  to  procure, 
Who  knows  thy  only  Son  has  died 

To  make  that  pardon  fure. 


^  30.     A  Hymn  on  the  Seafons.      Thomfon. 
These,  as  they  change,  Almighty  Father,  thefe 
Are  but  the  varied  God.     The  rolling  year 
Is  full  of  Thee.     Forth  in  the  pleaiing  Spring 
Thy  beauty  walks,  thy  tendernefs  and  love. 
Wide  flufh  the  fields  :  the  fbftening  air  is  balm; 
Echo  the  mountains  round;  the  foreft  fmiles; 
And  evepy  fenfe  and  every  heart  is  joy. 
Then  comes  thy  glory  in  the  Summer  months, 
With  light  and  heat  refulgent.     Then  thy  fun 
Shoots  full  perfection  thro'  the  fwelling  year-. 
And  oft  thy  voice  in  dreadful  thunder  fpeaks, 
And  oft  at  dawn,  deep  noon,  or  falling  eve, 
B\  brooks  and  groves,in  hollow  whifp'ring  gales. 
Thy  bounty  fhines  in  Autumn  unconnn'd, 
And  fpreads  a  common  feaft  for  all  that  lives. 
In  Winter  awful  Thou  !  with  cloudsand  itorra; 
AroundTheethrown,tempeito'ertempeftroird, 

-flic  darknefs!  On  the  whirlwind's  wing, 
Riding  niblirae,  Thou  bidd'lt  the  world  adore, 
And  humbled  nature  with  thy  northern  blaft- 
Myff  erious  round  !  what  (kill,  what  force  di- 
Deep-felt,  in  thefe  appear!  a  fimple  train,  [vine, 
Yet  fo  delightful  rnix'd,  with  fuch  kind  art, 
Such  beauty  and  beneficence  combin'd : 
And  all  fo  forming  an  harmonious  whole, 
Shade,  unperceiv'd,  fb  foftening  into  made; 
That,  as  they  itill  fucceed,  they  ravifh  ftill, 
But  wandering  oft,  with  rude  inconfeious  gaze, 
Man  marks  notThee.marks  notthe  mighty  hand 
That,  ever  bufy,  wheels  the  iiient  Inheres  ;        <- 
Works  in  the  fecretdeep;  moots, fteaming,thenc% 
The  fair  profufion  that  o'erfpreads  the  Spring; 
Flings  from  the  fun  direel  the  flaming  day; 
Feeds  evVy  creature;  hurls  the  tempeft  forth, 
And,  as  on  earth  this  grateful  change  revolves, 
With  tranfport  touches  all  the  (brings  of  li£e. 
Nature  attend  !  join  every  livhur  foul 
Beneath  the  fpacious  temple  of  the  iky, 
In  adoration  join  ;  and  ardent  raiie 
One  general  ibr.g  !   To  him  ye  vocal  gales, 
Breathefc^t,who[eipiritinyourfre!'hni.i*sbre;;thes: 
Oh  ra 'k  of  him  in  folitarv  glooms, 
Where  o'er  the  rode  the  IcarceJy  waving  pine 
Fills  the  brown  fliade  with  a  refine  os  a\j  e  '. 
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And  ye,  whofe  bolder  note  is  heard  afar, 
Who  Ihaketh'aftonilh'd  world,lift  high  toheav'n 
Th'impeteous  fong,and£ay  from  whom  you  rage. 
His  praile,  ye  brooks,  attune,  ye  trembling  rills  j 
And  let  me  catch  it  as  I  mufe  along. 
Ye  headlong  torrents,  rapid  and  profound: 
Ye  fofter  hoods  that  lead  the  humid  maze 
Aiong  the  vale ;  and  thou  majeftic  main, 
A  fecret  world  of  wonders  in  thyfelf, 
Sound  his  ftupendous  praife,  whofe  greater  voice 
Or  bids  you  roar,  or  bids  your  roaring  fall. 
So  roll  your  incenfe,herbs,and  fruits,and flowers, 
In  mingled  clouds  to  Him,  whole  fun  exalts, 
Whole  breath  perfumes  you,  and  whole  pencil 

paints.  • 
Ye  forells  bend,  ye  harvefts  wave  to  Him; 
Breathe  your  ftili  long  into  the  reaper's  heart, 
As  home  he  goes  beneath  the  joyous  moon. 
Ye  that  keep  watch  in  heav'n,  as  earth  afleep 
Unconfcious  lies,  effufe  your  mildeft  beams, 
Ye  conftellations,  while  your  angels  ltrike, 
Amid  the  fpangled  ljcy,  the  fdver  lyre. 
Great  fource  of  day !  bleft  image  here  below 
Of  thy  Creator,  ever  pouring  wide, 
From  world  to  world,  the  vital  ocean  round, 
On  nature  write  with  every  beam  his  praile. 
The  thunder  rolls:  be  hufh'd  the  pro  urate  world; 
While  cloud  to  cloud  returns  the  folemn  hymn. 
Bleat  out  afrefh,  ye  hills ;  ye  moffy  rocks, 
Retain  the  found:  the  broad  refponfive  low, 
Ye  valleys,  raife;  for  the  Great  Shepherd  reigns; 
And  his  unfuffering  kingdom  yet  will  come. 
Ye  woodlands,  all  awake  :  a  boundlefs  long 
Burflfrom  the  groves!  and  when  the  relllefsday, 
Expiring,  lays  the  warbling  world  afleep,     * 
Sweetefl  of  birds!  fweet  Philomela,  charm 
The  liltening  fhades,andteach  thenight  hispraife. 
Ye  chief  for  whom  the  whole  creation  fmiles  ; 
At  once  the  head,  the  heart,  the  tongue  of  all, 
Crown  the  great  hymn!  In  fwarming  cities  vaft, 
Affembled  men  to  the  deep  organ  join 
The  long-refounding  voice,  oft  breaking  clear, 
At  folemn  paufes,  thro'  the  fwelling  bale  ; 
And  as  each  mingling  flame  increafes  each, 
In  one  united  ardour  rife  to  heav'n. 
Or  if  you  rather  choofe  the  rural  fhade, 
And  find  a  fane  in  every  facred  grove: 
There  let  the  fhepherd's  flute  the  virgin's  lay, 
The  prompting  feraph,  and  the  poet's  lyre, 
Still  ling  the  God  of  Seafons  as  they  roll. 
Forme,  when  I  forget  the  darling  theme, 
Whether  the  bloffom  blows  ;  the  Summer  ray 
RulTets  the  plain  ;  infpiring  Autumn  gleams ; 
Or  Winter  rifes  in  the  blackening  eafc : 
Be  my  tongue  mute,  my  fancy  paint  no  more, 
And,  dead  to  joy,  forget  my  heart  to  beat. 

Should  fate  command  me  to  the  fartheft  verge 
Of  the  green  earth,  to  diltant  barbarous  climes^ 
Rivers  unknown  to  fong;  where  firft  the  fun 
Gilds  Indian  mountains,  or  his  fetting  beam" 
Flames  on  th""  Atlantic  ifles,  tis  nought  to  me  : 
Since  God  is  ever  pre  fen  t,  ever  felt, 
In  the  void  wafte  as  in  the  city  full ; 
And  where  He  vital  fpreads,  there  mull  be  joy. 
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When  even  at  laft  the  folemn  hour  (hall  come, 


And  wing  my  myflic  flight  to  future  worlds, 
I  cheerful  will  obey;  there,  with  new  powers, 
Will  rifing  wonders  fing:  I  cannot  go 
Where  univerfal  love  not  fmiles  around, 
Suftaining  all  yon  orbs,  and  all  their  funs  : 
From  feeming  evilttWl  adducing  good, 
And  better  thence  again,  and  better  flill, 
In  infinite  progreffion. — But  I  lofe 
Myfelf  in  Him,  in  light  ineffable  ! 
Come  then,  exprelfive  fdence,  mufe  his  praife. 

§31.     Hymn  to  Humanity.     Langhorne. 
I. 
Parent  of  virtue,  if  thine  ear 

Attend  not  now  to  forrow's  cry ; 
If  now  the  pity-ftrearning  tear 

Should  haply  on  thy  cheek  be  dry; 
Indulge  my  votive  ftrain,  O  fweet  Humanity ! 

2. 
Come,  ever  welcome  to  my  breaft  I 
A  tender,  but  a  cheerful  gueft. 
Nor  always  in  the  gloomy  cell 
Of  life-confuming  forrow  dwell; 
For  forrow,  long-indulg'd  and  flow, 
Is  to  Humanity  a  foe ; 
And  grief,  that  makes  the  heart  its  prey; 
Wears  Sen  Ability  away, 
Then  comes,  fweet  nymph,  infread  of  thee, 
The  gloomy  fiend,  Stupidity. 

3\ 
O  may  that  fiend  be  banihVd  far, 

Though  pafhons  hold  eternal  war  ! 

Nor  ever  let  me  ceafe  to  know 

The  pulfe  that  throbs  at  joy  or  woe. 

Nor  let  my  vacant  cheek  be  dry, 

When  forrow  fills  a  brother's  eye; 

Nor  may  the  tear  that  frequent  flows 

From  private  or  from  focial  woes, 

E'er  make  this  pleafmg  feni'e  depart, 

Ye  Cares,  O  harden  not  my  heart ! 

4- 
If  the  fair  ftar  of  fortune  fmile, 

Let  not  its  flattering  power  beguile  ; 

Nor,  borne  along  the  fav'ring  tide, 

My  full  fails  fwefl  with  bloating  pride. 

Let  me  from  wealth  but  hope  content, 

Remembering  full  it  was  but  lent  j 

To  modeft  merit  fpread  my  flore, 

Unbar  my'  hofpitable  door; 

Nor  feed,  for  pomp,  an  idle  train, 

While  want  unpitied  pines  in  vain. 

If  Heaven,  in  every  purpofe  wife, 
The  envied  lot  of  wealth  denies  ; 
If  doom'd  to  drag  life's  painful  load 
Through  poverty's  uneven  road, 
And,  for  the  due  bread  of  the  day, 
Dcflin'd  to  toil  as  well  as  pray  ; 
To  thee,  Humanity,  (till  true, 
Til  wifh  the  good  I  cannot  do; 
And  give  the  wretch,  that  paflcs  by, 
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Howe'er  exalted,  or  depre.1, 

Be  ever  mine  the  feeling  breaft. 

From  me  remove  the  ftagnant  mind 

Of  languid  indolence,  reclin'd  ; 

The  foul  thaf  one  long  fabbath  keeps, 

And  through  the  fun's  whole  circle  fleeps; 

Dull  Peace,  that  dwells  in  Folly's  eye, 

And  feif -attending  Vanity. 

Alike,  the  foolifti  and  the  vain 

Are  Grangers  to  the  {enie  humane. 

O  for  that  fympathetic  glow 

Which  taught  the  holy  tear  to  flow, 

When  the  prophetic  eye  furvey'd 

Sion  in  future  aihes  laid  j 

Or,  rais'd  to  heaven,  implor'd  the  bread 

That  thoufands  in  the  defert  fed  ! 

Or,  when  the  heart  o'er  friendlhip's  grave 

Sigh'd — and  forgot  its  power  to  fave 

0  for  that  fympathetic  glow 
Which  taught  the  holy  tear  to  flow. 

8. 
It  comes:  It  fills  my  labouring  brealt, 

1  feel  my  beating  heart  oppreft. 
Oh  !  hear  that  lonely  widow's  wail ! 
See  her  dim  eye!  her  afpecl  pale! 
To  heaven  me  turns  in  deep  defpair, 
Ker  infants  wonder  at  her  prayer, 
And,  mingling  tears  they  know  not  why, 
Lift  up  their  little  hands,  and  cry. 

O  God  !  their  moving  forrows  fee  ! 
Support  them,  fweet  Humanity  ! 

9; 

Life,  fill'd  with  grief's  diftrefsful  train, 

For  ever  afks  the  tear  humane. 
Behold  in  yon  unconfcious  grove 
The  victims  of  ill-fated  love! 
Heard  you  that  agonizing  throe  ? 
Sure  this  is  not  romantic  woe! 
The  golden  day  ef  joy  is  o'er; 
And  now  they  part — to  meet  no  more. 
Afhft  them,  hearts  from  anguifh  free  ! 
Afhft  them,  fweet  Humanity  ! 

ic. 
Parent  of  virtue,  if  thine  ear 

Attend  not  now  to  Sorrow's  cry ; 
If  now  the  pity-flreaming  tear 

Should  haply  on  thy  cheek  be  dry, 
Indulge  my  votive  ftrain,  O  fweet. Humanity ! 


§  3*.     Tbe  ENLARGEMENT  of  the  Mi  s  p. 

Langhorne. 

Epistle  I.     To  General  Craufurd.     Written  at 
Belnjidere  1756. 

Where  is  the  man,  who,  prodigal  of  mind, 
In  one  wide  wife  embraces  human  kind? 
All  pride  of  feels,  all  party  zeal  above, 
Whofe  Prieft  is  Reaibn,  and  whofe  God  is  Love; 

Fair  Nature's  friend,  a  foe  to  fraud  and  art 

Where  is  the  man,  fo  welcome  to  my  heart  ? 


The  fjghtlefs  herd  fequacious,  who  pur: tie 
Du!l  Folly's  path,  and  does  as  others  do, 
Who  look  with  purblind  prejudice  and  fcorn, 
On  different  feels,  in  different  nations  born, 
Let  us,  my  Craufurd,  with  companion  view, 
Pity  their  pride,  but  (hun  their  error  too. 

From  Belvidere's  fair  groves,  and  mountains 
green, 
Which  Nature  rais'd,  rejoicing  to  be  feen, 
Let  us,  while  raptur'd  on  her  works  we  gaze, 
And  the  heart  riots  on-  luxurious  praife, 
Th'  expanded  thought,the  boundlefs  wilh  retain, 
And  let  not  Nature  moralize  in- vain. 

O  facred  Guide  !  preceotrefs  more  fublime 
Than  fages  boalling  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time! 
S;?e  on  each  page  her  beauteous  volilme  bear 
The  golden  characters  of  good  and  fair. 
All  human  knowledge  (bluih,  collegiate  pride !) 
Fiows  from  her  works,  to  none  that  reads  denied. 

Shall  the  dull  inmate  of  pedantic  walls, 
On  whole  old  walk  the  funbeam  ieldom  falls, 
Who  knows  of  nature,  and  of  man,  no  more 
Than  fills  fome  page  of  antiquated  lore — 
Shall  he,  in  words  and  terms  profoundly  wife, 
The  better  knowledge  of  the  world  defpife, 
Think  Wifdom  centered  in  afafje  degree, 
And  fcorn  the  fcholar  of  Humanity  ? 

Something  of  men  thefe  fapient  drones  may 
Of  men  that  liv'd  two  thoulandy  ears  ago:  [know, 
Such  human  monflers  if  the  world  e'er  knew, 
As  ancient  verfe,  and  ancient  ftoiy  drew  1 

If  to  one  objecl,  fyitem,  fcene  confin'd, 
The  fure  erFecf.  is  narrownefs  of  mind. 

'  Fwas  thus  St.  Robert,  in  his  lonely  wood, 
Forfook  each  fecial  duty — to  be  good. 
Thus  Hobbes  on  one  dear  fyftt.n  nVd  his  eyes, 
And  prov'd  his  nature  wretched — to  be  wife- 
Each  zealot  thus,  elate  with  ghoilly  pride, 
Adores  his  God,  and  hates  the  world  beiide. 

Though  forrn'd  with  powers  to  grafp  this 
various  ball, 
God? !  to  what  meannefs  may  the  fpirit  fall ! 
Powers  that  mould  fpread  in  reafon's  orient  ray, 
How  are  they  darken'd,  and  debarred  the  day  ! 

When  late,  where  Tajo  rolls  his  ancient  tide, 
Reflecting  clear  the  mountain's  purple  fide, 
Thy  genius,  Craufurd,  Britain's  legions  led,  " 
And  fear's  chill  cloud  fbrfook  each'bright'nino- 

head, 
By  nature  brave,  and  generous  as  thou  art, 
Say,  did  not  human  follies  vex  thy  heart  ? 
Glow'd  not  thy  breart  indignant,  when  you  faw 
The  dome  of  murder  confecrate  by  law  ? 
Where  fiends,  commiflion'd  with  the  leeal  rod, 
In  pure  devotion,  burn  the  works  of  God. 

O  change  me,  po-.vers  of  Nature,  if  ye  can, 
Transform  me,  make  me  any  thing  but  man. 
Yet  why!  This  heart  all  human  kind  forgives, 
While  Gillman  loves  me,  and  while  Craufurd 
Is  nature,  all  benevolent,  to  blame,  [lives. 

That  half  her  offspringare  their  mother's  fhame  ? 
Did  me  ordain  o'er  this  fair  fcene  of  things 
The  cruelty  of  Prieits,  or  pride  of  Kings  ? 

C  Though 
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Though  worlds  lie  murdcr'd  for  their  wealth  or 

fame, 
Is  Nature,  all  benevolent,  to  blame  ? 

"  Yet  lbrely  once,  my  friend,  (he  ieem'd  to  err  5 
"  For  W-ch— t  was*'— He  was  not  made  by  her. 
Sure,  form'd  of  clay  that  nature  held  in  fcorn, 
By  fiends  conftru&ed,  and  in  darknefs  born, 
Role  the  low  wretch,  who,  defpicably  vile, 
Would  fell  his  Country  for  a  Courtier's  fmile ; 
Would  give  up  all  to  truth  and  freedom  dear, 
To  dine  with  ****  or  lome  ideot  peer, 
Whole  mean  malevolence,  in  dark  difguife 
The  man  that  never  injur'd  him  belies, 
Whole  actions  bad  and  good  two  motives  guide, 
The  Serpent's  malice,  and  the  Coxcomb's  pride. 
u  Is  there  a  wretch  fo  mean,  fo  bafe,  fo  low?" 
I  know  there  is — alk  W— ch— t  if  he  know. 

O  that  the  world  were  emptied  of  its  Haves ! 
That  all  the  fools  were  gone,  and  all  the  knaves  ! 
Then  might  we,  Craufurd,  with  delight  em- 
brace 
In  boundlefs  love  the  reft  of  human  race. 

But  let  not  knaves  milanthropy  create, 
Nor  feed  the  gall  of  univerfal  hate. 
Wherever  Genius,  Truth,  and  Virtue  dwell, 
PolifiYd  in  courts,  or  fimple  in  a  cell, 
All  views  of  country,  lefts,  and  creeds  apart, 
Thefe,  thefe  I  love,  and  hold  them  to  my  heart. 

Vain  of  our  beauteous  ille,  and  juftly  vain, 
For  freedom  here,  and  health,  and  plenty  reign, 
We  different  lots  contemptuoully  compare, 
And  boaft,  like  children,  of  a  fav'rite's  mare. 

Yet  though  each  vale  a  deeper  verdure  yields 
Than  Arno's  banks,  or  Andalufia's  fields, 
Though  many  a  tree-crown'd  mountain  teems 

with  ore, 
Though  flocks  innumerous  whiten  every  more, 
Why  lhould  we,  thus  with  nature's  wealth  elatt, 
Behold  her  different  families  with  hate? 
Look  on  her  works— on  every  page  you'll  find 
Infcrib'd  the  doctrine  of  the  focial  mind. 

See  countlefs  worlds  of  infect  being  mare 
Til*  unenvied  regions  of  the  liberal  air! 
in  the  lame  grove  what  mulic  void  of  ftrife ! 
Heirs  of  one  ftream,  what  tribes  of  fcaly  life ! 
See  Earth,  and  Air,  and  Fire,  and  Flood  combine, 
Of  general  good  to  aid  the  great  delign ! 

Where  Ancon  drags  o'er  Lincoln's  lurid  plain, 
Like  a  flow  lhake,  his  dirty-winding  train, 
Where  fogs  eternal  blot  the  face  of  day, 
And  the  loft  bittern  moans  his  gloomy  wayj 
As  well  we  might,  for  unpropitious  Ikies, 
The  blamelefs  native  with  his  clime  defpife, 
As  him  who  Hill  the  poorer  lot  partakes 
Of  Bifcay's  mountains,  or  Batavia's  lakes. 

Yet  look  once  more  on  Nature's  various  plan ! 
Behold  and  love  her  noMcft  creature  Man! 
She,  never  partial,  on  each  various  zone 
Beftow'd  fome  portion  to  the  reft  unknown, 
By  mutual  intereft  meaning  thence  to  bind 
In  one  vail  chain  the  commerce  of  mankind. 

Behold,  ye  vain  difturbers  of  an  hour! 
Ye  Dupe*  of  Faction !  and  ye  Tool*  of  Power  I 


Poor  rioters  on  Life's  contracted  ftage  ! 
Behold,  and  lofe  your  littlenefs  of  rage! 
Throw  Envy,  Folly,  Prejudice  behind  ! 
And  yield  to  Truth  the  empire  of  the  mind. 

Immortal  Truth !  O  from  thy  radiant  Ihrine, 
Where  Light  created  firft  eflay'd  to  ihinej 
Where  cluft'ring  Stars  eternal  beams  difplay, 
And  Gems  ethereal  drink  the  golden  day ; 
To  chafe  this  moral,  clear  this  fenfual  night, 

0  fhed  one  ray  of  thy  celtltial  light! 

Teach  us,  while  wandering  through  this  vale- 

below 
We  know  but  little,  that  we  little  know. 
One  beam  to  raole-ey'd  Prejudice  convey, 
Let  Pride  perceive  one  mortifying  rayj 
Thy  glafs  to  Fools,  to  Infidel*  apply, 
And  all  the  dimnefs  of  the  mental  eye. 

Plac'd  011  this  more  of  Time's  far-llretching 
bourn, 
With  leave  to  look  at  Nature  and  return  j 
While  wave  on  wave  impels  the  human  tide, 
And  ages  fink,  forgotten  as  they  glide  j 
Can  life's  fhort  duties  better  be  difcharg'd, 
Than  when  we  leave  it  with  a  mind  enlarg'd  ? 

Judg'd  not  the  old  Philofopher  aright, 
When  thus  he  preach'd,  his  pupils  in  his  fight  r1 
"  It  matters  net,  my  friends,  how  low  or  high, 
Your  little  walk  of  tranfient  life  may  lie ; 
Soon  will  the  reign  of  Hope  and  Fear  be  o'er, 
And  warring  palfions  militate  no  more : 
And  truft  me,  he  who,  having  once  furvey'd 
The  good  and  fair  which  Nature's  wifdom  made. 
The  lboneft  to  his  former  Hate  retires, 
And  feels  the  peace  of  fatisfied  defires, 
(Let  others  deem  more  wifely  if  they  can) 

1  look  on  him  to  be  the  happieft  man." 

So  thought  the  facred  Sage,  in  whom  I  truftv 
Becaule  I  feel  his  fentiments  arc  juft. 
*Twas  not  in  Luftrums  of  long  counted  years 
That  fweH'dth'  alternate  reign  of  hopes  and  fears. 
Not  in  the  fplendid  fcenes  of  pain  and  ftrife, 
That  Wifdom  plac'd  the  dignity  of  life  -t 
To  ftudy  Nature  was  the  talk  defign'd, 
And  learn  from  herth'  enlargement  of  the  mind, 
Learn  from  her  works  whatever  Truth  admires, 
And  fleep  in  Death  with  fatisfied  defires. 


§  33.    Epistle  II. 
To  William  Langborne,  M.  A.  1760. 

Light  heard  his  voice,  an,d,  eager  to  obey> 
From  all  her  orient  fountains  burlt  away. 

At  Nature's  birth,  O !  had  the  power  divine 
Commanded  thus  the  moral  fun  to  Ihine, 
Beam'don  the  mind  all  reafon's  influence  bright, 
And  the  full  day  of  intellectual  light, 
Then  the  free  foul,onTruth'»ftrongpinionborne, 
Had  never  lahguiuYd  in  this  (hade  forlorn.  • 

Yet  thus  imperfect  form'd,thus  blind  and  vain, 
Doom'd  by  long  toil  a  glimpfe  of  truth  to  gain  * 
Beyond  its  fphere  fhall  human  wifdom  go, . , 
And  boldly  cenfure  what  it  cannot  know  ? 
'Tis  ours  tocherifti  what  Heav'n  deign'd  to  give, 
And  thankful  for  the  gift  of  being  lire, 
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ProgrefuVe  powers,  and  faculties  that  rife 

From  earth's  low  vale,  to  gral'p  the  golden  ikies, 

Though  dillant  far  from  perfect,  good,  or  fair, 

Claim  the  due  thought*  and  alk  the  grateful 

care. 

Come,  then,  thou  partner  of  my  life  and  name, 
From  one  dear  fource,  whom  Nature  form'd  the 

iiune, 
Ally'd  more  nearly  in  each  nobler  part, 
And  more  the  friend,  than  brother  of  my  heart ! 
Let  us,  unlike  the  lucid  twins  that  rile 
At  different  times,  and  Ihine  in  diiiant  Ikies* 
With  mutual  eye  this  mental  world  furvey, 
Mark  the  flow  rile  of  intellectual  day* 
View  reafon's  foUrce,  if  man  the  fource  may  find,  j 
And  trace  each  Science  that  exalts  the  mind. 

"  ThOti  felf-appointed  lord  of  all  below  ! 
Ambitious  man,  how  little  doft  thou  know  ? 
For  once  let  Fancy's  towering  thoughts  fub- 

flde> 
Look  on  thy  birth,  and  mortify  thy  pride  ! 

A  plaintive  wretch,  lb  blind,  i'o  helpleJs  born, 

The  brute  fagacioUs  might  behold  with  fcorn. 

How  foon,  when  Nature  gives  him  to  the  day, 

In  ftrength  exultiug,  does  he  bound  away  ! 

By  inftinct  led,  the  foftejriug  teat  be  finds, 

Sports  in  the  ray, and  fliuns  thefearching  winds. 

No  grief  he  knows*  he  feels  no  groundless  fear, 

Feeds  without  cries,  and  lleeps  without  a  tear. 

Did  he  but  know  to  reafon  and  compare, 

See  here  the  valla!,  and  the  matter  there, 

What  ltrange  refleitions  mull  the  fcene  afford, 

That  fhew'd  the  weaknefs  of  his  puling  Lord !"  j 

Thus  fophiftry  unfolds  her  fpecious  plan, 
Form'd  not  to  humble,  but  depreciate  man. 
Unjuft  the  cenfure,  if  unjuft  to  rate 
His  pow'rs  and  merits  from  his  infant-ffote. 
For,  grant  the  children  of  the  flow'ry  vale 
By  iuttinct  wifer,  and  of  limbs  more  hale, 
With  equal  eye  their  perfect  Mate  explore, 
And  all  the  vain  comparifon  '3  no  more. 

"  But  why  fhould  life,  fo  fhort  by  Heav'n 
ordainM, 
Be  long  to  thoughtlefs  infancy  reftrain'd— 
To  thoughtlefs  infancy,  or  vainly  fage, 
Mourn  through  the  Ian gours  of  declining  age  ?" 

O  blind  to  truth  !  to  Nature's  wifdom  blind  ! 
And  all  that  (he  directs,  or  Heav'n  defign'd! 
Behold  her  works  in  cities,  plains  and  groves, 
Or  life  that  vegetates,  and  life  that  moves ! 
In  due  proportion,  as  each  being  (lays 
In  perfect  life,  it  rifes  and  decays. 

Is  man  long  helplefs  ?  Through  each  tender 
hour, 
See  love  parental  watch  the  blooming  flow'r! 
By  op'ning  charms,  by  beauties  frefh  difplay'd) 
And  fweets  unfolding,  fee  that  love  repaid  ! 

Has  age  its  pains  ?  For  luxury  it  may— 
The  temp'rate  wear  infenfibly  away, 
While  fage  experience  and  reflection  clear 
Beam  a  gay  funihine  on  life's  fading  year. 

But  fee  from  age,  from  infant  weaknefs  fee, 
That  man  was  deitin'd  for  iWciety ; 


There  from  thofe  ills  a  fafe  retreat  behold, 
Which  young  might  vanquifh,  or  afflict  hira 
old. 

"  That,  in  proportion  as  each  being  flays 
In  perfect  life,  it  rifes  and  decays- 
Is  Nature's  law — to  forms  alone  confined, 
The  laws  of  matter  act  not  on  the  Mind. 
Too  feebly,  fure,  its  faculties  muft  grow, 
And  Reafon  brings  her  borrow'd  light  too  flow." 

O  !  itill  cenfbrious  ?  art  thou  then  polTcft 
Of  Reafon's  power,  and  does  fhe  rule  thy  breail  ? 
Say  what  the  ufe-^had  Providence  aflign'd 
To  infant  years  maturity  of  mind* 
That  thy  pert  offspring,  as  their  father  wife, 
Might  fcorn  thy  precepts,  and  thy  pow'r  de- 

fpife  ? 
Or  mourn,  with  ill-match'd  faculties  at  flrife, 
O'er  limbs  unequal  to  the  talk  of  life? 
To  feel  more  fenlibly  the  woes  that  wait 
On  every  period,  as  on  every  ftate  j 
And  flight,  fid  convicts  of  each  painful  truth, 
The  happier  trifles  of  unthinking  youth  ? 

Conclude  we  then  the  progrefs  of  the  mind 
Ordain'd  by  wildom  infinitely  kind; 
Nc  innate  knowledge  on  the  foul  impreft, 
No  birthright  inftinct  adting  in  the  breeft, 
No  natal  light,  no  beam  from  Heav'n  difplay'd, 
Dart  through  the  darknefs  of  the  mental  fhade. 
Perceptive  powers  we  hold  from  Heav'ns  decree, 
Alike  to  knowledge  as  to  virtue  free, 
In  both  a  liberal  agency  we  bear, 
The  moral  here,  the  intellectual  there; 
And  hence  in  both  an  equal  joy  is  known, 
The  confeious  pleafure  of  an  act  our  own. 

When  firft  the  trembling  eye  receives  the  day, 
External  forms  on  young  perception  play  j 
External  forms  affect  the  mind  alone, 
Their  different  pow'rsand  properties  unknown. 
See  the  pleas'd  infant  court  the  flaming  brand, 
Eager  to  grafp  the  glory  in  its  hand ! 
The  cryftal  wave  as  eager  to  pervade, 
Stretch  its  fond  arms  tc  meet  the  frailing  made  J 
When  Memory's  call  the  mimic  words  obey, 
And  wing  the  thought  that  falters  on  its  way; 
When  wife  experience  her  flow  verdict  draws, 
The  fure  effect  exploring  in  the  Caufe, 
Id  Nature's  rude,  but  not  unfruitful  wild, 
Reflection  fp rings,  and  Realbn  is  her  child: 
On  her  fair  flock  the  blooming  fcyon  grows, 
And  brighter  through  revolving  leafons  blows; 

All  beauteous  flower!  immortal  fhalt  thou 
fhine, 
When  dim  with  age  yon  golden  orb3  decline; 
Thy  orient  bloom,  unconicious  of  decay, 
Shall  fpread,  and  flourifh  in  eternal  day. 

O !  with  what  art,  my  friend,  what  early  care, 
Should  wildom  cultivate  a  plant  fo  fair ! 
How  fkould  her  eye  the  rip'ning  mind  revife, 
And  blall  the  buds  of  folly  as  they  rife ! 
How  fhould  her  hand  with  induftry  reflrain, 
The  thriving  growth  of  paflion's  fruitful  train, 
Afpiring  weed-;,  whole  lofty  arms  would  tow'r 
With  fatal,  fhade  o'er  reafon's  tender  now'r ! 
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From  low  pWfuits  the  ductile  mind  to  lave, 
Creeds  that  contrail,  and  vices  that  ertflave'j 
O'er  life's  rough  leas  its  doubtful  courle  to  iteer, 
Unbrokf  by  av'rice,  bigotry,  or  fear  I 
For  this  fair  Science  fp  reads  her  light  afar, 
And  fills  the  bright  urn  of  her  eaftern  ftar. 
The  liberal  power  in  no  fequefter'd  cells, 
No  moonfhine- courts  of  dreaming  fchooknen 

dwells; 
Diftinguifh'd  far  her  lofty  temple  ftands, 
Where  the  tall  mountain  looks  o'er  diltantlands, 
All  round  her  throne  the  graceful  arts  appear, 
That  boaft  the  empire  of  the  eye  or  ear. 

See  favour'd  firft,  and  neareft  to  the  throne 
By  the  rapt  mien  of  muling  Silence  known, 
Fled  from  herfelf,  the  Pow'r  of  Numbers  placM, 
Her  wild  thoughts  watchTd  by  Harmony  and 
Tafte. 

There  (but  at  diftance  never  meant  to  vie), 
The  full-form'd  image  glancing  on  her  eye, 
See  lively  Painting !  on  her  various  face, 
Quick-gliding  forms  a  moment  find  a  place ; 
She.Jooks,  fhe  acls  the  character  fhe  gives, 
And  a  new  feature  in  each  feature  lives. 

See  Attic  eafe  in  Sculpture's  graceful  air, 
Half  loofe  her  robe,  and  half  unbound  her  hair  ; 
To  life,  to  life,  fhe  fmiling  feems  to  call, 
And  down  her  fair  hands  negligently  fall. 

Laft,  but  not  meaneft,  of  the  glorious  choir, 
See  Mufic,  lift'ning  to  an  angel's  lyre. 

Simplicity,  their  beauteous  handmaid,  dreft 
By  Nature,  bears  a  field-flower  on  her  breaft. 

O  Arts  divine!  O  magic  Powers  that  move 
Tlie  fprings  of  truth,  enlarging  truth  and  love ! 
Loft  in  their  charms  each  mean  attachment  ends, 
And  Tafte  and  Knowledge  thus  are  Virtue's 
friends. 

Thus  nature  deigns  to  fympathize  with  art, 
And  leads  the  moral  beauty  to  the  heart; 
There,  only  there,  that  ftrong  attraction  lies, 
Which  makes   the  foul,   and  bids  her  graces 

rife, 
Lives  in  thofe  powers  of  harmony  that  bind 
Congenial  hearts,  and  ftretch  frommind  to  mind : 
Glovv'd  in  that  warmth,  that  focial  fci  ndh'efc  gave, 
Which  once — the  reft  is  iilence  and  the  grave. 

O  tears,  that  warm  from  wounded  friendfhip 
flow  ! 
O  thoughts,  that  wake  to  monuments  of  woe! 
Reflection  keen,  that  points  the  painful  dart; 
Mem'ry,  that  fpeeds  its  paflage  to  the  heart; 
Sad  monitors,  your  cruel  power  fufpend, 
And  hide,  for  ever  hide,  the  buried  friend : 
— In  vain — confeft  I  fee  my  Craufurd  itand, 
And  the  pen  fall s — falls  from  my  tremblinghand; 
.E'en  death's  dim  fhadow  feeks  to  hide,  in  vain, 
That  lib'ral  afpeft,  and  that  fmile  humane; 
E'en  Death's  dim  fhadow  wears  a  languid  light, 
And  his  eye  beams  through  everlafting  night. 

Till  the  laft  figh  of  Genius  (hall  expire, 
His  keen  eye  faded,  and  extinct  his  fire,     » 
Till  time,  in  league  with  Envy  and  with  Death, 
Blaft  the  fkili'cUiand,  and  Hop  the  tuneful  breath, 


My  Craufurd  Mill  fliall  claim  the  mournful  fong, 
So  long  remember'd,  and  bewail'd  fo  long. 


§  34- 
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The  Uni(verfrd  Prayer. 
Deo  Opt.  Max. 

Father  of  All!  in  ev'ry  £ge, 

In  ev'ry  clime,  ador'd, 
By  Saint,  by  Savage,  and  by  Sage, 

Jehovah,  Jove,  or  Lord! 

Thou  Great  Firft  Caufe,  leail  urtderftood, 

Who  all  my  fenfe  confin'J 
To  know  but  this,  that  Thou  art  good, 

And  that  myfelf  am  blind-. 

Yet  gave  me,  in  this  dark  eftate, 

To  fee  tke  good  from  ill ; 
And,  binding  nature  faft  in  fate, 

Left  free  the  human  will. 

What  conference  dictates  to  be  done, 

Or  warns  me  not  to  do, 
This  teach  me  more  than  hell  to  fliun, 

That  more  than  heav'n  purfue. 

What  blefiings  thy  free  bounty  gives 

Let  me  not  caft  away ; 
For  God  is  paid  when  man  receives, 

T'  enjoy  is  to  obey. 

Yet  not  to  earth's  contracted  fpan 

Thy  goodnefs  let  me  bound, 
Or  think  Thee  Lord  alone  of  man, 

When  thonfand  worlds  are  round; 

Let  not  this  weak,  unknowing  hand 

Prefume  thy  bolts  to  throw, 
And  deal  damnation  round  the  land 

On  each  I  judge  thy  foe. 

If  I  am  right,  thy  grace  impart 

Still  in  the  right  to  ilay; 
If  I  am  wrong,  oh  teach  my  heart 

To-  find  that  better  way. 

Save  me  alike  from  faolifh  pride, 

Or  impious  dii'cont'.nt, 
At  aught  thy  wifdom  has  deny'd, 

Or  aught  thy  goodnefs  lent. 

Teach  mo  to  feel  another's  woe, 

To  hide  the  fault  I  fee ; 
That  mercy  I  to  others  (how, 

That  mercy  fhow  to  me. 

Mean  tho'  I  am,  not  wholly-  fo, 
Since  quicken'd  by  thy  breath, 

O  lead  me  wherefoe'er  I  go, 
Thro*  this  day's  life,  or  death. 

This  day,  be  bread  and  peace  my  lot; 

All  eiie  beneath  the  fun, 
Thou  know'ft  if  belt  beftow'd  or  not; 

And  let  thy  will  be  done. 

To  Thee,  whofe  temple  is  all  fpice, 
Whole  altar,  earth,  fca,  ikies  1 

One  chorus  let  all  Being  raifc ! 
All  Nature's  incenle  rite '. 
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§35.     Mejfiah,  a  Sacnd  Eclogue.    Pope. 

Ye  Nymphs  of  Solyma !  begin  the  fong; 
To  heavenly  themes  fublimer  itrains  belong. 
The  moffy  fountains  and  the  fyl  van  (hades, 
The  dreams  ofPindus  and  the  Aon  i  an  maids, 
Delight  no  more. — O  Thou  my  voice  infpire, 
Who  touch'd  Ifaiah's  hallowed  lips  with  fire  ! 

Rapt  into  future  times.,  the  bard  begun  : 
A  Virgin  (hall  conceive,  a  Virgin  bear  a  Son  ! 
From  Jefle's  root  behold  a  branch  arife, 
Whofefacredflow'rwith  fragrance  fills  the fkies; 
Th'  ethereal  fpirit  o'er  its  leaves  Qiall  move; 
And  on  its  top  defcends  the  myltic  Dove. 
Ye  heav'ns  1  from  high  the  dewy  nectar  pour, 
And  in  foft  filence  (hed  the  kindly  (how'r! 
The  fick  and  weak  the  healing  plant  (hall  aid, 
From  Itorms  a  (heiter,  and  from  heat  a  (hade. 
All  crimes  fliall  ceafe,  and  antient  fraud  (hall  fail, 
Returning  juftice  lift  aloft  her  (cale; 
Peace  o'er  the  world  her  olive  wand  extend, 
And  white  rob'd  Innocencefromheav'n  delcei>d. 
Swift  fly  the  years,  and  rife  th'expecfed  morn! 
Oh  fpring  to  light  aufpicious  Babe,  be  born ! 
See  Nature  haftes  her  eariieft  wreaths  to  bring, 
With  all  the  incenfe  of  the  breathing  fpring : 
See  lofty  Lebanon  his  head  advance, 
See  nodding  forelts  on  the  mountains  dance ; 
See  fpicy  clouds  from  lowly  Saron  rife, 
And  Carmel's  flow'ry  top  perfumes  the  (kies! 
Hark  !  a  glad  voice  the  lonely  deiert  cheers  j 
Prepare  the  way!  a  God,  a  God  appears ! 
A  God,  a  God!  the  vocal  hills  reply  : 
The  rocks  proclaim  th'  approaching  Deity. 
Lo,  earth  receives  him  from  the  bending  fkies  ! 
Sink  down,  ye  mountains,  and,  ye  valiies,  rife  ! 
With  heads  declined,  ye  cedars,  homage  pay; 
Ee  fmoorh,  ye  rocks ;  ye  rapid  floods,  give  way  ! 
The  Saviour  comes  !  by  antient  bards  foretold; 
Hear  him,  ye  deaf!  and,  all  ye  blind  behold ! 
He  from  thick  films  (hall  purge  thevifual  ray, 
And  on  the  ilghtlefs  eye-ball  pour  the  day : 
"Tis  he  th' obitrucled  paths'of  found  (hall  clear, 
And  bid  new  mulic  charm  tb'  unfolding  ear ; 
The  dumb  ihall  fing,  the  lame  his  crutch  forego, 
And  leap  exulcing  like  the  bounding  roe. 
No  figh,  no  murmur,  the  wide  world  (ball  hear: 
From  ev'ry  face  he  wipes  off  ev'ry  tear. 
In  adamantine  chains  (hall  death  be  bound, 
And  hell's  grim  tyrant  feel  th'  eternal  wound. 
As  the  good  lhepherd  tends  his  fleecy  care, 
Seeks  freuieft  pafture,  and  the  purelfc  air, 
Exp'.ores  the  lofr,  the  wand' ring  (heep  directs, 
By  day  o'erfees  them,  and  by  night  protects ; 
The  tender  lambs  he  raifes  in  his  arms, 
Feeds  from  his  hand,  and  in  his  bofom  warms  ; 
Thus  fliall  mankind  his  guardian  care  engage, 
The  promised  Father  of  the  future  age. 
No  more  (hall  nation  a  gain  if  nation  rife, 
Nor  ardent  warriors  meet  with  hateful  eyes, 
Nor  fields  with  gleaming  fteel  be  cover'do'er, 
The  brazen  trumpets  kindle  rage  no  more ; 
But  ufelefs  lances  into  fcythes  (hall  bend, 
And  the  broad  faulchion  in  a  plough-mare  end. 


Then  palaces  fliall  rifcr  the  joyful  fon' 
Shall  finilh  what  his  ihort-iiv'd  fire  begun : 
Their  vines  a  (hadow  to  their  rare  (hail  yield, 
And  thefame  hand  that  fo\v'd,fha!l  reap  the  field. 
The  (wain  in  barren  deiarts,  with  furprile, 
Sees  lilies  fpring,  and  fudden  verdure  ri/"e  ; 
And  ftarts,  amidft  the  thirfty  wiids  to  hear 
New  falls  of  water  murmuring  in  1  is  ear. 
On  rifted  rocks  the  dragon's  late  abodes, 
The  green  reed  trembles,  and  the  bulrulh  nods, 
Waite  iandy  valleys,  once  perplex'cl  with  thorn, 
The  fpiry  fir  and  (hapely  box  adorn: 
To  leaflefs  (hrubs  the  flow'ring  palms  fucceed 
x-\ndod'rous  myrtle tothe  noiiome  weed. [mead, 
The  iumbs  with  wolves  ihall  graze  the  verdant 
And  boys  in  liow'ry  bands  the  tiger,  lead  ; 
The  lleer  and  lion  at  one  crib  fhafl  meet, 
And  harmlefs  ferpents  lick  the  pilgrim's  feet. 
The  fmiling  infant  in  his  hand  (hall  take 
The  crelled  bafiliik  aod  fpeckled  fnake, 
Pleas'd  the  green  luitre  of  their  (bales  furvey, 
And  withtheirfork}  ionguefnall  innocentiyplay 
Rife,  crown'd  with  light,  imperial  Salem,  rife  1 
Exalt  thy  tow'ry  head,  and  lift  thy  eyes ; 
See  a  long  race  thy  fpacious  courts  adorn; 
See  future  fons  and  daughters,  yet  unborn, 
In  crowding  ranks  on  ev'ry  fide  arife, 
Demanding  life,  impatient  for  the  Ikies! 
See  barbYous  nations  at  thy  gate?  attend, 
Walk  in  thy  light,  and'in  thy  temple  bend; 
Seethybrightaltarsthrong'dwithproitrarekingS) 
And.heap'd  with  produces  of  Sibean  fprings  1 
For  thee  Idume's  fpicy  forerts  blow, 
And  feeds  of  gold  in  Ophir's  mountains  glow". 
See  heav'n  its  fparkiing  portals  wide  difpiay, 
And  break  upon  thee  in  a  flood  of  day. 
No  more  the  riling  Sun  (haii  giid  the  morn, 
Nor  ev'ning  Cynthia  fill  her  iilver  horn, 
But  loft,  diflblv'd  in  thy  fuperior  rays, 
One  tide  of  glory,  one  unclouded  blaze, 
O'erfkw  thy  courts:  the  Light  himielf  (hall  mine 
Peveal'd,  and  God's  eternal  day  be  thine  ! 
The  feas  (hall  walte,  the  ikies  m  (moke  decay. 
Rocks  fall  to  dull,  and  mountains  melt  away; 
But  fix'd  his  word,  his  Caving  pow'r  remains  r 
Thy  realm  for  ever  laits,  thy  own  MefF.ali  reigns! 


§  36.     The  Prize  of  Virtue.     Pope. 

What  nothing  earthly  gives  or  can  deilroy; 
The  foul's  calm  funfhine,  and  the  heart-felt 

joy, 

Is  Virtue's  prize  :  a  better -would  you  fix  ? 
Then  give  Humility  a  coach-and-fix  ? 
Juilice  a  conqu'ror's  (word,  or  Truth  a  gown, 
Of  Public  Spirit  its  great  cure,  a  cr< 
Weak,  fool iih  Man!  will  Heav'n  rewa  rd  us  there 
With  the  lame  tra(h  mad  mortals  wifli  for  here? 
The  boy  and  man  an  individual  makes, 
Yet  figh,ft  thou  now  for  apples  and  for  cakes  ? 
Go,  like  the  Indian,  in  another  life 
Expect  thy  dog,  thy  bottle,  and  thy  wife  I 
As  well  as  dream  iuch  trifles  are  ailign'd, 
As  toys  and  empires  for  a  godlike  mind ; 
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Rewards,  that  either  would  to  Virtue  bring 
No  joy,  or  be  dettruclive  or  tne  thing: 
How  oft  by  thefe  at  (ixty  are  undone 
The  virtue's  of  a  faint  at  twenty-one ! 

To  whom  can  riches  give  repute,  or  truft, 
Content,  or  pleafure,  but  the  good  and  juft  ? 
Judges  and  Senates  have  been  bought  for  gold  ; 
Efteem  and  love  were  never  to  be  Ibid. 
Oh  fool ;  to  think  God  hates  the  worthy  mind, 
The  lover,  and  the  love  of  human  kind, 
Whole  life  is  healthful,&  whole  confcienceclear, 
Becaufe  he  wants  a  thousand  pounds  a  year. 


§  37.     An  Elegy,  nxrtiten  in  a  Country  Church- 

Yard.     Gray. 
The  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day, 

The  lowing  herd  winds  iiowly  o'er  the  lea, 
The  plowman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way, 

And  leaves  the  world  to  darknefs  and  tome. 

Nowfadesthe  glimmering  landfcape  on  the  light, 
And  all  the  air  a  folemn  itillnefs  holds, 

Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  drony  Might, 
And  drowiy  tinklings  lull  the  diftant  folds  ; 

Save  that,  from  yonder  ivy-mantled  tow'r, 

The  moping  owl  does  to  the  Moon  complain 
Of  fuch,  as  wand  ring  near  her  i'ecret  bow'r, 

Moleft  her  ancient  (blitary  reign. 
Beneath  thole  rugged  elms,thatyew-tree's  (hade, 

Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mould'" ring 
Each  in  his  narrow  ceil  for  ever  laid,         [heap, 

The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  deep. 
Thebreezycallofincenfe-breathingmo:n,[fhed, 

The  fwallow  twitt'ring  from  the  ftrav.*- built 
The  cock's  fhrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn, 

No  more  (hall  1  oufe  them  from  their  lowlybed. 

For  them  no  more  the  blazing  earth  (hall  burn, 
Or  bufy  houlewife  ply  her  evening  care  : 

Nor  children  run  to  lifp  their  fires  return, 
Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kifs  to  (hare. 

Oft  did  the  harveft  to  their  fickle  yield  ; 

Their  furrow  oft  the  ftubborn  glebe  has  broke; 
How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  teams  afield  ! 

How  bow'd  the  woods  beneath  their  (lardy 
ilroke  ; 
Let  not  ambition  mock  their  ufeful  toil, 

Their  homely  joys,  and  deftiny  obfeure  ; 
Nor  grandeur  hear  with  a  difdainful  fnule, 

The  (hort  and  fimple  annals  of  the  po«r. 
The  boaft  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  pow'r, 

And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave, 
Await,  alike,  th'  inevitable  hour; 

The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave. 
Nor  you,  ye  proud,  impute  to  thefe  the  fault, 

If  mem'ry  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raife. 
Where  thro''  the  long-drawn  i(k  &  fretted  vault, 

The  pealing  anthem  fwells  the  note  of  praile. 
Can  ftoried  urn,  or  animated  buft, 

Back  to  its  manfion  call  the  fleeting  breath  ? 
Can  Honour's  voice  provoke  the  filent  dull, 

Or  flatt'ry  footh  the  dull  cold  ear  of  death  ? 
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Perhaps  in  this  neglected  fpot  is  laid 

Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celeftial  fire  ? 
Hands,  that  the  rod  of  empiremight  havefway'd, 

Or  wak'd  to  extacy  the  living  lyre. 
But  knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page, 

Rich  with  the  fpoils  of  Time,  did  ne'er  unroll; 
Chill  Penury  reprrfs'd  their  nobie  rage, 

And  froze  the  genial  current  of  the  foul, 

Full  many  a  gem,  of  pureir.  ray  ferene, 
The  dark  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear ; 

Full  many  a  fiow"r  is  bom  to  blufh  unieen. 
And  waile  it*  fweetnefs  on  the  deiert  air. 

Some  village- Hampden,thatwith  dauntlelsbrcaft 
The  little-tyrant  of  his  fields  withllood  ; 

Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  here  may  reft: 
SomeCromwell  guiltlefsofhiscountry'sblood, 

Th'  applauie  of  lihVning  fenates  to  command, 

The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  defpiie, 
To  fcatter  plenty  o'er  a  fin i ling  land, 

And  read  their  hittory  in  a  nation's  eyes. 
Their lotforbade:  norcircumfcrib'd  alone  [fin'd; 

Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  ctimt s  con- 
Forbade  to  wade  through  (laughter  to  a  throne, 

And  (hut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind; 
The  (truggling  pangs  of  cordciou*  t  uth  to  hide* 

To  quench  the  bluflies  of  ingenuous  (name, 
Or  heap  the  (hrine  of  Luxury  and  Pride 

With  incenfe  kindled  at  the  Mule's  flame. 

Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  ftrifc, 
Their  fober  willies  never  learn'd  to  (tray  ; 

Along  the  cool  (equefter'd  vale  of  life, 
They  kept  the  noiieleis  tenor  of  their  way. 

Yet  ev'n  thefe  bones  from  infult  to  protect, 
Some  frail  memorial  (till  erected  nigh, 

With  uncouth  rhimes  and  (hapelefs  fculpture 
Implores  the  pairing  tribute  of  a  (igh.  [deck'd 

Their  name,  their  years,  (pelt  by  th'  unletter'd 
The  place  of  fame  and  elegy  fupply :  [mufe, 

And  many  a  holy  text  around  (he  (trews, 
That  teach  the  ruftic  moralilt  to  die. 

For  winy  to  dumb  forgctfulnefs  a  prey, 
This  pleafing  anxious  being  e'er  reflgn'd, 

Left  the  warm  precinib  of  the  cheerful  day, 
Nor  calt  one  longing,  ling'ring  look  behind  ? 

On  fome  fond  bread  the  parting  foul  relies, 

Some  pious  drops  the  clefing  eye  requires: 
Ev'n  from  the  tomb,  the  voice  of  nature  cries, 

Ev'n  in  our  aflies  live  their  wonted  fires. 
For  thee,  who,  mindful  of  th'  unhonour'd  dead, 

Deft  in  thefe  lines  their  artlefs  tale  relate; 
If,  chance,  by  lonely  Contemplation  led, 

Some  kindred  fpirit  (hall  inquire  thy  fate. 
Haply  fome  hoary-headed  ("wain  may  (ay, 

"  Oft  have  we  (een  him  at  the  peep  of  dawn, 
Brulhing  with  hafly  fteps  the  dews  away, 

To  meet  the  fun  upon  the  upland  lawn  ; 
There  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech, 

That  wreathes  its  old  fantaftic  roots  fo  high, 
His  liftlefs  length  at  noon-tide  would  he  ftretch, 

And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  bubbles  by. 

Hard 
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Hard  by  yond  wood,  now  fmiling,  as  in  fcorn, 
Mutt'nnu  his  wayward fancies.he  would  rove; 

Now  drooping,  woeful  wan,  like  one  forlorn, 
Or  craz'd  with  care,orcrofs'd  in  hopeleis  love : 

One  morn  I  mifs'd  him  on  the  cuftom'd  hill, 

Along  the  heath,  and  near  his  favorite  tree: 
Another  came;  nor  yet  befide  the  rill, 

Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was  he: 
The  next,  with  dirges  due,  in  fad  array,  [borne: 

Slow  thro'  the  church-yard  path  we  law  him 
Approach  and  read(fo:  thou  canll  read)  the  lay, 

Grav'd  on  the  ftone  beneath  yon  aged  thorn/' 

THE    E  PITAPH. 

Here  refts  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth, 

A  Youth  to  Fortune  and  to  Fame  unknown  ; 
Fair  Science  frown'd  not  on  his  humble  birth, 

And  Melancholy  mark'd  him  for  her  own. 
Large  wns  his  bounty,  and  his  foul  fmcere, 

Heav'n  did  a  recompence  as  largely  fend: 
He  gave  to  Mis'ry  all  he  had,  a  tear;     [a  friend. 

He  gain'd  from  Heav'n  ('twas  all  he  wifh'd) 
No  farther  feek  his  merits  to  difclofe, 

Or  draw  his  frailties  from  theirdread  abode, 
(There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repofe) 

The  bofom  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 


§  38.     Death.     Dr.  Porteus,  Bp.  of  London. 
Friend   to   the   wretch  whom  every  friend 
for  (likes, 
I  woo  thee,  Death  !  In  fancy's  fairy  paths 
Let  the  gay  fongfter  rove,  and  gently  trill 
The  flram  of  empty  joy.     Life  and  its  joys 
I  leave  to  thofe  that  prize  them.     At  this  hour, 
This  folemn  hour,  when  filence  rules  the  world, 
And  wearied  nature  makes  a  gen'ral  paufe; 
Wrapt  in  night's  fable  robe,  through  cloyfters 
And  charnels  pale,  tenanted  by  a  throng  [drear 
Of  meagre  phantoms  mooting  crofs  my  path 
With  filent  glance,  I  leek  the  fhadowy  vale 
Of  Death.     Deep  in  a  murky  cave's  recefs, 
Lav'd  by  Oblivion's  liftlefs  ftream,and  fenc'd 
By  (helving  rocks,  and  intermingled  horrors 
Of  yew  and  cyprefs  (hade,  from  all  intrufion 
Of  bufy  noontide  beam,  the  Monarch  fits 
In  unfubftantial  majefty  enthron'd. 
At  his  right  hand,  nearefl  himfelf  in  place 
And  frightfulnefs  of  form,  his  parent  Sin 
With  fatal  induflry  and  cruel  care 
Bufies  herfelf  in  pointing  all  his  firings, 
And  tipping  every  fhaft  with  venom  drawn 
From  her  infernal  ftore:  around  him  rang'd 
In  terrible  array,  and  mixture  ftrange 
Of  uncouth  fhapes,  ftand  his  dread  Minifters. 
Foremoft  Old  Age,  his  natural  ally 
And  firmelt  friend  :  next  him  Difeafes  thick, 
A  motley  train;  Fever,  with  cheek  of  fire  ; 
Confumption  wan ;  Palfy,  half  warm  with  life, 
And  half  a  clay-clod  lump;  joint-tort'ring  Gout, 
And  ever-gnawing  Rheum ;  Convulfion  wild ; 
Swoln  Dropfy ;  panting  Aflhma ;  Apoplex 
Full-gorg'd.  There  too  the  Peflilence  that  walks 
la.  darknefs,  and  the  Sicknefs  that  deitroys 


At  broad  noon-day.  Thefe,and  a  thoufand  more, 
Horrid  to  tell, attentive  wait;  and,  when 
By  Heavn's  command  Death  waves  his  ebon 
Sudden  rum  forth  to  execute  his  purpofe,[wand, 
And  fcatter  defolation  o'er  the  Earth. 

Ill-fated  Man,  for  whpm  fuch  various  forms 
Of  mis'ry  wait,  and  mark  their  future  prey ; 
Ah!  why,  all-righteous  Father,  didft  thou  make 
This  creature,  Man  ?  why  wake  th'  unconfcious 
To  life  and  wretchednefs  ?  O  better  far       [dult 
Still  had  he  flept  in  uncreated  night, 
If  this  the  lot  of  Being  !  Was  it  for  this 
Thy  breath  divine  kindled  within  his  hreaft 
The  vital  flame  ?  For  this  was  thy  fair  image 
Stampt  on  his  foul  in  godlike  lineaments  ? 
For  this  dominion  giv'nhim  abfolute 
O'er  all  thy  works,  only  that  he  might  reign 
Supreme  in  woe  ?  From  the  blelt  fburce  of  Good, 
CouldPainandDeathproceed?Couldfuch  foul  ill* 
Fall  from  fairMercy's  hands?  Far  be  the  thought, 
The  impious  thought!  God  never  made  a  creature 
But  what  was  good.     He  made  a  living  Soul  j 
The  wretched  Mortal  was  the  work  of  Man. 
Forth  from  his  Maker's  hands  he  fprung  to  life, 
Frefh  with  immortal  bloom ;  no  pain  he  knew, 
No  fear  of  change,  no  check  to  his  delires,  [flood 
Save  one  command.  That  one  command,which 
'Twixt  him  and  Death,  the  tell  of  his  obedience, 
Urg'd  on  by  wanton  curioiity, 
He  broke.     There  in  one  moment  was  undone 
The  faireft  of  God's  works.  The  fame  rafh  hand, 
That  pluck'd  in  evil  hour  the  fatal  fruit, 
Unbarr'd  the  gates  of  Hell,  and  let  looie  Sin 
And  Death,  and  all  the  family  of  Pain, 
To  prey  upon  Mankind.     Young  Nature  faw 
Themonftrouscrew,andihookthro'allherframe. 
Then  fled  her  new-born  luflre,  then  began 
Heaven's  cheerful  face  to  low'r,  then  vapours 

choak'd 
The  troubled  air,  and  form'd  a  veil  of  clouds 
To  hide  the  willing  Sun.    The  earth  convuls'd 
With  painful  throes  threw  forth  a  briflly  crop 
Of  thorns  and  briars;  and  Infect, Rird,andBeaft, 
That  wont  before  with  admiration  fond 
To  gaze  at  Man,  and  fearlefs  crowd  around  him, 
Now  fled  before  his  face,  fhunning  in  hafle 
Th*  infection  of  his  mifery.     He  alone 
Who  jultly  might,  th'  offended  Lord  of  Man, 
Turn'd  not  away  his  face ;  he,  full  of  pity, 
Forfook  not  in  this  uttermolt  diilref? 
His  beft  lov'dwork.  That  comfort  flill  remain'd 
(That  belt,  that  greateft  comfort  in  arfliclion) 
The  countenance  of  God,  and  thro*  the  gloom 
Shot  forth  fome  kindly  gleams,  to  cheer  and  warm. 
Th'offender'sfinkingfoul.HopefentfromHeav'n 
Uprais'd  his  drooping  .head,  andfhew'd  afar 
A  happier  fcene  of  things ;  the  Promis'd  Seed 
Trampling  upon  the  Serpent's  humbled  crefl : 
Death  of  his  fling  difarm'd;  and  the  dark  grave, 
Made  pervious  to  the  realms  of  endlefs  day, 
No  more  the  limit  but  the  gate  of  life,  [ground 
Cheer'd  with  the  view,  Man  went  to  till  th» 
From  whence  he  rofe;  fentenc'd  indeed  to  toil 
As  to  a  punifhment,  yet  (ev'n  in  wrath, 
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»o  merciful  is  Heav'n)  this  toil  became 
The  f'oiace  of  his  woes,  the  fweet  employ 
Of  many  a  live-long  hour,  and  fureft  guard 
Againft  Difeafe  and  Death.     Death,  tho'  de- 
Was  yet  a  diftant  ill,  by  feeble  arm     [nounc'd 
Of  Age,  his  fole  fnpport,  led  fiowly  on. 
Not  then,  as  iince  the  fhort-liv'd  fons  of  men 
Flock'd  to  his  realms  in  countiefs  multitudes  5 
Scarce  in  the  courfe  of  twice  five  hundred  years, 
One  folitary  ghoit  went  fhiv'ring  down 
To  his  unpeopled  fhore.     In  fober  liate, 
Through  the  fequelter'd  vale  of  rural  life, 
The  venerable  Patriarch  guilehfs  held 
The  tenour  of  his  way;  Labour  prepar'd 
Ki=;  fimpie  fare,  and  Temperance  rul'd  his  board. 
Tir'd  with  his  daily  toil,  at  early  eve 
He  funk  to  fudden  reft  5  gentle  and  pure 
.As  breath  of  evening  Zephyr,  and  as  fweet, 
Were  ail  his  (lumbers;  with  the  Sun  he  role, 
Alert  and  vigorous  as  He,  to  run         [flrength 
His  deitin'd  courfe.    Thus  nerv'd  with  giant 
He  ftemm'd  the  tide  of  time,  and  ftood  the  l'hock 
Of  ages  roiling  harmlefs  o'er  his  head. 
At  life's  meridian  point  arriv'd,  he  ftood, 
And,  looking  round  faw  all  the  valleys  fili'd 
With  nations  from  his  loins;  full-well  content 
To  leave  his  race  thus  (cat  Ler'd  o'er  the  earth, 
Along  the  gentle  flope  of  life's  decline 
He  bent  his  gradual  way,  till,  full  of  years, 
He  droop'd  like  mellow  fruit  into  his  grave, 

Such  in  the  infancy  of  Time  was  Man  ; 
So  calm  was  life,  fo  impotent  was  Dtath  ! 
O  had  he  but  prefeYv'd  theie  few  remains, 
The  fluttered  fragments,  of  loft  happinefs, 
Snatch'd  bythehandof  Heav'n  from  thefad  wreck 
Of  innocence  primaeval;  Itill  had  he  liv'd 
In  ruin  great;  tho'  fali'n,  yet  not  forlorn; 
Though  mortal,  yet  not  every  where  beiet 
"With  Death  in  every  fhape!   But  he,  impatient 
To  be  completely  wretched,  haftes  to  fill  up 
The  mcafure  of  his  woes. — 'Twas  Man  himfelf 
Brought  Death  into  the  world;  and  Man  himfelf 
Gave  keenefs  to  his  darts,  quicken'd  his  pace, 
And  multiply 'd  destruction  on  mankind. 

Firft  Envy,  eldeft  born  of  Hell,  embrued 
Her  hands  in  blood,  and  taught  the  Sons  of  Men 
To  make  a  Death  which  Nature  never  made, 
And  God  abhorr'd;  with  violence  rude  to  break 
The  thread  of  life  ere  half  its  length  was  run, 
And  rob  a  wretched  brother  of  his  being. 
With  joy  Ambition  faw,  and  foon  improv'd 
The  execrable  deed.     Twas  not  enough 
By  fubtle  fraud  to  ihatch  a  fmgle  life, 
Puny  impiety  !  whole  kingdoms  fell 
To  fate  the  luft  of  power:  more  horrid  ftill, 
The  fouleft  ltain  and  fcandal  of  our  nature, 
Became  its  bcaft.     One  Murder  made  a  Villain ; 
Millions  a  Hero.     Princes  were  privileged 
To  kill,  and  numbers  fancrifted  the  crime. 
Ah  !  why  will  Kings  forget  that  they  are  Men  "■' 
And  Men  that  they  are  brethren  ?  Why  delight 
In  human  facrifice?  Why  burft  the  ties 
Of  Nature,  that  fhould  knit  their  fouls  together 
In  one  foft  bond  of  amity  and  love  ? 
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Yet  ftill  they  breathe  deftruclion,  ftill  go  on 
Inhumanly  ingenious  to  find  out 
New  pains  for  life,  new  terrors  for  the  grave, 
Artificers  of  Death !  Still  Monarchs  dream 
Of  univerlal  empire  growing  up 
From  univerfd  ruin.     Blaft  the  defign 
Great  God  of  Kofts,  nor  let  thy  creatures  fall 
Unpitied  victims  at  Ambition's  ftirine  ! 

Yet  fay,  fhould  Tyrants  learn  at  laft  to  feel, 
And  the  loud  din  of  battle  ceafe  to  bray; 
Should  dove-eyed  Peace  o'er  all  the  earth  extend 
Her  olive-branch,  and  give  the  world  rcpofe, 
Would  Death  be  foil'd  ?  Would  health,  and 

flrength,  and  youth 
Defy  his  pow'r?  Has  he  no  arts  in  ftore, 
No  other  fhafts  fave  thofe  of  War  ?   Alas ! 
Ev'n  in  the  fmile  of  Peace,  that  fmile  which  fheds 
A  heav'nly  funfhine  o'er  the  foul,  there  bafks 
That  ferpent  Luxury.     War  its  thouiand  flays; 
Peace  its  ten  thoufands.  In  th"  embattled  plain, 
Tho'  Death  exults,  and  claps  his  raven  wings, 
Yer  reigns  he  not  ev'n  there  fo  ahfolute, 
So  mercilefs,  as  in  yon  frantic  fanes 
Of  midnight  revel  and  tumultuous  mirth, 
Where  in  th'  intoxicating  draught  conceal'd, 
Or  couch'd  beneath  the  glance  of  iawlefs  love, 
Hefnarestliefimpleyouth,whonoughtfufpecting, 
Means  to  be  bleft — but  finds  himielf  undone. 

Down  thefmoothftrcam  of  life  theftriplingdarts, 
Gay  as  the  morn;  bright  glows  the  vernal  Iky, 
Hope fwells his  fails,and  paihon fleers  his  courfe, 
Safe  glides  his  little  bark  along  the  more 
Where  virtue  takes  her  ftand ;  but  if  too  far 
He  launches  forth  beyond  difcretion's  mark, 
Sudden  the  tempeft  fcowls,  the  furges  roar, 
Blot  his  fair  day,  and  plunge  him  in  the  deep, 
O  fad  but  fure  mifchance!  O  happier  far 
To  lie  like  gallant  Howe  'midll  Indian  wilds 
A  breathlefs  corfe,  cut  off  by  favage  hands 
In  earlieft  prime,  a  generous  facrifice 
To  freedom's  holy  caufe ;  than  fo  to  fall, 
Torn  immature  from  life's  meridian  joys, 
A  prey  to  Vice,  Intemp'rance,  and  Dileafe. 
Yet  die  ev'n  thus,  thus  rather  perifh  ftill, 
Ye  fons  of  Pleafure,  by  th'  Almighty  ftnck'n, 
Than  ever  dare  (though  oft,  alas  !  ye  dare) 
To  lift  againft  yourfelves  the  murd'rous  fteel, 
To  wreft  from  God's  own  hand  the  fword  of 

Juftice, 
And  be  your  own  avengers  !  Hold,  ralh  Man, 
Though  with  anticipating  fpeed  thou 'ft  rang' d 
Through  every  region  of  delight,  nor  left 
One  joy  to  gild  the  evening  of  thy  days; 
Though  life  feem  one  uncomfortable  void, 
Gutlt  at  thy  heels,  before  thy  face  defpair; 
Yet  gay  this  feene,  and  light  this  load  of  woe, 
Compar'd  with  thy  hereafter.  Think,  O  think, 
And,  ere  thou  plunge  into  the  vaftabyfs, 
Paufe  on  the  verge  a  while  :  look  down  and  fee 
Thy  future  manfion.  Why  that  ftart  of  horror  ? 
Prom  thy  flackhandwhy  drops  th'  uplifted  fteel? 
Didftthou  not  think  fnch  vengeance  mu ft  await 
The  wretch,  that  with  his  crimes  all  frefh  about 
Rufhes  irreverent,  nnprepar'd,  uncall'd,    f  him 
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Into  his  Maker's  prefence,  throwing  back 
With  infolent  difdain  his  choiceft  girt  ? 

Live  then,while  Heav'n  in  pity  lends  thee  life, 
A:ui  think  it  all  too  ihort  to  walh  away, 
By  penitential  tears  and  deep  contrition, 
The  fcarlet  of  thy  crimes.     So  malt  thou  find 
Reft  to  thy  foul  ;  fo  unappall'd  mail  meet 
Death  when  he  comes,  not  wantonly  invite 
His  lingering  irroke.     Be  it  thy  fole  concern 
With  innocence  to  live:  with  patience  wait 
Th 'appointed  hour;  teofoon  that  hour  will  come,  j 
Tho'Natui  e  ran  her  courfe.   But  Nature's  God,  j 
I  d  require,  by  thoufand  various  ways, 

:iout  thy  aid  can  lhorten  that  lhort  ipan, 
And  quench  the  lamp  of  life.  O  when  he  comes,  t 
Rous'd  by  the  cry  of  wickednefs  extreme, 
To  heaven  afcending  from  fome  guilty  hnd, 
Now  ripe  for  vengeance;  when  becomes  array 'd  j 
In  all  the  terrors  of  Almighty  wrath, 
Forth  from  his  boibm  plucks  his  ling'ringarm,; 
And  on  the  niifcreants  pours  dellruclion  down; 
Who  can  abide  his  coming?  Who  can  bear 
His  whole  difpleafure  ?  In  no  common  form 
Death  then  appears,  but  lrarting  into  fist 
Enormous,  meafures  with  gigantic  itride 
Tli1  aftonifh'd  Earth. and  from  his  locks  throws 
Unutterable  horror  and  difmjy.  [round, 

All  Nature  lends  her  aid,  each  Element 
Arms  in  his  caufe.  Ope  fly  the  doors  of  Heav'n ;  j 
The  fountains  of  the  deep  their  barriers  break ; 
Above,  beiow,  the  rival  torrents  pour, 
And  drown  Creation  :  or  in  floods  of  rire 
Defcends  a  livid  cataract,  and  confumes  [peace, 
An  impious  race.     Sometimes,  when  all  leems 
Wakes  thegrimwhirlwind,andwithrudeembrace 
Sweeps  nations  to  their  grave,  or  in  the  deep 
Whelms  the  proud  wooden  world  ;  full  many  a 
Floats  on  his  wat'ry  bier,  or  lies  unwept  [youth 
On  fome  tad  defart  more !  At  dead  of  night, 
In  fullen  filence  ftalks  forth  Peitilence? 
Contagion  clofe  behind  taints  all  her  fteps 
With  pois'nous  dew  ;  no  fmiting  hand  is  feen,  ' 
No  found  is  heard,  but  foon  her  fecret  path 
Is  mark'd  with  deiolation  ;  heaps  on  heaps 
Promifcuousdrop.     No  friend,  no  refuge,  near ; 
All,  all,  is  falle  and  treacherous  around  ; 
All  that  they  touch,or  tafte,or  breathe, is  Death. 
But  ah!  what  meansthat  ruinousroar?  why  fail 
Thefe  tott'ring  feet  ?  Earth  to  it's  centre  feels  ! 
TheGodhead'spower,and  tremblingat  his  touch: 
Through  all  its  pillars,  and  in  ev'ry  pore, 
Hurls  to  the  ground,  with  one  convuifive  heave, 
Precipitating  domes,  and  towns,  and  tow'rs, 
The  work  of  ages.    Crufh'd  beneath  the  weight 
Of  general  devaluation,  millions  find 
One  common  grave;  not  ev'n  a  widow  left 
To  wail  her  fons  *.  the  houfe,  that  lhould  protect, 
Entombs  his  mafter;  and  the  faithlefs  plain, 
If  there  he  flies  for  help,  with  fudden  yawn 
Starts  from  beneath  him.     Shield  me,  gracious 

Heav'n, 
O  fnatch  me  from  destruction  !   If  this  Globe, 
This  folid  Globe,  which  thine  own  hand  hath 
So  firm  and  fure,  if  this  my  lteps  betray  5 [made 


If  my  own  mother  Earth,  from  whence  I  fprung, 
Rife  up  with  rage  unnatural  to  devour 
Her  wretched  offspring,  whither  fhall  I  fly  ? 
Where  look  for  fuccour?  Where,  but  up  tothes. 
Almighty  Father  ?   Save,  O  lave,  thy  fuppliant 
From  horrors  fuch  as  thefe  !  At  thy  good  time 
Letdeathapproach;  1  reck  not — let  him  but  come 
In  genuine  form,  not  with  thy  vengeancearm'd, 
Too  much  for  man  to  bear.     O  rather  lend 
Thy  kindly  aid  to  mitigate  his  ftroke  ; 
And  at  that  hour  when  all  aghait  1  ftand 
(A  trembling  candidate  for  thy  compaffiou) 
On  this  World's  brink,  and  look  into  the  next ; 
When  my  foul,  ltarting  from  the  darkunknown, 
Calls  back  a  wifhful  look,  and  fondly  clings 
To  her  frail  prop,  unwilling  to  be  wrench'd 
From  this  fair  fcene,  from  all  her  cuftom'd  joys. 
And  all  the  lovely  relatives  of  life  5 
Then  (lied  thy  comforts  o'er  me,  then  put  on 
The  gentleft  of  thy  looks.    Let  no  dark  crimes, 
In  all  their  hideous  forms  then  ftarting  up, 
Plant  themfelves  round  my  couch  in  grim  array, 
And  flab  my  bleeding  heart  with  two-edg'd 

torture, 
Senfe  of  pad  guilt,  and  dread  of  future  woe. 
Far  be  the  ghaftly  crew  !  And  in  their  Head 
Let  cheerful  Memory  from  her  pureft  cells 
Lead  forth  a  goodly  train  of  Virtues  fair, 
Cherilhd  in  earlieit  youth,  now  paying  back 
With  tenfold  ufury  the  pious  care, 
And  pouring  o'er  my  wounds  the  heavYilybalm 
Of  confeious  innocence.     But  chiefly,  Thou, 
Whom  lbft-eyed  Pityonce  led  down  from  f  leav'n 
To  bleed  for  man,  to  teach  him  how  to  live, 
And,  oh  !  ILiil  harder  lelfon  !  how  ta  die ; 
Difdain  not  Thou  to  fmooth  the  reftlefs  bed 
Of  Sicknefs  and  of  Pain      Forgive  the  tear 
That  feeble  Nature  drops,  calm  all  her  fears, 
Wake  all  her  hopes,  and  animate  her  faith, 
Till  my  rapt  Soul,  anticipating  Heav'n, 
Burlts  from  the  thraldom  of  incumb'ring  cluy, 
And  on  the  wing  of  Ecftaiy  upborne, 
Springs  into  Liberty,  and  Light,  and  Life. 


§  59.     Ike  Grave.     Blair. 

"  The  houfe  appointed  for  all  living."     Jgb. 

Whilst  fome  affect,  the  fun,  and  fome  the 
fhade, 
Some  flee  the  city,  fome  the  hermitage, 
Their  aims  as  various  as  the  roads  they  take 
In  journeying  through  life;  the  talk  be  mine 
To  paint  the  gloomy  horrors  of  the  tomb; 
Th'  appointed  place  of  rendezvous,  where  all 
Thefe  travelers  meet.    Thy  fuccours  I  implore, 
Eternal  King,  whole  potent  arm  fnftains 
The  keys  of  hell  and  death.    The  Grave,  dread 

thing ! 
Menfliiverwhenthou'rt  nam'd:  Narureappall'd 
Shakes  off  her  wonted  firmnefs.  Ah !  how  dark 
Thy  long-extended  realms,  and  rueful  waftes; 
Where  nought  butiilence  reigns,and  night,dark 
Dark  as  was  Chaos  ere  the  infant  Sun  [night, 
Was  roird  together,  or  had  tried  its  beams 

Athwart 
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Athwart  the  gloom  profound !  The  fickly  taper, 
By  glimm'ring  thro'thy  low-brow 'd  mifty  vaults, 
Furr'd  round  with  mouldy  damps,and  ropyflime, 
Lets  fall  a  fupemumerary  horror, 
And  only  ferves  to  make  thy  night  more  irkfome. 
Well  do  I  know  thee  by  thy  truity  yew, 
Cheerlefs,  unfocial  plant !  That  loves  to  dwell 
*Midft  fculls  and  coffins, epitaphs  and  worms; 
Where  light-heel'd  ghofts  and  vifionary  fhades, 
Beneath  the  wan  cold  moon  (as  fame  reports) 
Embodied  thick,  perform  their  myftic  rounds. 
No  other  merriment,  dull  tree!  is  thine. 

See  yonder  hallow'd  fane  !  the  pious  work 
Of  names  once  fam'd;  now  dubious  or  forgot, 
And  buried 'midftthewreckofthiugswhich  were : 
There  lie  interr'd  the  more  illulhious  dead. 
The  wind  is  up  :  hark!  how  it  howls!  Methinks 
Till  now,  I  never  heard  a  found  fo  dreary:  [bird 
Doors  creak,  and  windows  clap,  and  night's  foul 
Rook'dinthefpirefcreamsloud^hegloomyrnlles 
Black  plafter'd,  and  hung  round  with  fhreds  of 

fcutcheons, 
And  tatter'd  coats  of  arms,  fend  back  the  found 
Laden  with  heavier  airs,  from  the  low  vaults, 
The  manttons  fif  the  dead.     Rous'd  from  their 
Jn  grim  array  the  grifly  fpeclres  rife,  [fl  umbers, 
Grin  horribie,  and  obftinately  fullen 
Pais  and  repafs,  hufh'd  as  the  foot  of  night. 
Again!  thefcreech-owlfhrieks:ungraciousfbund! 
I'll  itear  no  more;  it  makes  one's  blood  run  chill. 

Quite  round  the  pile,  a  row  of  rev'rend  elms, 
Coaeval  near  with  that,  all  ragged  (hew,  Tdown 
Long  lafh'd  by  the  rude  winds:  fome  rift  half 
Their  branchlefs  trunks;  others  fo  thin  a-top, 
That  fcarce  two  crows  could  lodge  in  the  fame 
tree.  [pen'd  here: 

Strange  things,  the  neighbours  fay,  have  hap- 
Wild  thrieks  have  ifTued  from  the  hollow  tombs; 
Dead  men  have  come  again,  and  walk'd  about; 
And  the  great  bell  has  toird,unrung,untouch"d. 
Such  tales  their  cheer,  at  wake  or  gofTipping, 
When  it  draws  near  to  witching  time  of  night. 

Oft  in  the  lone  church-yard  at  night  I've  feen, 
By  glimpfe  of  moonihine,  cheq'ring  thro1  the 

trees, 
The  fchool-boy,  with  his  fatchel  in  his  hand, 
Whittling  aloud  to  bear  his  courage  up, 
And  lightly  tripping  o'er  the  long  flat  ltones 
(  With  nettles  fki  t  tcd,and  with  mofso'ergrown) 
That  tell  in  homely  phrate  who  lie  below; 
Sudden  he  ftarts!  and  hears,  or  thinks  he  hears, 
The  found  of  fomething  purring  at  his  heels , 
\ '  ull  fall  hcflie:i,and  dares  not  look  behind  him, 
Till  out  of  breath  he  overtakes  his  fellows; 
Who  gather  round,  and  wonder  at  the  tale 
Of  horrid  apparition,  tall  and  ghattly, 
That  walks  at  dead  of  night,  or  takes  his  ftand  • 
O'er  fome  new-open'd  grave;  and.ftrange  to  tell! 
Evanifhes  at  crowing  of  the  cock. 

The  ne  w-  made  widow  tool  'vefometimesfpied, 
Sad  fight  ?  flow  moving  o'er  the  proftrate  dead: 
Littlefs,  fhe  crawls  along  in  doleful  black, 
While  burfts  of  forrow  gulh  from  either  eye, 
Fatt-falling  down  her  now  untafted  cheek. 


Prone  on  the  lonely  grave  of  the  dear  man 
She  drops ;  whilft  bufy  meddl  ing  Memory, 
In  barbarous  fucceffion,  mutters  up 
The  patt  endearments  of  their  foftcr  hours, 
Tenacious  of  its  theme.     Still,  ttill  fhe  thinks 
She  fees  him,  and,  indulging  the  tend  thought, 
Clings  yet  more  clofely  to  the  fenfelefs  turf, 
Nor  heeds  the  paifenger  who  looks  that  way. 

Invidious  Grave!  how  doft  thou  rend  infunder 
Whom  love  has  knit,  and  fympathy  made  one ! 
A  tie  more  ftubborn  far  than  nature's  band. 
Friendfhip !  myfterious  cement  of  the  foul ! 
Swect'ner  of  life,  and  folder  of  fbciety ! 
I  owe  thee  much.  Thou  haft  deferv'd  from  me, 
Far,  far  beyond  what  I  can  ever  pay. 
Oft  have  I  prov'd  the  labours  of  thy  love, 
And  the  warm  efforts  of  the  gentle  heart 
Anxious  to  pleafe.     0>.  when  my  friend  and  I 
In  fome  thick  wood  have  wandered  heedlels  on, 
Hid  from  the  vulgar  eye,  and  fet  us  down 
Upon  the  Hoping  cowflip-cover'd  bank, 
Where  the  pure  limpid  ftream  has  Aid  along. 
In  grateful  errors  tho'  the  underwood    [thrufh 
Sweet  mu  rm'ringjmethought,  the  fhrill-tongued 
Mended  his  fong  of  love;  the  footy  blackbird 
Mellow'd  his  pipe,  and  foften'd  every  note; 
The  eglantine  fmell'd  fweeter,  and  the  rofe 
AfTuin'd  a  dye  more  deep  ;  whilft  ev'ry  flow'r 
Vied  with  his  fellow-plant  in  luxury 
Of  drefs.     Oh!  then  the  longeft  fummer's  day 
Seem'd  too,  too  much  in  hafte ;  ftill  the  full  heart 
Had  not  imparted  half:  'twas  happinefs 
Too  exquiiite  to  laft.     Of  joys  departed, 
Not  to  return,  how  painful  the  remembrance  t 

Dull  Grave !  thou  fpoil'lt  the  dance  of  youth- 
ful blood, 
Strik'ft  out  the  dimple  from  the  cheek  of  mirth, 
And  ev'ry  fmirking  feature  from  the  face; 
Brandingour  laughter  with  the  nameofmadnefs* 
Where  are  the  jelters  now  ?  the  man  of  health 
Complexionally  pleafant  ?  where  the  droll  ? 
Whofe  ev'ry  look  and  gefture  was  a  joke 
To  clapping  theatres  and  fhouting  crowds, 
And  madeev'n  thick-lipp'd  muling  Melancholy 
To  gather  up  her  face  into  a  fmile 
Before  fhe  was  aware  ?  Ah  !  fullen  now, 
And  dumb  as  the  green  turf  that  covers  them! 

Where  are  the  mighty  thunderbolts  of  war  ? 
The  Roman  Csefars  and  the  Grecian  chiefs, 
Theboaftof ftory?  Where thehot-brain'd  youth? 
Who  the  tiara  at  his  pleafure  tore 
From  kings  of  all  the  then  difcover'd  giobe; 
And  cried,  forfooth,  becaufe  his  arm  was  hani- 
And  had  notroom  enough  to  do  itswork?  [per'd, 
Alas !   how  Aim,  difhonourably  Aim ! 
And  cramm'd  into  a  fpace  we  blufli  to  name. 
Proud  royalty  !  how  alter'd  in  thy  looks ! 
How  blank  thy  features,  and  how  wan  thy  hue  J 
Son  of  the  morning !  whither  art  thou  gone  ? 
Where  haft  thou  hid  thy  many-fpangled  head, 
And  the  majettic  menace  of  thine  eyes 
Felt  from  afar?  Pliant  and  powerlefs  now, 
Like  new-born  infant  bound  up  in  his  fwathes,, 
Or  victim  tumbled  flat  upon  his  back. 

That 
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That  throbs  beneath  the  facrificer's  knife: 
Mute  muit  thou  bear  the  ltrite  of  little  tongues, 
And  coward  in'ults  of  the  halt-born  crowd, 
That  grudge  a  privilege  thou  never  hadit, 
But  t  nly  hop'd  for  in  the  peaceful  grave, 
Or  being  unmolelted  and  alone. 
Araby's  gums,  and  odoriferous  drug?, 
And  honours  by  the  heralds  duly  paid 
In  mode  and  form,  ev'n  to  a  very  lcruplc  ; 
O  cruel  irony  !  thefe  come  too  late; 
And  only  mock  whom  they  were  meant  to  honor. 
Surely,  there's  not  a  dungeon-ilave  that's  buried! 
In  the  high -way  unfhrouded  and  uncoffin'd, 
But  lies  as  (oft,  and  fletps  as  found,  as  he. 
Sorry  pre-eminence  of  high  defcent 
Above  the  vulgar-born,  to  rot  in  ftate  !       [on, 

But  (eel  the  well-plum  dhearfecomesnodding 
Stately  and  ilow;  and  properly  attended 
Ey  the  whole  fable  iribe,  that  painful  watch 
The  lick  man's  door,  and  live  upon  the  dead, 
By  letting  out  thtir  perfons  by  the  hour 
To  mimic  furrow  when  the  heart's  not  lad! 
How  rich  the  trappings^iow  they're  all  unfurl'd 
And  giitt'ring  in  the  funi  triumphant  entries 
Of  conquerors,  and  coronation  pomps, 
In  glory  fcarce  exceed.     Great  gluts  of  people 
Retard  the  unwieldy  (how;   whilit  from   the 

cafements, 
Andhoufestopsjranksbehindranksclofewedg'd 
Hang  bellyingo'er.  But  tell  us,  why  this  waite  ? 
Why  this  ado  in  earthing  up  a  carcafe 
That's  fallen  into  difgrace,  and  in  the  noftril 
Smells  horrible  ?  Ye  undertakers  !  tell  us, 
'Midft  all  the  gorgeous  figures  you  exhibit, 
Why  is  the  principal  conceal'd,  for  which 
You  make  this  mighty  itir?  'Tis  wifely  done: 
What  would  oifend  the  eye  in  a  good  picture, 
The  Painter  calls  difcreetly  into  fhades. 

Proud  lineage,  now  how  little  thou  appear^! 
Below  the  envy  of  the  private  man  ! 
Honour,  that  meddlefome  officious  ill, 
Purfues  thee  e'en  to  death,  nor  there  ftops  fhort. 
Strange  perlecution !  when  the  grave  ltfelf 
Is  no  protection  from  rude  fu  Iterance. 

Abfurd  !  to  think  to  over-reach  the  grave,! 
And  fror:  the  wreck  of  names  to  refcue  ours  ! 
The  belt  concerted  fchemes  men  lay  for  fame 
Die  fart  away  :  only  themfelves  die  falter. 
The  far-famV  fcuJptor,  and  the  laurel  bard, 
Thole  bold  infurers  of  eternal  fame, 
Supply  their  little  feeble  aids  in  vain, 
The  tap'ring  pyramid,  th'  Egyptian's  pride, 
And  wonder  of  the  world !  whofe  fpiky  top 
Has  wounded  the  thick  cloud,  and  long  outlivM 
The  angry  making  of  the  winter's  ftorm  ; 
Yet  (pent  at  laft  by  th'  injuries  of  heav'n, 
Shatter  d  with  age,  and  furrow'd  o'er  with  years, 
The  myltic  cone  with  hieroglyphics  crufted, 
Gives  way.    O  lamentable  light  1  at  once 
The  labour  of  whole  ages  lumber;  down  ; 
A  hideous  and  mif-fhapen  length  of  ruins. 
Sepulchral  columns  wreitle  but  in  vain 
With  all-fubduing  Time;  hercank'ring  hand 
With  cairn  deliberate  malice  wafteth  them : 


Worn  on  the  edge  of  days,  ths  brafs  confumes, 
The  bufto  moulders,  and  the  deep-cut  marble, 
Unlteady  to  the  fteeij  give*  up  its  charge. 
Ambition,  half  convicted  of  her  foil}', 
Hangs  down  the  head,  and  reddens  at  the  tale. 

Here  all  the  mighty  tioublers  of  the  earth, 
Who  fwatJ!  to  fov' reign  rule,  thro'  feas  ot  bloodj 
Tn'opprtifvc,  lturdy,  man-deltroying  villains, 
Who  ravag'd  kingdoms, and  laid  empires  waiie, 
And  in  a  cruel  wantonnels  of  pow'r, 
Thinn'd  ltates  of  h«lf  their  people,  and  gave  up 
To  want  the  relt ;  now,  like  a  ltorm  that's  ipent 
Liehufh'd.  and  meanly  fneak  behind  thy  covert. 
Vain  thought!  to  hide  themfrom  the  gen'raiicorn 
That  haunts  and  dogs  them  like  an  injur'd  ghoft 
Implacable.     Here  too,  the  petty  tyrant, 
Whole  leant  domains  geographer  ne'er  notie'd, 
And,  well  for  neighb'ring  grounds,  of  arm  as 
Who  fix'd  his  iron  talons  on  the  poor,    [lhort, 
And  grip'd  :hem  like  lome  lordly  beaft  of  prey, 
Deaf  to  the  forceful  cries  of  gnawing  hunger, 
And  piteous  plaintive  voice  of  milery 
(As  if  a  Have  was  not  a  fhred  of  nature, 
Of  the  fame  common  nature  with  his  lord)  ; 
Nowtameandhumble/likeachildthat'swhipp'd, 
Shakes  hands  with  dult,  and  calls  the  worm  his 

kinfman ; 
Norpleads  his  rankand birthright.  Underground 
Precedency's  a  jeit;  vailal  and  lord, 
Grofsly  familiar,  fide  by  fide  con  fume. 

When  feif-efteem,  or  others  adulation, 
Would  cunninglyperfuade  us  wewerefomething 
Above  the  common  level  of  our  kind;  [rtatt'ry, 
The  Grave  gainlays  the  fmooth  complexion'd 
And  with  blunt  truth  acquaints  us  what  we  are. 

Beauty  !  thou  pretty  plaything!  dear  deceit  ! 
That  iteals  fo  fbftly  o'er  the  ftripiiii^'s  heart. 
And  gives  it  a  new  pulfe  unknown  before ! 
The  grave  dif  credits  thee:  thy  charms  expungM, 
Thy  roles  faded,  and  thy  lilies  foil'd, 
What  halt  thou  more  to  boaltcif  ?  Will  thy  lovers 
Flock  round  thee  now.to gaze  Sc  do  thee  homage? 
Methinks  I  fee  thee  with  thy  head  low-laid  j 
Whiltt  forfeited  upon  thy  damaik  cheek, 
The  high  fed  worm  in  lazy  volumes  roll'd. 
Riots  unfear'd.     For  this  was  all  thy  caution  ! 
For  this  thy  painful  labours  at  thy  glais, 
T'improve  thole  charms  and  keep  themin  repair, 
Forwhichthefpoilerthankstheenot?  Foulfeederl 
Coarfe  fare  and  carrion  pieale  thee  full  as  well, 
And  leave  as  keen  a  reliih  on  the  ienfe. 
Look  how  the  fair  one  weeps!  the  confeious  tears 
Stand  thick  as  dew-drops  on  the  behs  of  flow'rs; 
Honeft  eriulion  !  the  fwoln  heart  in  vain 
Works  hard  to  put  a  glofs  on  its  diftrefs. 

Strength  too!  thou  lurly,  andlefs  gentle  boaft 
Of  thofe  that  laugh  loud  at  the  village  ring! 
A  fit  of  common  iickneis  pulls  thee  down, 
With  greatereafe  than  e'er  thou  didlttheltripiing 
That  rafhly  dar'd  thee  to  th'  unequal  fight. 
What  groan  was  that  I  heard?  deepgroanindeed! 
With  anguifh  heavy  laden  !  let  me  trace  it ; 
From  yonder  bed  it  comes,  where  the  ftrongn^an 
By  ftronger  arm  belabour'd,  gafps  for  breath 
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Like  a  hard  hunted  beaft.    How  his  great  heart 
Beats  thick  !  his  roomy  cheft  by  far  too  fcant 
To  give  the  lungs  full  play  !  what  now  avail 
The  frrong-built  flnewy  limbs,  and  well-fpread 

moulders  ! 
See  how  he  tugs  for  life,  and  lays  about  him, 
Mad  with  his  pain !  eager  he  catches  hold 
Of  what  comes  next  to  hand,  and  grafps  it  hard, 
Juft  like  a  creature  drowning  1  hideous  fight! 
Oh !  how  his  eyes  Hand  out  and  flare  full  ghaflly ! 
Whilil  the  diitemper's  rank  and  deadly  venom 
Shoots  like  a  burning  arrow  crofs  his  bowels. 
And  drinkshismarrowup.  Heard  you  thatgroan? 
It  was  his  laft.     See  how  the  great  Goliath, 
Juftlikeachildthatbrawl'ditfelftoreu^boaller! 
Lies  Hill.    What  mean'il  thou  then,  O  might-/ 
To  vauntof  nervesof  thine?  Whatmeansthebuli, 
Unconlcious  of  his  Itrength,  to  play  the  coward, 
And  flee  before  a  feeble  thing  like  man  ; 
That,  knowing  weil  the  flacknefs  of  his  arm, 
Trulls  only  in  the  well-invented  knife  ! 

vVith  fludy  pale,  and  midnight  vigils  fpent, 
The  itar-furveying  lage  clofe  to  his  eye 
Applies  the  light-invigorating  tube ; 
And  trav'Ilingthro'theboundleisjengthoffpace, 
Marks  well  the  courfes  of  the  far-feen  orbs, 
That  roll  with  regular  confuiion  there, 
In  ecilacy  of  thought.     But  ah  !  proud  man  ! 
Great  heights  are  hazardous  to  the  weak  head  1 
Soon,  very  loon. thy  nrmeil  footing  fails ;  [place, 
And  dow;i  thou  dropp'ft  into  that  darkfome 
Where  nor  device  nor  knowledge  ever  came. 

Iderc  the  tongue-warrior  lies  !  uifabled  now, 
Difarnrd,di(heuoiu'"d,ii!;eawretchthat'sgagg'd, 
And  cannot  tell  his  ail  to  paliers-bv.  [change? 
Great  man  of  language  whence   this   mighty 
This  dumb  defpair,  and  drooping  of  the  head? 
Though  ft  ong  pcrfual'on  hung  upon  thy  lip, 
And  fly  infinite  ion's  ibfter  arts 
In  ambufh  lay  about  thy  flowing  tongue: 
AJas!    how  chop-  fairn  now  '   thick  mills  and 
2-teit,  iike  a  weary  cloud,  upon  thy  breait[lilcnce 
Urceafng.     Ah!  where  is  the  lifted  arm, 
The  Itrength  of  action,  and  the  force  of  words, 
Theweii-turr.M  period.:; ndthe  well -tun 'dvoice, 
With  all  the  lefler  ornaments  of  phrafe  ? 
Ah  !  £ed  for  ever,  as  they  ne'er  had  been ! 
Jiaz'dfrom  the  booker"  tame,  or,more  provoking, 
Perhaps  fome  hackney,  hunger-bitten  fcribbler 
Jnfults  thy  memory,  and  blots  thy  tomb 
With  long  flat  narrative,  or  duller  rhimes 
With  heavy  halting  pace  that  di-awl  along; 
Enough  tp  route  a  dead  man  into  rage, 
And  warm  with  red  refentment  the  wan  cheek. 

Here  the  great  mailers  of  the  healing  art, 
The/e  mighty  mock  defrauders  of  the  tomb  ! 
Spit*  of  their  julaps  and  catholicons, 
Refignto  fate.    Proud  <#&icu!apiuV  fon, 
Wh^re  are  thy  boailed  implements  of  art, 

all  thy  well-cramm'd  magazines  of  health? 
hill,  nor  vale,  as  far  as  fhip  could  go, 
margin  of  the  gravcl-bottom'd  brook, 
lucap'd  thy  r  nd:  from  rtubborn  ihrubs 

Thou  svrung'ft  theji  iby  retiring  virtues  out, 


And  vex'd  them  in  the  fire :  nor  fly,  nor  infed>, 
Nor  writhy  fnake,  efcap'd  thy  deep  refearch. 
But  why  this  apparatus?  why  this  cofl  ? 
Tell  us  thou  doughty  keeper  from  the  grave  f 
Where  are  thy  recipes  and  cordials  now, 
With  the  long  lill  of  vouchers  for  thy  cures? 
Alas !  thou  fpeakelt  not.     The  bold  impoftor 
Looks  not  more  filly  when  the  cheat's  found  out. 

Here,  the  lank-iided  mifer,  worftof  felons  ! 
Who  meanly  Hole,  difcreditable  fhift ! 
From  back  and  belly  too,  their  proper  cheer ; 
Eas'd  of  a  tax  it  irk'd  the  wretch  to  pay 
To  his  own  carcafe,  now  lies  cheaply  lodg'd, 
By  clam'rous  appetites  no  longer  teas'd, 
Ncr  tedious  bills  of  charges  and  repairs. 

.  ah!  where  are  his  rents,  his  comings  in? 
Ay!  now  you've  made  the  richmanpoor  indeed : 
Robb'd  of  his  gods,  what  has  he  left  behind? 
O  curfed  lull  of  gold!  when  for  thy  fake 
The  fool  throws  up  his  int'refl  in  both  worlds, 
Firft  ftarv'dinthis,  thendamn'd  in  that  to  come. 

How  fhocki ng muic thy  fummons be,  O  Death! 
To  him  that  is  at  eafe  in  his  pofieflions; 
Who,  counting  on  long  years  of  pleafure  here, 
Is  quite  unfurniih'd  for  that  world  to  come!  • 
In  that  dread  moment,  how  the  frantic  foul 
Raves  round  the  walls  of  her  clay  tenement, 
Runs  to  each  avenue,  and  flirieks  for  help, 
But  flirieks  in  vain!  howwilhfully  (lie  looks 
On  ail  (he's  leaving,  now  no  longer  her'sl 
A  little,  longer,  yet  a  little  longer, 
O  might  (he  Hay  to  warn  away  her  (lains, 
And  fit  her  for  her  paflage  !  mournful  fight  r 
Her  very  eyes  weep  blood ;  and  every  groan 
She  heaves  is  big  with  honor:  but  the  foe, 
Like  a  Haunch  murd'rer  Heady  to  his  purpofe, 
Purines  her  dole  thro'  ev'ry  lane  of  life, 
Nor  mifles  once  the  track,  but  prelies  on  5 
riil,  fore'd  at  lall  to  the  tremendous  verge, 
At  once  (he  links  to  everlalting  ruin. 

Sure,  'tis  a  ferious  thing  to  die  !  my  foul  ! 
What  a  fl range  moment  mull  it  be,  when  near 
Thy  journey's  end  thou  halt  the  gulf  in  view! 
That  awful  gulf  no  mortal  e'er  repafs'd 
To  tell  what's  doing  on  the  other  fide ! 
Nature  runs  back,  andmudders  attheilght,  [ing? 
And  ev'ry  life-ltring  bleeds  at  thoughts  of  part- 
For  part  they  mull :  body  and  foul  mull  part; 
Fond  couple!  link'dmorecloie  thanweddedpair. 
This  wings  its  way  to  its  Almighty  Source, 
The  witnefs  of  its  actions,  now  its  judge  ; 
That  drops  into  the  dark  and  noifome  grave, 
Like  a  di fabled  pitcher,  of  no  ule. 

If  death  was  nothing,  and  noughtafter  death  ; 
If,  when  men  died,  at  once  they  ceas'd  to  be, 
Returning  to  the  barren  womb  of  nothing,[chee 
Whenccfirll  they  fprungj  then  might  the  debaii- 
Untrembli  ng  mouth  the  heav'ns',  then  might  the 

drunkard 
Reel  over  his  full  bowl,  and  when  'tis  drain'd, 
Fill  up  another  to  the  brim,  and  laugh  [wretch 
At  the  poor  bug-bear  Death;  then  might  the 
That's  weary  of  the  world,  and  tir'd  of  life, 
At  once  give  each  inquietude  the  flip, 
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By  dealing  out  of  being  when  he  pleas'd, 
And  by  what  way ;  whether  by  hemp  or  lteel ; 
Death's  thoufand  doors  ftand  open.    Who  could 
The  ill-pleas'd  gueit  to  fit  out  his  full  time,  [force 
Or  blame  him  if  he  goes  ?  Sure  !  he  does  well 
That  helps  himfelf  as  timely  as  he  can, 
When  able.     But  if  there  is  an  hereafter, 
And  that  there  is,  confcience  uninfluenc'd, 
And  furrer'd  to  fpeak  out,  tells  ev'ry  man, 
Then  muft  it  be  an  awful  thing  to  die  5 
More  horrid  yet  to  die  by  one's  own  hand. 
Self-murder!  name  it  not;  our  iiland's^fhame, 
Thatmakesherthe  reproach  of  neighb'ringftates,. 
Shall  nature,  fwerving  from  her  earlieft  dictate; 
Self-prefervation,  fall  by  her  own  aft  ? 
Forbid  it,  Heav'n!  let  not  upon  difguft, 
The  fhamelefs  hand  be  foully  crimfon'd  o'er 
With  blood  of  its  own  lord.  Dreadful  attempt ! 
full  reeking  from  felf-flaughter,  in  a  rage 
To  ru(h  into  the  prelence  of  our  Judge  ! 
As  if  we  challeng'd  him  to  do  his  wdrft, 
And  mattered  not  his  wrath.  Unheard  of  tortures 
Mult  be  referv'd  for  fuch :  theie  herd  together ; 
The  common  damn'd  fhun  their  fociety, 
And  look  upon  themfelves  as  riends  le!s  foul. 
Ourtimeisfix'd;  andallour  days  are  number'd-, 
Howlong,how  iTiort,we  know  not:  this  we  know, 
Duty  requires  we  calmly  wait  the  fummons, 
Nor  dare  to  ftir  till  Heav'n  ftiafl  give  permirTian. 
Like  fentries  that  mult  keep  their  dePcin'dftand, 
And  wait  th' appointed  hour,  till  they're  reliev'd. 
Thofe  only  are  the  brave  who  keep  their  ground, 
And  keep  it  to  the  laft.     To  run  away 
Is  but  a  coward's  trick-,  to  run  away 
From  this  world's  ills,  that  at  the  very  worft 
Will  foon  blow  o'er,  thinking  to  mend-ourielves 
By  boldly  vent'ring  on  a  world  unknown, 
And  plunging  headlong  in  the  dark;  'tis  mad: 
No  frenzy  half  fo  defperate  as  this. 

Tell  us,  ye  dead]  will  none  of  you  in  pity 
To  thofe  you  left  behind  difclcfe  the  fecret? 
O  !  that  fome  courteous  ghoft  would  blab  it  out. 
What  'tis  you  are,  and  we  mule  ihortly  be. 
I've  heard  that  fouls  departed  have  fometimes 
Forewarn'dmenoftheirdeath:  'twas kindlydone 
To  knock  and  give  th1  alarm.    But  what  means 
This  ftinted  charity?  'tis  but  lame  kindnefs 
That  doesits  work  by  halves.  Why  might  you  not 
Tell  us  what  'tis  10  die?     Do  the  Unci  laws 
Of  your  fociety  forbid  your  fpeaking 
Upon  a  point  fo  nice  ?     I'll  afk  no  more ; 
Sullen  like  lamps  in  fepulchres,  your  mine 
Enlightens  butyourfelves:  well — 'tis  no  matter: 
A  very  little  time  will  clear  up  all, 
And  make  us  learn'd  as  you  are,  and  as  clofe. 
Death's  (hafts  fly  thick !  Here  falls  the  village 
iwain,  [round, 

And  there  his  pamper'd  lord !     The  cup  goes 
And  who  fo  artful  as  to  put  it  by  ? 
'Tis  long  fince  death  had  the  majority; 
Yet,  ftrange  !  the  living  lay  it  not  to  heart. 
See  yonder  maker  of  the  dead  man's  bed, 
The  fexton,  hoary -headed  chronicle! 


A  gentle  tear ;  with  mattock  in  his  hand     [ance 
Digs  thro'  whole  rows  of  kindred  and  acquaint- 
By  far  his  juniors !  Scarce  a  fcull  's  caft  up, 
But  well  he  knew  its  owner,  and  can  tell 
Some  parTdge  of  his  life.   Thus,  hand  in  hand, 
The  fot  has  walk'd  with  death  twice  twenty  years} 
Andyet  ne'er younker  on  the  greenlaughslouder, 
Or  clubs  a /muttier  tale ;  when  drunkards  meet, 
Nene  fings  a  merrier  catch,  or  lends  a  hand  £not 
More  xvillingto  his  cup.    Poor  wretch  !  he  minds 
That  foon  fome  trufty  brother  of  the  trade 
Shall  do  for  him  what  he  has  done  for  thou  lands. 
On  this  fide,  and  on  that,  men  lee  their  friends 
Drop  off,  like  leaves  in  autumn  ;  yet  launch  out 
Into  fantaftic  fchemes,  which  three  long  livers 
In  the  world's  hale  and  undegen'rate  days 
Could  fcarce  have  leifure  for;  fools  that  we  are ! 
Never  to  think  of  death  and  of  ourfelves 
At  the  fame  time !  as  if  to  learn  to  die 
Were  no  concern  of  ours.   O  more  than  fottilh. ! 
For  creatures  of  a  day,  in  gamefome  mood 
To  frclic  on  eternity's  dread  brink, 
Unapprehensive ;  when  for  aught  we  know 
The  very  firft  fwoln  furge  (hall  iweep  us  in. 
Think  we,  or  think  we  not,  time  hurries  on 
With  a  refiftlefs  unremitting  ftream, 
Yet  treads  more  foft  than  c*er  did  midnight  thief, 
That  Hides  his  hand  under  the  mifer's  pillow, 
And  carries  oil  his  prize.    What  is  this  world  ? 
What  but  a  fpacious  burial-field  unwall'd, 
Strew'd  with  death's  fpoils,  the  fpoils  of  animals, 
Savage  and  tame,  and  full  of  dead  men's  bones  ? 
The  very  turf  on  which  we  tread  once  liv'dj 
And  we  that  live  muft  lend  our  carcafes 
To  cover  our  own  offspring:  in  their  turns 
They  too  muft  cover  theirs.    'Tis  here  all  meet! 
The  miv'ring  Icelander,  and  fun-burnt  Moor  j 


Men  of  all  climes,  that  never  met  before  j 
Andofailcreeds,theJew,theTurk,theChriftian. 
Here  the  proud  prince,  and  favourite  yet  prouder, 
His  fov'reign's  keeper,  and  the  people's  i'courge, 
Are  huddled  out  of  fight.     Here 'lie  abafh'd 
The  great  negotiators  of  the  earth, 
And  celebrated  mailers  of  the  balance, 
Deep  read  in  ftratagems,  and  wiles  of  courts: 
Now  vain  their  treaty-fkill !  Death  fcorns  to  treat. 
Here  the  o'erloaded  flave  flings  down  his  burthen 
From  his  gall'd  fhoulders;  and  when  the  cruel 

tyrant, 
With  all  his  guards  and  tools  of  pow'r  about  him 
Is  meditating  new  unheard-of  hardftiips, 
Mocks  his  fhortarm,and quick asthoughtefcapes, 
Where  tyrants  vex  not,  and  the  weary  reft. 
Here  the  warm  lover,  leaving  the  cool  made, 
The  tdl-tale  echo,  and  the  bubbling  ftream, 
Time  out  of  mind  the  fa-v'rite  feats  of  love,    : 
Faft  by  his  gentle  miftrefs  lays  him  down 
Unblafted  by  foul  tongue.  Here  friends  and  foes 
Lie  clofe,  unmindful  of  their  former  feuds. 
The  lawn-rob'd  prelate,  and  plain  prefbyter, 
Ere  while  that  ftood  aloof,  as  fliy  to  meet, 
Familiar  mingle  here,  like  fifter-ftreams 
That  fome  rude  interpofing  rock  had  fpHt. 


Of  hard  unmeaning  face,  down  which  ne'er  ftole  Here  is  the  large-limb'd  peafaritj  here  the  child 
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Of  a  fpan  long,  that  never  faw  tke  fun, 
Nor  prefs'd  the  nipple,  ftrangled  in  life's  porch : 
Here  is  the  mother  with  her  ions  and  daughters  j 
The  barren  wife:  the  long-demurring  maid, 
Whole  lonely  unappropriated  fweets 
Smil'd  like  yon  knot  of  eowflips  on  the  cliff, 
Not  to  be  come  at  by  the  willing  hand. 
Here  are  the  prude  icvtte,  and  gay  coquette, 
The  ibber  widow,  and  the  young  green  virgin* 
Cropp'd  like  a  rofe  before  'tis  fully  blown, 
Or  half  its  worth  difclos'd*  Strange  medley  here  I 
Here  garrulous  old  age  winds  up  his  tale ; 
And  jovial  youth,  of  lightfome  vacant  heart, 
Whofe  ev'ry  day  was  made  of  melody,    [(hrew, 
Hears  not  the  voice  of  mirth;  the  fhrill  tongued 
Meek  as  the  turtle-dove,  forgets  her  chiding. 
Here  are  the  wife,  the  gen'rous,  and  the  brave  j 
The  jull,  the  good,  the  worthlefs,  the  profane, 
The  downright  clown,  and  perfectly  well-bred  j 
The  fool,  the  churl,  the  fcoundrel,  and  the  mean, 
The  fupple  ftatefman,  and  the  patriot  fternj 
The  wrecks  of  nations,  and  the  fpoils  of  time, 
With  all  the  lumber  of  fix  thoufand  years. 

Poor  man  !  how  happy  once  in  thy  firft  ftate ! 
When  yet  but  warm  from  thy  greatMaker*s  hand, 
He  ftamp'd  thee  with  his  image,  and  well  pleas'd 
Smil'd  on  his  laft  fair  work  !  Then  all  was  well. 
Sound  was  the  body,  and  the  foul  ferene; 
Like  two  fweet  inftruments  ne'er  out  of  tune, 
That  play  their  feveral  parts.  Nor  head,nor  heart, 
Ofrer'd  to  ache ;  nor  was  there  caule  they  Ihould, 
For  all  was  pure  within :  no  fell  remorfe, 
Nor  anxious  caftings  up  of  what  may  be, 
Alarm'd  his  peaceful  bofom  :  fummer  feat 
Shew  not  more  fmooth  when  kifs'd  by  fouthern 
Juft  ready  to  expire.  Scarce  importun'd,  [winds, 
The  gen'rous  foil  with  a  luxuriant  hand 
Otfer'd  the  various  produce  of  the  year, 
And  ev'ry  thing  moft  perfect  in  its  kind. 
Jileffed,  thrice  blefled  days!  but  ah,  how  Ihort ! 
Blel'sM  as  the  pleating  dreams  of  holy  men, 
Lut  fugitive,  like  thofe,  and  quickly  gone. 
O  AippVy  Hate  of  things  !   What  fudden  turns, 
What  ftrange  vicifiitudes,  in  the  firft  leaf 
Of  man's  fad  hiftory  !  to-day  molt  happy ; 
And,ere  to-morrow  s  fun  has  let,  moft  abjecr. ! 
How  fcan:  the  fpace  between  thele  vail  extremes! 
Thus  far'd  it  with  our  Sire  i  not  long  he  enjoy'd 
His  paradiie  !   Icarce  liad  the  happy  tenant 
Of  the  fair  fpot  due  time  to  prove  its  fweets, 
Or  fun)  them  up,  when  {fraught  lie  muft  be  gone, 
Ne'er  to  return  again.     And  mult  he  go  ? 
Can  nought  compound  for  the  lirft  dire  offence 
Of  erring  man  ?    Like  one  that  is  condemn \1, 
Fain  would  he  tritle  time  with  idle  talk, 
And  parley  with  his  fate.     But  'tis  in  vain. 
Not  all  the  la-vifh  odours  of  the  place, 
Otfer'd  in  incenfe,  can  procure  his  pardon, 
Or  mitigate  his  doom.     A  mighty  angel 
With  flaming  fword  forbids  his  longer  ftay, 
And  drives  the  loit'rer  forth  j  nor  muft  he  take 
One  lalt  and  fartwel  round.     At  once  he  loft 
His  ffarf  amt his  God.     If  mortal  now, 
A;v.;.';:.>rejy  taairis'*i .  uo  wonder !  Man  has  linn'd 
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Sick  of  his  blifs,  and  bent  on  new  adventures,- 

Evil  he  would  needs  try:  nor  tried  in  vain. 

(  Dreadful  experiment!  deftractive  nteafurfl  ! 

Where  the  worft  thing  could  happen,  is  fuccels.; 

Ala«!   too  well  he  fperl :  the  good  he  fcorn'd ' 

Stalk'd  off  feluftant,  like  an  ill-us'd  ghoft, 

Not  to  return ;  or,  if  it  did,  its  vilits 

Like  thole  of  angels  fhort,  and  tar  between  : 

Whilfttheblackdamion.withhishdl-fcap'dtrain, 

Admitted  once  into  its  better  reonfj 

Grew  loud  and  mutinous,  nor  would  be  gone ; 

Lording  it  o'er  the  man,  who  now  too  tart 

Saw  the  rafh  error  which  he  could  not  mend ; 

An  error  fatal  not  to  him  alone, 

But  to  his  future  fons,  his  fortune's  heirs. 

Inglorious  bondage  !  human  nature  groans 

Beneath  a  vaffalage  Co  vile  and  cruel, 

And  its  vaft  body  bleeds  through  ev'ry  vein. 

Whathavock  haft  thou  made,foul  monfter,Sin * 
Greateft  and  firft  of  ills  !  the  fruitful  parent 
OC  woes  of  all  dimenfions !  but  for  thee 
Sorrow  had  never  beeu.    All  noxious  things 
Of  vileft  nature,  other  forts  of  evils, 
Are  kindly  circumfcrib'd,and  have  theirbounds. 
The  fierce  volcano,  from  its  burning  entrails 
That  belches  molten  (lone  and  globes  of  fire, 
Involv'd  in  pitchy  clouds  of  fmoke  and  flench , 
Mars  the  adjacent  fields  for  fome  leagues  round, 
And  there  it  flops.    The  big-fwoln  inundation, 
Of  mifchief  more  diffufive,  raving  loud, 
Buries  whole  tracts  of  country,threatvningmorej 
But  that  too  has  its  more  it  cannot  pals. 
More  dreadful  far  than  thefc,  Sin  has  laid  wafte, 
Not  here  and  there  a  country,  but  a  world  j 
Difpatching  at  a  wide-extended  blow 
Entire  mankind,  and  for  their  fakes  defacing 
A  whole  creation's  beauty  with  rude  hands ; 
Bialting  the  fruitful  grain,  the  loaded  branches, 
And  marking  all  along  its  way  with  ruin* 
Accitrfed  thing !  O  where  fhall  fancy  find 
A  proper  name  to  call  thee  by,  expreliive 
Of  all  thy  horrors  ?  pregnant  womb  of  ills ! 
Of  temper  fo  tranfeendantly  malign, 
That  toads  and  ferpents  of  moft  deadly  kind 
Compar'd  to  thee  are  harmlefs.    Sickneflts 
Of  ev'ry  fize  and  fymptoirt,  racking  pains, 
And  blueft  plagues  are  thine  I  See  how  the  fiend 
Profufely  fcatters  the  contagion  round  !  [heels, 
Whilft  deep-mouth'd  flaughter,  bellowing  at  her 
Wades  deepin  blood  new  fpilt;  yet  for  to-morrow 
Shapes  out  new  work  of  great  Uncommon  daring, 
And  inly  pines  till  the  dread  blow  is  ftruck. 

But  hold !  I've  gone  too  far;  too  much  di  .'cover  *d 
My  father's  nakednefs,  and  nature's  fhame. 
Here  let  me  mule!  and  drop  an  honeft  teaty 
One  burft  of  filial  duty,  and  condolence, 
O'er  all  thofe  ample  delerts  Death  has  fpread, 
This  chaos  of  mankind.     O  great  man-eater  1 
Whofe  evVy  day  is  carnival,  not  fated  yetl 
Unheard-of  epicure!  without  a  fellow  ! 
The  verieft  gluttons  do  not  always  cram  j 
Some  intervals  of  abftinence  are  fought 
To  edge  the  appetite:  theu  leekeft  none. 
Methinksthecoui:tlelsfwarmsthouhaftdevour*d, 

And 
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And  thoufonds  that  each  hour  thou  gobbled  up, 
This,  lefs  than  this,  might  gorge  thee  to  the  full. 
But,  ah  !  rapacious  itili,  thou  gap'lt  tor  more  : 
Like  one,  whole  days  defrauded  of  his  meals, 
On  whom  lank  hunger  lay3  his  ikinny  hand, 
And  whets  to  keenelt  eagernefs  his  cravings 
(As  if  Difeafes,  MalVacres,  and  Poifon, 
Famine  and  War,  were  not  thy  caterers)  ! 

But  know  that  thou  muftrender  up  thy  dead, 
And  with  high  interelt  too !  they  are  not  thine ; 
But  only  in  thy  keeping  for  a  feafon, 
Till  the  great  promis'd  day  of  reftitution; 
When  loud  diffufive  found  from  brazen  trump 
Of  ftrong-lung'd  cherub  ihall  alarm  thy  captives, 
And  roufe  the  long,  long  fleepers  into  life, 
Day-light,  and  liberty. 


Then  muft  thy  gates  fly  open,  and  reveal 
The  mines  that  lay  long  forming  under  ground, 
In  their  dark  cells  immur'd ;  but  now  full  ripe, 
And  pure  as  iilver  from  the  crucible, 
That  twice  has  ftood  the  torture  of  the  fire, 
And  inquiiition  of  the  forge.     We  know, 
Th'  Illuftrious  Deliverer  of  mankind, 
The  Son  of  God,  thee  foil'd.     Him  in  thy  pow'r 
Thou  couldft  not  hold:  felf- vigorous  he  rofe, 
And,  making  off  thy  fetters,  foon  retook 
Thole  fpoils  his  voluntary  yielding  lent. 
(Sure  pledge  of  our  releafement  from  thy  thrall ! ) 
Twice  twenty  days  he  fojourn'd  here  on  earth, 
And  fhew'd  himlelf  alive  tochofen  wrtnelfes 
By  proofs  fo  llrong,  that  the  molt  llow  aflenting 
Had  not  a  fcruple  left.     This  having  done, 
He  mounted  up  to  heav'n.     Methinks  I  fee  him 
Climb  the  aerial  heights,  and  glide  along 
Athwart  the  fevering  clouds :  but  the  faint  eye, 
Flung  backward  in  the  chace,foon  drops  its  hold, 
Difabled  quite,  and  jaded  with  purfuing. 
Heaven's  portals  wide  expand  to  let  him  in  ; 
Nor  are  his  friends  (hut  out :  as  fome  great  prince 
Not  for  himlelf  alone  procures  admiffion, 
But  for  his  train ;  it  was  his  royal  will, 
That  where  he  is,  there  mould  his  followers  be. 
Death  only  lies  between  !  a  gloomy  path ! 
Made  yet  more  gloomy  by  our  coward  fears ! 
But  not  untrod,  nor  tedious :  the  fatigue 
Will  foon  go  off.     Befides,  there  's  no  by-road 
To  blifs.  Then  why,likeill-condit;on'd  children, 
Start  we  at  tranfient  hardmips  in  the  way 
That  leads  to  purer  air  and  fofter  fkies, 
And  a  ne'er-fetting  fun  ?  Fools  that  we  are  1 
We  v/ifh  to  be  where  fweets  unwith'ring  bloom ; 
But  ftrait  our  with  revoke,  and  will  not  go. 
So  have  I  feen,  upon  a  fummer's  even, 
Fall  by  a  riv'let's  brink  a  younglter  play ! 
How  wilhfully  he  looks  to  ftem  the  tide ! 
This  moment  refolute,  next  unrefolv'd, 
At  laft  he  dips  his  foot ;  but  as  he  dips 
His  fears  redouble,  and  he  rtms  away 
From  th'  inoffenfive  ftream,  unmindful  now 
Of  all  the  now'rs  that  paint  the  further  bank, 
And  fmil'd  fo  fweet  of  late.    Thrice  welcome 
That,aftermany  apainful  bleeding  ftep,  [Death  I 
Conduces  us  to  our  home,  and  lands  us  fafe 
On  the  loag  wi&'d-for  Ciore,  Prodigious  change ! 


i  Our  bane  turn'd  to  a  blefling !    Death  difarm'd 
Loies  his  fellneis  quite ;  all  rhanks  to  Him 
Who  fcourg'd  the  venom  out !  Sure  the  laft  end 
Of  the  good  man  is  peace.     How  calm  his  exit ! 
Night-dews  fall  not  more  gently  to  the  ground* 
Nor  weary  worn-out  winds  expire  fo  foft. 
Behold  him  1  in  the  ev'ning-tide  of  life, 
A  life  well-fpent,  whole  early  care  it  was, 
His  riper  years  (hould  not  upbraid  his  green: 
By  unperceiv'd  degrees  he  wears  away; 
Yet  like  the  fun  feems  larger  at  his  fetting! 
High  in  his  faith  and  hopes,look !  how  he  reaches 
After  the  prize  in  view  !  and,  like  a  bird 
That's  hamper'd,  ftruggles  hard  to  get  away  ! 
Whilft  the  glad  gates  of  fight  are  wide  expanded 
To  let  new  glories  in,  the  firft  fair  fruits 
Of  the  faft-coming  harveft  !    Then !  O  then  I 
Each  earth-born  joy  grows  vile,  or  difappears, 
Shrunk  to  a  thing  of  nought.     O  how  he  longs 
To  have  his  paifport  iign'd,  and  be  difmifs'd  ! 
'Tis  done,  and  now  he's  happy  !  The  glad  foul 
Has  not  a  wifli  uncrown'd.     Ev'n  the  lag  fleih 
Refts  too  in  hope  of  meeting  once  again 
Its  better  half,  never  to  lunder  more. 
Nor  (hall  it  hope  in  vain :  the  time  draws  on 
When  not  a  fingle  fpot  of  burial-earth, 
Whether  on  land,  or  in  the  fpacious  fea, 
But  mull  give  back  its  long  committed  duft 
Inviolate:  and  faithfully  mail  thefe 
Make  up  the  full  account  ;  not  the  leaft  atom 
Embezzled,  or  miflaid,  of  the  whole  tale. 
Each  foul  mail  have  a  body  ready-furnihVd ; 
And  each  mail  have  his  own.  Hence,yeprophane! 
Afk  not,  how  this  can  be?  Sure  the  lame  pow'r 
That  rear'd  the  piece  at  firft,  and  took  it  down, 
Can  re-aflemble  the  loofe  fcatter'd  parts, 
And  put  them  as  they  were.     Almighty  God 
Has  done  much  more;  nor  is  his  arm  impair'd 
Thro*  length  of  days ;  and  what  he  can  he  will  i 
His  faithfulnefs  Hands  bound  to  fee  it  done. 
When  the  dread  trumpet  founds,  the  flumb'ring 
Not  unattentive  to  the  call,  fhall  wake ;     [duft, 
And  ev'ry  joint  polfefs  its  proper  place, 
With  a  new  elegance  of  form,  unknown 
To  its  firft  ftate.     Nor  mail  the  confcious  foul 
Miftake  its  partner;  but  amidil  the  crowd, 
Singling  its  other  half,  into  its  arms 
Shall  rum,  with  all  the  impatience  of  a  man 
That's  new  come  home,  who  having  long  been 

abfent, 
With  hafte  runs  over  ev'ry  different  room, 
Tn  pain  to  fee  the  whole.  Thrice  happy  meeting ! 
-Nor  time,  nor  death,  lhall  ever  part  them  more. 

'Tis  but  a  night,  a  long  and  moonlefs  night ; 
We  make  the  grave  our  bed,  and  then  are  gone. 

Thus,  at  the  (hut  of  even,  the  weary  bird 

Leaves  the  wide  air,  and  in  fome  lonely  break 

Cow'rs  down,  and  dofes  till  the  dawn  of  day ; 

Then  claps  his  well-fledg'd  wings,  and  bears 

away. 


§  40.  Happinefs  to  befoundin  Virtu?  tdont.    Pope. 

Know  then  this  truth  (enough  for  man  to 

"  Virtue  alone  is  Happinefs  below."      [know} 
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The  only  point  where  human  blifs  ftands  ftill, 
And  takes  the  good  without  the  fall  to  ill ; 
Where  only  Merit  conftant  pay  receives, 
Is  bleft  in  what  it  takes,  and  what  it  gives ; 
The  joy  unequal'd  if  its  end  it  gain, 
And,  if  it  lofe,  attended  with  no  pain: 
Without  fatiety,  tho'  e'er  fo  blefs'd, 
And  but  more  relifh'd  as  the  more  dilirefs'd. 
The  broadeft  mirth  unfeeling  Folly  wears, 
Lefs  pleafmg  far  than  Virtue's  very  tears : 
Good  from  each  object,  from  each  place  ac- 
Tor  ever  exercis'd,  yet  never  tir'd;       [quir'd, 
Never  elated  while  one  man  's  opprefs'd  ; 
Never  dejected  while  another 's  blefs'd ; 
And  where  no  wants,  no  wifhes  can  remain, 
Since  but  to  wifh  more  Virtue  is  to  gain. 

See  !  the  fole  blifs  Heav'n  could  on  all  bellow, 
Which  who  but  feels  can  tafte  ;  but  thinks,  can 

know : 
Yet  poor  with  fortune,  and  with  learning  blind, 
The  bad  muftmifs ;  the  good,untaught,will  find; 
Slave  to  no  feci,  who  takes  no  private  road, 
But  looks  thro'  Nature  up  to  Nature's  God; 
Purfues  that  chain  which  linke  th'  immenfe 

defign, 
Joins  heav'n  and  earth,  and  mortal  and  divine ; 
Sees,  that  no  being  any  blifs  can  know, 
But  touches  fome  above,  and  fome  below ; 
Learns  from  this  union  of  the  riling  whole, 
The  firft,  laft  purpofe  of  the  human  foul ; 
And  knows  where  Faith,  Law,  Morals,  a  11  began, 
All  end  in  Love  of  God,  and  Love  of  Man. 

For  him  alone,  Hope  leads  from  goal  to  goal, 
And  opens  ftill,  and  opens  on  his  foul ; 
Till  lerigthen'd  on  to  Faith,  and  unconfin'd, 
It  pours  the  blifs  that  fills  up  all  the  mind. 
Ke  fees  why  Nature  plants  in  Man  alone 
Hope  of  known  blifs,  and  faith  in  blifs  unknown 
(Nature,  whofe  dictates  to  no  other  kind 
Are  giv'n  in  vain,  but  what  they  feek  they  find)  : 
Wile  is  her  prefent;  fhe  connects  in  this 
His  greateft  Virtue  with  his  greatell  Blifs ; 
At  once  his  own  bright  profpect  to  be  bleft, 
And  ftrongeft  motive  to  affift  the  reft. 

Self-love  thus  pufh'd  to  focial,  to  divine, 
Gives  thee  to  make  thy  neighbour's  bleffing 
Is  this  too  little  for  the  boundlefs  heart  ?  [thine. 
Extend  it,  let  thy  enemies  have  part : 
Grafp  the  whole  worlds  of  Reafon,  Life,  and 
In  one  clofe  fyftem  of  Benevolence:       [Senfe, 
Happier  as  kinder,  in  whate'er  degree, 
And  height  of  Blifs  but  height  of  Charity. 
God  loves  from  Whole  to  Parts:  but  human 
Mult  rife  from  Individual  to  the  Whole,    [foul 
Self-love  but  ferves  tK  virtuous  mind  to  wake, 
As  the  fmall  pebble  ftirs  the  peaceful  lake; 
The  center  mov'd,  a  circle  ftraight  fucceeds, 
Another  ftill,  and  ftill  another  fpreads ; 
Friend. ^parent,  neighbour,  firft  it  will  embrace ; 
His  country  next ;  and  next  all  human  race  . 
Wide  and  more  wide,th' o'erflowings  of  the  min 
Take  ev'ry  creature  in,  of  ev'ry  kind; 
F.arth  fmiles  around,withboundlefsbountybleft, 
And  Heav'n  beholds  its  image  in  his  breaft. 


§  48.     On  the  Eternity  of  the  Supreme  Being. 

Smart. 

Hail,  wondrous  Being,  who  in  pow'r  fu- 
preme 
Exifts  from  everlafting !  whofe  great  name 
.Oeep  in  the  human  heart,  and  ev'ry  atom 
The  Air,  the  Earth,  ora'/.ure  Main  contains, 
In  undecvpher'd  characters  is  wrote — 
hicomprehenfwL  I — O  what  can  words, 
The  weak  interpreters  of  mortal  thoughts, 
Or  what  can  thcughts(tho'  wild  ofwing  they  rove 
Thro'  the  vaft  concave  of  th'  aethereal  round)  ? 
If  to  the  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns  they  wing  their  way 
Advent'rous,  like  the  birds  of  night  they're  loft, 
And  delug'd  in  the  flood  of  dazzling  day. — 

May  then  the  youthful,  uninfpired  Bard 
Prefume  to  hymn  th'  Eternal  ?  may  he  foar 
Where  Seraph  and  where  Cherubim  on  high 
Refound  th'  unceafing  plaudits,  and  with  them 
In  the  grand  chorus  mix  his  feeble  voice  ? 

He  may — if  thou,  who  from  the  witlefs  babe 
Ordaineft  honour,  glory,  ftrength,  and  praife, 
Uplift  th'  unpinion'd  Mule,  and  deign'ft  to  aflift, 
Great  Poet  of  the  Univerfe !  his  fong. 

Before  this  earthly  Planet  wound  her  courfe 
Round  Light's  perennial  fountain  ;  before  Light 
Herfelf  'gan  fhine,  and  at  th'  infpiring  word 
Shot  to  exiftence  in  a  blaze  of  day ; 
Before  "  the  Morninr-Stars  together  fans:," 
And  hail'd  Thee  architect  of  countlefs  worlds  j 
Thou  art — All -glorious,  All-beneficent, 
All  Wifdom  and  Omnipotence  Thou  art. 

But  is  the  sera  of  Creation  fix'd 
At  when  theie  worlds  began?  Could  aught  retard 
Goodnefs,  that  knows  no  bounds,  from  blefiing 
Or  keep  th'  immenfe  Artificer  in  iloth  ?     [ever, 
Avaunt  the  duft-directed  crawling  thought, 
That  Puiflance  immeafurably  vaft, 
And  Bounty  inconceivable,  could  reft 
Content,  exhaufted  with  one  week  of  action ! 
No — in  th'  exertion  of  thy  righteous  pow'r, 
Ten  thoufand  times  more  a£tive  than  the  Sun, 
Thou  reign'd,and  with  a  mighty  hand  compos'd 
Syftems  innumerable,  matchlefs  all, 
All  ftampt  with  thine  uncounterfeited  feal. 

But  yet  (if  ftill  to  more  ftupendous  heights 
TheMufe  unblarn'd  her  aching  fenfe  may  ftrain) 
Perhaps  wrapt  up  in  contemplation  deep, 
The  beft  of  Beings  on  the  nobleft  theme 
Might  ruminate  at  leifure,  fcope  immenfe  r 
Th'  Eternal  Pow'r  and  Godhead  to  explore, 
And  with  itfelf  th'  OmnifcienC  Mind  replete. 
This  were  enough  to  fill  the  boundlefs  All. 
This  were  a  Sabbath  Worthy  the  Supreme! 
Perhaps  enthron'd  amidft  a  choicer  few 
Of  fpirits  inferior,  he  might  greatly  plan 
The  two  prime  Pillars  of  the  Univerfe, 
Creation  and  Redemption — and  awhile 
Paufe — with  the  grand  prefentiments  of  glory  1 
'''■  -haps — but  all  's  c   njecture  he/e  below, 

i  ignorance,  anu  felf-plum'd  vanity — 
O  Thou,  whole  ways  to  wonder  at  '*  diftruft, 

Whom, 
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Whom  to  defcribe  *s  prefumption  (all  we  can, 
And  all  we  may),  be  glorified,  be  prais'd.  [rim, 

A  day  ihall  come,  when  all  this  Earth  (hall  pe- 
Nor  leave  behind  ev'n  Chaos  5  it  (hall  come, 
When  all  the  armies  of  the  elements 
Shall  waragainft  themfeives,  and  mutual  rage, 
To  make  Perdition  triumph;  it  ihall  come, 
When  the  capacious  atmofphere  above 
Shall  in  fulohureous  thunders  groan,  and  die, 
And  vanifh  into  void;   the  earth  beneath 
Shall  fever  to  the  centre,  and  devour 
Th'  enormous  blaze  of  the  deftru£tive  flames. 
Ye  rocks  that  mock  the  ravings  of  the  floods, 
And  proudly  frown  upon  th'  impatient  deep, 
Where  isyourgrandeurnow?  Ye  foaming  waves, 
That  all  along  th'  immenfe  Atlantic  roar, 
In  vain  ye  ("well;  will  a  few  drops  fufEce 
To  quench  the  inextinguiihable  fire  ?     [cedars, 
Ye  mountains,  onwholecloud-crown'd  tops  the 
Are  leiTen'd  into  fhrubs,  magnific  piles. 
That  prop  the  painted  chamber  of  the  heavens, 
And  fix  the  earth  continual ;  Athos,  where  ? 
Where,  Tenerif,  's  thy  liatelinefs  to-day  ? 
What,  ./Etna,  are  thy  flames  to  thefe  ?  No  more 
Than  the  poor  glow-worm  to  the  golden  fun. 

Nor  (hall  the  verdant  valleys  then  remain 
Safe  in  their  meek  fub million  ;  they  the  debt 
Of  nature  and  of  juftice  too  mult  pay. 
Yet  I  mult  weep  for  you,  ye  rival  fair, 
Arno  and  Andalulia;  but  for  thee 
More  largely,  and  with  filial  tears  mull  we 

0  Albion  !   O  my  country  !  Thou  mult  join, 
In  vain  diffever'd  from  the  reft,  muit  join 
The  terrors  of  th"  inevitable  ruin. 

Nor  thou,  illuflrious  monarch  of  the  day  ; 
Nor  thou,  fair  queen  of  night;  nor  you,  ye  (tars, 
Tho'  million  leagues  and  million  (hil  remote, 
Shall  yet  furvive  that  day;  ye  mud  fubmit, 
Sharers,  not  bright  fpeel ators  of  the  fcene. 

But  tho'  the  Earth  ihall  to  the  centre  perifh, 
Nor  leave  behind  ev'n  Chaos ;  tho1  the  air 
With  all  the  elements  mull  pais  away, 
Vain  as  an  idiot's  dream  ;  tho'  the  hn^e  rocks, 
That  brandiih  the  tall  cedars  on  their  tops, 
With  humbler  vales  mult  to  perdition  yield  ; 
Tho'  the  gilt  Sun,  and  filver-trelTed  Moon, 
With  all  her  bright  retinue,  mull  be  loft: 
Yet  Thou,  Great  Father  of  the  world,  furviv'ft 
Eternal,  as  thou  wert.     Yet  (till  furvives 
The  foul  of  man  immortal,  perfect  now, 
And  candidate  for  unexpiring  joys. 

He  comes !  he  comes !  the  awful  trump  I  hear; 
The  flaming  fword's  intolerable  blaze 

1  fee!  He  comes!  th'  Archangel  from  above. 
"  Arife,  ye  tenants  of  the  iilcnt  grave, 

"  Awake  incorruptible,  and  ari 

"  From  ealt  to  weir,  from  the  Antarctic  pole 

"  To  regions  Hyperborean,  all  ye  forts, 

"  Ye  fons  of  Adam,  and  ye  heirs  of  heaven — 

u  xArife,  ye  tenants  of  the  filent  grave, 

"  Awake  incorruptible,  and  arile,"  * 

'Tis  then,  nor  iooner,  that  the  reftlefs  mind 
Shall  find  itfelf  at  home;  and  like  the  ark, 
Fix'd  on  the  mountain  top,  (hall  look  aloft 


O'er  the  vague  paflage  of  precarious  life; 
And  winds  and  waves,  and  rocks  and  tempefts, 
Enjoy  the  everlaiting  calm  of  Heav'h:       [paft, 
'Tis  then,  nor  (boner,  that  the  death lefs  foul 
Shall  juftly  know  its  nature  and  its  rife: 
'Tis  then  the  human  tongue,new-tun'd,(hallgive 
Praifes  more  worthy  tbe  Eternal  ear. 
Yetwhat  we  can .  weought; — andthereforeThou, 
Pur  e  Thou  my  heart,  Omnipotent  and  G^od  ! 
Purge  Thou  my  heart  with  hyiibp,  left,  like  Cain, 
[  offer  fruitlels  facrifice,  and  with  gifts 
Offend,  and  not  propitiate  the  Ador'd. 
Tho1  Gratitude  were  blelt  with  ail  the  powers 
Her  burlting  heart  could  long  for;  tho'  the  f  wirt, 
The  fiery  wing'd  Imagination  foar'd 
Beyond  Ambition's  wi(h — yet  all  were  vain 
To  fpeak  him  as  he  is,  who  is  ineffable. 
Yet  (till  let  Reafon  thro'  the  eye  of  Faith 
View  him  with  fearful  love ;  letTruth  pronounce, 
And  Adoration  on  her  bended  knee, 
With  heav'n-di reeled  hands,  confefs  his  reign, 
And  let  the  angelic,  archangclic  band, 
With  all  the  holts  of  Heaven,  cherubic  forms, 
And  forms  feraphic,  with  their  iilver  trump 
And  golden  lyres  attend : — "  For  thou  art  holy, 
"  For  thou  art  one,  th'  Eternal,  who  alone 
"  Exerts  all  goodnefs,andtranicendsa]lpraifer* 
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Once  more  I  daretoroufethe  founding itnng, 
The  Poet  of  my  God — Awake,  my  glory, 
Awake,  my  lute  and  harp — rnyfHf  (hall  wake, 
Soon  as  the  (lately  night-exploding  bird 
In  lively  hy  lings  weifcome  to  the  dawn. 

Lift  ye !  howNature  with  ten  thousand  tongues 
Begins  the  grand  thanksgiving,  Hail,  all  hail, 
Ye  tenants  of  the  foreft  and  the  field  ! 
My  fellow  fubjicls  of  th'  Eternal  King, 
I  gladly  join  your  matins,  and  with  you 

(s  his  pre:-r.ce,  and  report  his  praiie. 

O  Thou,  who  or  the  lambkin,  or  the  dove, 
When  offer1  d  by  the  lowly,  meek  and  poor, 
Prefer'ft  to  pride's  whole  hecatomb,  accept 
This  mean  Elfay,  nor  from  thy  tfeafure-houfe 
Of  glory  immenfe  the  Orphan's  mite  exclude. 

What  tho' the  Almighty's  regal  thronebe  rais'd 
High  o'er  yon  azure  Heaven's  exalted  dome, 
?»y  mortal  eye  unkenn'd — where  Ealt  nor  Weft, 
Nor  South  i.or  bluftering  North  has  breath  to 
Albeit  He  there  with  angel  sand  withlaints[blowj 
Hold  conference,  and  to  his  radiant  hod 
Ev'n  face  to  face  (lands  vifibly  confeft; 
Yet  know,  that  nor  in  prefence  or  in  power 
Shiaes  he  lefs  perfect  here ;  'tis  man's  dim  eye 
That  makes  th1  oblcunty.     He  is  the  lame; 
Alike  in  all  his  univerfe  the  fame. 

•'Whether  the  mind  a]  Ipangled  iky 

Meafures  her  pathlefs  walk,  ftudious  to  view 
The  works  of  vafter  fabric,  where  the  planets 
Weave  their  harmonious  rounds,  their  march,  di- 
still faithful,  ftill  inconftant,  to  the  fun ;  [reeling 
Or  where  the  comer,  thro'  (pace  infinite 
(Tho'  whirling  worlds  oppole  in  globes  of  fire) 
D  Darts, 
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Darts,  like  a  javelin,  to  his  diftant  goal ;     [vens, 
Or  where  in  Heaven  above,  the  Heaven  of  Hea- 
Burn  brighter  funs,  and  goodlier  planets  roll 
With  fatellites  more  glorious — Thou  art  there. 

Or  whether  on  the  ocean's  boifterous  back 
Thou  ride  triumphant,and  with  outftretch'd  arm 
Curb  the  wild  winds  and  difcipline  the  billows, 
The  fuppliant  failor  finds  Thee  there,  his  chief, 
His  only  help — When  Thou  rebuk'ft  the  Itorm, 
It  ceafes — and  the  veflel  gently  glides 
Along  the  glofly  level  of  the  calm. 

O  !  could  I  fearch  the  bofom  of  the  fea, 
Down  the  greatdepth  defcending,there  thy  works 
Would  alfo  fpeak  thy  refidence ;  and  there 
Would  I,  thy  fervant,  like  the  itill  profound, 
Aftonifh'd  into  filence  mufe  thy  praife ! 
Behold !  behold  !  th'  unplanted  garden  round 
Of  vegetable  coral,  fea-flowers  gay,  [torn, 

And  fhrubs  of  amber  from  the  pearl-pav'd  bot- 
Hife  richly  varied,  where  the  finny  race 
In  blithe  fecurity  their  gambols  play : 
While  high  above  their  heads  Leviathan, 
The  terror  and  the  glory  of  the  main, 
His  paftime  takes  with  tranfport,  proud  to  fee 
The  ocean's  vaft  dominion  all  his  own. 

Hence  thro'  the  genial  bowels  of  the  earth 
Eafy  may  fancy  pafs ;  till  at  thy  mines, 
Gani  or  Raolconda,  me  arrive, 
And  from  the  adamant's  imperial  blaze 
Form  weak  ideas  of  her  Maker's  glory. 
Next  to  Pegu  or  Ceylon  let  me  rove, 
Where  the  rich  ruby  (deem'd  by  fages  old 
Of  fov'reign  virtue)  fparkles  ev'n  like  Sinus, 
And  blufhes  into  flames.     Thence  will  I  go 
To  nndermine  the  treafure-fertile  womb 
Of  the  huge  Pyrenean,  to  detect 
The  agate  and  the  deep-intrenched  gem 
Of  kindred  jafper — Nature  in  them  both 
Delights  to  play  the  mimic  on  herfelf; 
And  in  their  veins  fhe  oft  pourtrays  the  forms 
Of  leaning  hills,  of  trees  erect,  and  itreams 
Now  Healing  foftly  nn,  now  thundering  down 
In  defperate  cafcade,  with  flowers  and  beafts, 
And  all  the  living  landfkip  of  the  vale: 
In  vain  thy  pencil,  Claudio  or  Pouflin, 
Or  thine,  immortal  Guido,  would  effay 
Such  fkill  to  imitate— -it  is  the  hand 
OfGodhimielf — for  God  himfelf  is  there,  [vance 
Hence  with  th'  afcending  fprings  let  me  ad- 
Thro*  beds  of  magnets,  minerals,  and  fpar, 
Up  to  the  mountains  fummit,  there  t'  indulge 
Th'  ambition  of  the  comprehenfive  eye, 
That  dares  to  call  th'  horizon  all  her  own. 
'Behold  the  foreft,  and  th'  expanfive  verdure 
Of  yonder  level  lawn,  whofe  fmooth-fhorn  fod 
No  object,  interrupts,  unlefs  the  oak 
His  lordly  head  uprears,  and  branching  arms 
Extends — Behold  in  regal  folitude, 
And  paftoral  magnificence,  he  ftands 
So  fimple,  and  lb  great,  the  under-wood 
Of  meaner  rank  an  awful  diftance  keep. 
Yet  Thou  art  there,  y'  God  himfelf  is  there, 
Ev'n  on  the  bufh  (tho'  not  as  when  to  Moles 
He  fhone  in  burning  majefty  reveal'd). 


Nathlefs  confpicuous  in  the  linnet's  throat 
Is  his  unbounded  goodnefs — Thee  her  Maker, 
Thee  her  Preferver  chants  fhe  in  her  fongj 
While  all  the  emulative  vocal  tribe 
The  grateful  leffon  learn — no  other  voice 
Is  heard,  no  other  found — for,  in  attention 
Buried,  ev'n  babbling  Echo  holds  her  peace. 

Nowfrom  the  plains,where  theunbounded  pro- 
Gives  liberty  her  utmoft  fcope  to  range,    [fpe£t 
Turn  we  to  yon  inclofures,  where  appears 
Chequer'd  variety  in  all  her  forms, 
Which  the  vague  mind  attract,  and  ftill  fufpend 
With  fweet  perplexity.    What  are  yon  towers, 
The  work  of  labouring  men  and  clumfy  art, 
Seen  with  the  ringdove's  neft  ?  On  that  tall  beech 
Her  penfile  houfe  the  feather'd  artift  builds — 
The  rocking  winds  moleft  her  not;  for  fee 
With  fuch  due  poife  the  wond'rous  fabric's  hung. 
That,  like  the  compafs  in  the  bark,  it  keeps 
True  to  itfelf,  and  ftedfaft  ev'n  in  ftorms. 
Thou  idiot,  that  aflerts  there  is  no  God, 
View,  and  be  dumb  for  ever — 
Go  bid  Vitruvius  orPalladio  build 
The  bee  his  manfion,  or  the  ant  her  cave — 
Go  call  Correggio,  or  let  Titian  come     [cherry 
To  paint  the  hawthorn's  bloom,  or  teach  the 
To  blufh  with  juft  vermillion— Hence  away— 
Hence,  ye  profane  !   for  God  himfelf  is  here. 
Vain  were  th'  attempt,  and  impious,  to  trace 
Thro'  all  his  works  th'  Artificer  Divine — 
And  tho*  nor  mining  fun,  nor  twinkling  ftar, 
Bedeck'd  the  crimfon  curtains  of  the  fky; 
Tho'  neither  vegetable,  bead,  nor  bird 
Were  extant  on  the  furface  of  this  ball, 
Nor  lurking  gem  beneath ;  tho'  the  great  fea" 
Slept  in  profound  ftagnatioD,  and  the  air 
Had  left  no  thunder  to  pronounce  its  Maker  j 
Yet  man  at  home,  within  himfelf,  might  find 
The  Deity  immenfe,  and  in  that  frame, 
So  fearfully,  fo  wonderfully  made, 
See  and  adore  his  providence  and  power — » 
I  fee,  and  I  adore — O  God  molt  bounteous  ! 
O  infinite  of  goodnefs  and  of  glory,       [Thee; 
The  knee  that  thou  haft  fhap'd  fhall  bend  to 
The  tongue  which  thou  haft  tun'd  fhall  chant 

thy  praife ; 
And  thine  own  image,  the  immortal  foul, 
Shall  confecrate  herfelf  to  Thee  for  ever. 
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Arise,  divine  Urania,  -with  new  ftrains 
To  hymn  thy  God  !  and  thou,  immortal  Fame^ 
Arife  and  blow  thy  everlafting  trump  ? 
All  glory  to  the  Omnifcient,  and  praife, 
And  power  and  domination  in  the  height ! 
And  thou,  cherubic  Gratitude,  whofe  voice 
To  pious  ears  founds  filverly  fo  fweet, 
Come  with  thy  precious  incenfe,  bring  thy  gifts, 
And  with  thy  choiceft  ftores  the  altar  crown. 
Thou  too,  my  heart,  whom  He,  and  He  alone 
Who  all  things  knows,  can  know,  with  love  re* 
Regenerate,  and  pure,  pour  all  thyfelf     [plete, 

A  living 
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A  living  facrifice  before  his  throne ! 
Anil  may  th'  eternal,  high,  myiterious  tree, 
That  in  the  centre  of thearched  heavens  [branch 
Bears  the  rich  fruit  of  knowledge,  with  fome 
Stoop  to  my  humble  reach,  and  blefs  my  toil ! 
When  in  my  mother's  womb  conceal'd  I  lay, 
A  fenfeleis  embryo,  then  my  foul  thou  knew'il ; 
Knew'il  all  her  future  workings,  every  thought, 
And  every  faint  idea  yet  unform'd. 
When  up  the  imperceptible  aicent 
Of  growing  years,  led  by  thy  hand,  I  rofe, 
Perception's  gradual  light,  that  ever  dawns 
Inienlibly  to-day,  thou  didil  vouchfafe, 
And  taught  me  by  that  reafon  thou  infpir'dft, 
That  what  of  knowledge  in  my  mind  was  low, 
Imperfect,  incorrect, — in  Thee  is  wond'rous, 
Uncircumfcrib'd,  unfearchably  profound, 
And  eilimable  folely  by  itielf.  [brutes. 

What  is  that  fecret  pow'r  that  guides  the 
Which  Ignorance  calls  inltinct !  'Tis  fromThee . 
It  is  the  operation  of  thine  hands, 
Immediate,  in'b.ntaneous ;  'tis  thy  wifdom 
Thatgloriousthinestranf  parent  thro'  thy  works. 
Who  taught  thepye,  or  who  forewarn'd  the  jay, 
To  ihun  the  deadly  nightfuade?  Tho'  the  cherry 
Boalls  not  a  gloilier  hue,  nor  does  the  plum 
Lure  with  more  lecrning  iweets  the  amorous  eye. 
Yet  will  not  the  fagacious  birds,  decoyed 
By  fair  appearance,  touch  the  noxious  fruit. 
They  know  to  talle  is  fatal ;  whence,  alarm'd, 
Swift  on  the  winnowing  winds  they  work  their 

way. 
Go  to,  proud  reafoner,  philofophic  man, 
Haft  thou  fuch  prudence,  thou  fuch  knowledge  ? 
Full  many  a  race  has  fall'n  into  the  fnare   [-—No. 
Of  meretricious  looks,  of  plealing  furface  j 
And  oft  in  dciert  iiles  the  famiih'd  pilgrim, 
By  forms  of  fruit,  and  lulcious  talte,  beguil'd, 
Like  his  forefather  Adam,  eats  and  dies. 
P  or  why  ?  his  wiidom  on  the  leaden  feet 
Of  ilow  Experience,  dully  tedious,  creeps, 
And  comes,  like  vengeance,  after  long  delay. 

The  venerable  iage,  that  nightly  trims 
The  learned  lamp,  t'  investigate  the  powers 
Of  plants  medicinal,  the  earth,  the  air, 
And  the  dark  regions  of  the  fofRl  world, 
Grows  oid  in  following  what  he  ne'er  (hall  find  : 
Studious  in  vain  !  till  haply  at  the  lail 
He  fpies  a  milt,  then  ihapes  it  into  mountains, 
And  bafelefs  fabrics  from  conjecture  builds : 
While  the  domeftic  animal,  that  guards 
At  midnight  hours  his  threfhold,  if  opprefs'd 
By  fudden  licknefs,  at  his  mailer's  feet 
Begs  not  that  aid  his  fervices  might  claim, 
But  is  his  own  phyfician,  knows  the  cafe, 
And  from  th'  emetic  herbage  works  his  cure. 
Hark  !  from  afar  the  feather'd  matron  *  fcreams, 
And  all  her  brood  alarms  !  The  docile  crew 
Accept  the  iignai  one  and  all,  expert 
In  th'  art  of  Nature  and  unlearn'd  deceit: 
Along  the  fod,  in  counterfeited  death, 
Mute,  motionlefs  they  lie ;  full  well  appriz'd 
That  the  rapacious  adverfary's  near. 

*  The  Hen  Turkey. 


But  who  inform'd  herof  th*  approaching  danger? 
Who  taught  the  cautious  mother,  that  the  hawk 
Was  hatch'd  her  foe,and  liv'd  by  herdeltruction? 
Her  own  prophetic  foul  is  active  in  her, 
And  more  than  human  providence  her  guard. 

When  Philomela,  ere  the  cold  domain 
Of  crippled  Winter  'gins  t'  advance,  prepares 
Her  annual  flight,  and  in  fome  poplar  (hade 
Takes  her  melodious  leave,  who  then  *s  her  pilot  ? 
Who  points  her  pallage  thro'  the  j  athlefs  void 
To  realms  from  us  remote,  to  us  unknown  J 
Her  fcience  is  the  fcience  of  her  God. 
Not  the  magnetic  index  to  the  North 
E'erafcertains  her  courfe,  nor  buoy,  nor  beacon : 
She,  Heaven-taught  voyager,  that  fails  in  air, 
Courts  nor  coy  Well  nor  Eait,  but  inllant  knows 
What  Nevvtonor  not  fought,  or  fought  in  vain  f . 

Illullrious  name  !  irrefragable  proof 
Of  man's  vail  genius,  and  the  'oaring  foul ! 
Yet  what  wert  thou  to  Him,  who  knew  his  works 
Before  creation  form'd  them,  long  before 
He  meafur'd  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand 
Th'  exulting  ocean,  and  the  higheil  heavens 
He  comprehended  with  a  fpan,  and  weigh'd 
The  mighty  mountains  in  his  golden  fcalesj 
Who  ihone  fupreme,  who  was  himfelf  the  light, 
Ere  yet  Refraction  learn'd  her  ikill  to  paint, 
And  bend  athwart  the  clouds  herbeauteous  bow. 

When  Knowledge  at  her  father's  dread  com- 
mand 
Refign'd  to  Ifrael's  king  her  golden  key, 
O  !   to  have  join'd  the  frequent  aud  to:s* 
In  wonder  and  delight,  that  whilom  neard 
Great  Solomon  defcanting  on  the  brutes. 
O  !  how  fublimely  glorious  to  apply 
To  God's  own  honour,  and  good-will  to  man, 
That  wii'dom  he  alone  of  men  poifefs'd 
In  plenitude  fo  rich,  and  fcope  fo  rare. 
How  did  he  roufe  the  pamper'd  filken  fons 
Of  bloated  Eafe,  by  placing  to  theii  view 
The  fage  induilrious  Ant,  the  wifeil  infect, 
And  belt  ceconomiil  of  all  the  field ! 
Tho'  ihe  prefumes  not  by  the  folar  orb 
To  meafure  times  and  feafons,  nor  confults 
Chaldean  calculations,  for  a  guide  ; 
Yet,  confeious  that  December's  on  the  march, 
Pointing  with  icy  hand  to  Want  and  Woe, 

waits  his  dire  approach,  and  undifmay'd 
Receives  him  as  a  welcome  gueit,  prepar'd 
Againil  the  churlifh  Winter's  fierceft  blow. 
For  when  as  yet  the  favourable  Sun 
Gives  to  the  genial  earth  th'  enlivening  ray. 
Not  the  poor  fuffering  ilave,  that  hourly  toils 
To  rive  the  groaning  earth  for  ill-fought  gold, 
Endures  fuch  trouble,  fuch  fatigue,  as  me  j 
While  all  her  fubterraneous  avenues,        [meet 
And  ftorm- proof  cells,  with  management  moil 
And  unexampled  houiewifeiy  ihe  forms  : 
Then  to  the  field  me  hies,  and  on  her  back, 
burden  immenfe !  ihe  bears  the  cumbrous  corn. 
Then  many  a  weary  ilep,  and  many  a  ftrain, 
And  many  a  grievous  groan  fubdu'd,  at  length 
Up  the  huge  hill  ihe  hardly  he.ives  it  home, 


t  Tfe  Longitude. 
D  2        * 
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Nor  refh  fhe  here  her  providence,  but  nips 
With  iubtle  tooth  the  grain,  left  from  her  garner 
In  miichievous  fertility  it  lteal, 
And  back  to  day-light  vegetate  its  way. 
Go  to  the  Ant,  thou  fluggard,  If  am  to  live, 
And  by  her  wary  ways  reform  thine  own. 
But  if  thy  deadeivd  fenfe,  and  liitlefs  thought, 
More  glaring  evidence  demand  ;  behold, 
Where  yon  pellucid  populous  hive  prelents 
A  yet  uncopied  model  to  the  world  ! 
There  Machiavei  in  the  reflecting  glafs 
May  read  himtelf  a  fool.     The  chemifc  there 
May  with  altonifhment  invidious  view 
His  toils  outdone  by  each  plebeian  bee, 
Who,  at  the  royal  mandate,  on  the  wing, 
From  various  herbs, and  fromdifcordant  flowers, 
A  perfeft  harmony  of  fweets  compounds. 

A  vaunt,  Conceit !  Ambition,  take  thy  flight 
Back  to  the  Prince  of  vanity  and  air! 
O !  'tis  a  thought  of  energy  molt  piercing ;  [force 
FornTd  to  make  pride  grow  humble  ;  form'd  to 
Its  weight  on  the  reludtant  mind,  and  give  her 
A  true  but  irkfome  image  of  herfelf". 
Woeful  viciflitude !  when  man,  fallen  man, 


'Tis  thy  terrific  voice ;  all  nature  hears  it, 
Awaken'd  and  alarm'd ;  Ihe  fee  Is  its  force  j 
In  every  i'pring  (he  feels  it,  every  wheel, 
And  every  movement  of  her  vale  machine. 
Behold!  quakes  Apennine;  behold  I  recoils 
Athcs;  and  all  the  hoary  headed  Alps 
Leap  from  their  bales  at  the  god-like  found. 
But  what  is  this,  celeltial  tho1  the  note, 
And  proclamation  of  the  reign  lupreme, 
Compared  with  fuch  as,  for  a  mortal  ear 
Too  great,  amaze  the  incorporeal  worlds  ? 
Should  Ocean  to  his  congregated  waves 
Call  in  each  river,  cataract,  and  lake, 
And  with  the  wat'ry  world  down  a  huge  rock 
Fall  headlong  in  one  horrible  cafcade, 
'Twere  but  the  echo  of  the  parting  breeze, 
When  zephyr  faints  upon  the  lily's  bread; 
1  Twere  but  the  ceafing  of  fome  inftrument, 
When  the  laft  lingering  undulation 

iDies  on  the  doubting  ear,  if  nanVd  with  founds 
So  mighty  !   fo  it upendous  !   fo  divine  ! 

But  not  alone  in  the  aerial  vault 
Does  He  the  dread  theocracy  maintain; 

[For  oft,  enrag'd  with  his  interline  thunders, 


WhofirftlromHeaven,fVomgraciousGodhimfelf!He  harrows  up  the  bowels  of  the  earth, 

Learn'd  knowledge  of  the  brutes,  muli  know,  by  j  And  mocks  the  central  magnet — Cities  then 

brutes  j  Totter  on  their  foundations,  ftately  columns, 

In  drafted  and  reproached,  the  fcale  of  being;    j  Magnirk  walls,  and  heaven-affaulting  fpires. 


By  flow  degrees  from  lowly  iteps  afcend, 


What  tho'  in  haughty  eminence  ereft 


And  trace  Omnifcience  upwards  to  its  fpring!  j  Stands  the  ftrong  citadel,  and  frowns  defiance 
Yet  murmur  not,  but  praife — for  tho'  we  ftandjOn  adverfe  holts  ;  tho'  many  a  baltion  jut 


Of  many  a  godlike  privilege  amere'd 
By  Adam's  dire  tranfgreflion  ;  tho'  no  more 
Is  Paradife  our  home,  but  o'er  the  portal 
Hang;  in  terrific  pomp  the  burning  blade; 


Fort!\  from  the  rampart's  elevated  mound ; 
Vain  the  poor  providence  of  human  art, 
And  mortal  ftrength  how  vain  1  while  underneath 
Triumphs  his  mining  vengeance  in  th'  uproar 


Still  with  ten  thouiand  beauties  bloom  the  earth,  Of  (hatter'd  towers,  riven  rocks,  and  mountains, 


Withpleafurespopulous,andwithrichescrown'd 
Still  is  there  fcope  for  wonder  and  for  love 
Ev'n  to  their  laft  exertion — (bowers  of  bleflings 
Far  more  than  human  virtue  can  deferve, 
Or  hope  expeft,  or  gratitude  return. 
Then,  O  ye  people,  O  ye  fons  of  men, 
"Whatever  be  the  colour  of  your  lives, 
Whatever  portion  of  itlelf  his  wifdom 
Shall  deign  t'  allow,  ftill  patiently  abide, 
And  praife  him  more  and  more ;  nor  ceafe  to  chant 
"  All  gloiy  to  th'  Omnifcient,  and  praife, 
*'  And  pow'r,  and  domination  in  the  height ! 
"  And  thou,  cherubic  Gratitude,  whole  voice 
"  To  pious  ears  (bands  filverly  fo  fweet, 
"  Come  with  thy  precious  incenfe,bringthygift?, 
*'  And  with" thy  choicelt  ftoresthe  altar  crown." 

TO.   QESl   AOHA. 


§44.  On  the  Power  of the  Supreme  Being.  Smart. 

"  Tremble,  thou  Earth !"  th'  anointed  poet 
laid,  [mountains  ! 

*' At   God's    bright   prefence ;   tremble  all  ye 
*  And  all  ye  hillocks  on  the  furface  bound  !" 
7  hen  once  again,  ye  glorious  thunders,  roll ! 
1  i  e  Mule  with  trar.lport  hears  ye ;  once  again 
CTonvulfe  the  folid  continent !  and  (hake, 
Grand  mufic  of  Omnipotence,  the  ifles  ! 
"I  is  thy  terrific  voice,  thou  God  of  power, 


With  clamour  inconceivable  uptorn, 
And  hurl'd  ado  wn  th' aby  fs .  Sul  ph  ureou  s  py  ri  tes 
Burlting  abrupt  from  darknefs  into  day, 
With  din  outrageous  and  deltruftive  ire, 
Augment  the  hideous  tumult,  while  it  wounds 
Th'  amiftive  ear,  and  terrifies  the  eye,       [felt, 
And  rends  the  heart  in  twain.     Twice  have  we 
Within  Augufta's  walls,  twice  have  we  felt 
Thy  threatened  indignation;  but  even  Thou, 
Incens'd  Omnipotent,  art  gracious  ever; 
Thy  goodnefs  infinite  but  mildly  warn'd  us, 
With  mercy-blended  wrath;  O  fpare  us  ftill, 
Nor  lend  more  dire  conviction  !    We  confefs 
That  thou  art.  He,  th'  Almighty:  we  believe. 
For  at  thy  righteous  power  whole  fyftems  quake; 
For  at  thy  nod  tremble  ten  thouiand  worlds.  • 

Hark  !   on  the  wing'd  whirlwinds  rapid  rage, 
Which  is  and  is  not  in  a  moment — hark  ! 
On  th"  hurricane's  tempeftuous  fweep  he  rides 
Invincible,  and  oaks,  and  pines,  and  cedars, 
And  forefts  are  no  more.  For,  conf! ift  dreadful! 
The  Weft  encounters  Eaft,  and  Notus  meets 
Jn  his  career  the  Hyperborean  blait. 
The  lordly  lions  (huddering  feek  their  dens, 
And  fly  like  timorous  deer;  the  king  of  birds, 
Who  dar'd  the  folar  ray,  is  weak  of  wing, 
And  faints,andfalls,and  dies; — whilelle  lupreme 
Stands  lledfaft  in  the  centre  of  the  (form. 

Wherefore  ye  obi  efts  terrible  and  great, 

Ye 
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Ye  thunders,  earthquakes,  and  ye  fire -fraught 
Or" l ell  volcano?, whiriwinds,hurricanes,  [wombs 
And  boiling  billows,  hail !  in  chorus  join 
To  celebrate  and  magnify  your  Maker, 
Who  yet  in  works  or  a  minuter  mould 
Is  not  iefs  manifeft,  is  not  lefs  mighty. 

Survey  the  magnet's  Sympathetic  love 
That  woos  the  yielding  needle;  contemplate 
Th'  attractive  amber's  power,  invilible 
Ev'n  to  the  mental  eye ;  or  when  the  blow 
Sent  from  th'  elc ctric  fphere  affaults  thy  frame, 
Shew  me  the  hand  that  dealt  it ! — Bailed  here 
By  his  Omnipotence,  Philofophy 
Slowly  her  thoughts  inadequate  revolves, 
And  'lands,  with  all  his  circling  wonders  round 
Like  heavy  Saturn  in  th"  ethereal  {pace      [her, 
Begirt  with  an  inexplicable  ring. 

If  fuch  the  operations  of  his  power, 
Which  at  all  feafons  and  in  every  place 
(Rul'd  by  eftablifh'd  laws  and  current  nature) 
Arreil  th'  attention ;  who,  oh  who  mall  tell 
His  acts  miraculous  ?  when  his  own  decrees 
Repeals  he,  or  fufpends  j  when  by  the  hand 
Ot  Mofes  or  of  Jofhua,  or  the  mouths 
Of  his  prophetic  leers,  fuch  deeds  be  wrought, 
Before  th'  aftoninYd  fun's  all-feeing  eye, 
That  faith  was  fcarce  a  virtue.     Need  I  fing 
The  fate  of  Pharaoh  and  his  numerous  band 
Lolt  in  the  reflux  of  rt^e  wat'ry  walls, 
That  meited  to  their  fluid  ftate  again  ? 
Need  1  recount  how  Samlbn's  warlike  arm, 
With  more  than  mortal  nerves  was  ltrung,t'  o'er- 
ldolatrous  Philiftia  ?  Shall  I  tell  [throw- 

How  David  triumph'd,  and  what  Job  fuitahrd  ? 
—  But,  O  fupreme,  unutterable  merey ! 
O  love  unequali'd,  myftery  immenfe,         [tion 
Which  angels  long  t'unfold  !  'tis  man's  redemp- 
That  crowns  thy  glory,  and  thy  power  confirms  ; 
Confirms  the  great,  th'  uncontroverted  claim. 
When  from  the  Virgin's  unpolluted  womb 
Shone  forth  the  Son  of  Righteoufnefs  reveal'd, 
And  on  benighted  reafon  pour'd  the  dayj 
u  Let  there  be  peace  !"  he  laid,  and  all  was  calm 
Amor  git  the  warring  world — calm  as  the  fea 
When,  "  O  be  ftill,  ye  boifterous  winds  !"  he 

cried, 
And  not  a  breath  was  blown,  nor  murmur  heard. 
His  was  a  life  of  miracles  and  might, 
And  charity  and  love,  ere  yet  he  tafte 
The  bitter  draught  of  death,  ere  yet  he  rife 
Victorious  o'er  the  univerfal  foe, 
And  death,  and  fin,  and  hell  in  triumph  lead. 
His  by  the  right  of  conqueft  is  mankind, 
And  in  fweet  fervitude  and  golden  bonds 
Were  tied  to  him  for  ever. — O  how  eafy 
Is  his  ungalling  yoke,  and  all  his  burdens 
*Tis  ecftafy  to  bear.    Him,  bleiled  Shepherd  ! 
His  flocks  (hall  follow  thro'  the  maze  of  life, 
And  fhades  that  tend  today-fpring  from  on  high ; 
And  as  the  radiant  rofes,  after  fading, 
In  fuller  foliage,  and  more  fragrant  breath 
Revive  in  fmiling  fpring,  fo  mail  it  fare 


With  thofe  that  love  him — for  fweet  is  their  fa  - 
And  ail  Eternity  mall  be  their  fpring.       [vour, 
Then  (hall  the  gates  and  everlafting  doors, 
At  which  the  King  of  Glory  enters  in,      [fure 
Be  to  the  faints  unbarr'd  :  and  there,  where  plea- 
Boafls  an  undying  bloom,  where  dubious  hope 
Is  certainty,  and  grief-attended  love 
Is  freed  from  painon — there  we  '11  celebrate, 
With  worthier  numbers,  Him  who  is,  and  was, 
And,  in  immortal  prowefs  King  of  kings, 
Shall  be  the  monarch  of  all  worlds  for  ever. 


§  45.     On  the  Cocdnefs  of  the  Supreme  Beir.g. 

Smart. 

Orpheus,   for  fo    the  Gentiles  *  call'd  thy 

name, 
Ifrael's  fweet  Pfalmift,  who  alone  couldft  wake 
Th'  inanimate  to  motion ;  who  alone 
'  he  joyful  hillocks,  the  applauding  rocks, 
And  floods  with  muficai  perfuaiion  drew ; 
Thou,  who  to  hail  and  fnowgav'flvoiceandfound, 
And  mad' ft  the  mute  melodious  ! — greater  yet 
Was  thy  divined  lkill,  and  rul'd  o'er  more 
Than  art  and  nature  5  for  thy  tuneful  touch 
Drove  trembling  Satan  from  the  heart  of  Saul, 
And  quell'd  the  evil  Angel — in  this  breaft 
Some  portion  of  thy  genuine  Spirit  breathe, 
And  lift  me  from  myfelfj  each  thought  impure 
Banifh  :  each  low  idea  raile,  refine, 
Enlarge,  and  ianctity; — fo  (hall  the  Mufe 
Above  the  liars  afpire,  and  aim  to  praife 
Her  God  on  earth  as  he  is  prais'd  in  heaven. 

Immenfe  Creator !  whole  all-powerful  hand 
Fram'd  univerfal  being,  and  whole  eye 
Saw,like  thyfelf,thatall  things  form'd  weregood; 
Where  (hall  the  timorous  Bard  thy  praife  begin, 
Where  end  the  pureft  lkcrifice  of  long,     [light, 
And  juftthankfgiving? — The  thought-kindling 
Thy  prime  production,  darts  upon  my^nind 
Its  vivifying  beams,  my  heart  illumines, 
And  fills  my  foul  with  gratitude  and  Thee. 
Hail  to  the  cheerful  rays  of  ruddy  morn, 
That  paint  the  ftreaky  Eaft,and  biightfome  roufe 
The  birds,  the  cattle,  and  mankind  from  relt ! 
Hail  to  the  frefhnefs  of  the  early  breeze, 
And  Iris  dancing  on  the  new-faH'ii  dew, 
Without  the  aid  of  yonder  golden  glebe. 
Loft  were  the  garnet's  luftre,  loft  the  lily, 
The  tulip  and  auricula's  (potted  pride ; 
Loft  were  the  peacock's  plumage,  to  the  fight 
So  pleaiing  in  its  pomp  and  gloffy  glow. 
O  thrice-illuitrious  !   were  it  not  for  Thee. 
Thofe  panfies,  that  reclining  from  the  bank 
View  thro'  th'  immaculate  pellucid  (treats 
Their  portraiture  in  the  inverted  heaven, 
Might  as  well  change  their  triple  boall,  the  white, 
The  purple,  and  the  gold,  that  far  outvie 
The  Eaftern  monarch's  garb,  ev'n  with  the  dock, 
Ev'n  with  the  baleful  hemlock's  irkfome  green. 
Without  thy  aid,  without  thy  gladfome  beams, 
The  tribes  of  woodland  warblers  would  remain 


•  See  this  conjecture  ftrongty  fupporteJ  by  Delany,  in  his  Life  of  David. 
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Mute  on  the  bending  branches,  nor  recite 
The  praife  of  Him,  who,  ere  he  form'd  their  lord, 
Their  voices  tun'd  to  tranfport,  wing'd  their 

flight, 
And  bade  them  call  for  nurture,  and  receive  : 
Andlo!  they  call}  the  blackbird  and  the  thrufh, 
The  wood  lark  and  the  redbreait,  jointly  call  j 
He  hears,  and  feeds  their  feather'd  families} 
He  feeds  his  fweet  muficians — nor  neglects 
Th'  invoking  ravens  in  the  greenwood  wide} 
And  tho'  their  throats  coarfe  rattling  hurtthe  ear, 
They  mean  it  all  for  mufic,  thanks  and  praife 
They  mean,  and  leave  ingratitude  to  man : — 
But  not  to  all — for,  hark !  the  organs  blow 
Their  fwelling  notes  round  the  cathedral 's  dome, 
And  grace  the  harmonious  choir,  celeltial  feall 
To  pious  ears,  and  med'cine  of  the  mind  ! 
The  thrilling  trebles  and  the  manly  bafe 
Join  in  accordance  meet,  and  with  one  voice 
All  to  the  facred  fubjeci:  fuit  their  fong. 
While  in  each  breaft  fweet  melancholy  reigns 
Angelically  penfive,  till  the  joy 
Improves  and  purifies ;  the  folemn  fcene 
The  fun  thro'  ftoried  panes  furveys  with  awe, 
And  bafhfully  withholds  each  bolder  beam. 
Here,  as  her  home,  from  morn  to  eve  frequents 
The  cherub  Gratitude  j  behold  her  eyes ! 
"With  love  and  gladnefs  weepingly  they  fhed 
Ecftatic  fmiles ;  the  incenfe,  that  her  hands 
Uprear,  is  fweeter  than  rhe  breath  of  May 
Caught  from  the  nectarine'sbloiromjandher  voice 
Is  more  than  voice  can  tell :  to  Him  me  rings, 
To  Him  who  feeds, who  clothes, and  who  adorns 
"Who  made,  and  who  prderves,  whatever  dwells 
In  air,  in  ftedfaft  earth,  or  fickle  fea. 
O  He  is  good,  He  is  immenfely  good!     [man  ; 
Who  all  things  form'd,  and  form  d  them  all  for 
Who  mark'd  the  climates,  varied  every  zone, 
Difpenfing  all  his  bleffings  for  the  beft, 
In  order  and  in  beauty: — rife,  attend, 
Arrelt,  and  praife,  ye  quarters  of  the  world ! 
Bow  down,  ye  elephants,  fubmiflive  bow 
To  Him  who  made  the  mite !  Tho',  Afia's  pride, 
Ye  carry  armies  on  your  tower-crown 'd  backs, 
And  grace  the  turban'd  tyrants,  bow  to  Him 
Who  "is  as  great,  as  perfect,  and  as  good 
In  his  lefs  linking  wonders,  till  at  length 
The  eye's  at  fault,  and  feeks  th'  affifting  glafs. 
Approach,  and  bring  from  Araby  the  Bleft 
The  fragrant  caffia,  frankincenfe,  and  myrrh, 
And,  meekly  kneeling  at  the  altar's  foot, 
Lay  all  the  tributary  incenfe  down. 
Stoop,  feeble  Africa,  with  reverence  ftoop, 
And  from  thy  brow  take  off  the  painted  plume  } 
With  golden  ingots  all  thy  camels  load 
To'  adorn  his  temples,  haften  with  thy  fpear 
Reverted,  and  thy  trufty  bow  unftrung, 
While  unpurfued  thy  lions  roam  and  roar, 
And  ruin'd  towers,  rude  rocks, and  caverns  wide 
Re-murmur  to  the  glorious,  ihrly  found. 
And  thou,  fair  Indian,  whole  immenfe  domain 
To  counterpoife  the  hemifphere  extends,     [ers, 
Hafte  from  theWeft,and  with  thy  fruits  and  flow- 
Thy  mines  and  med'eines,  wealthy  maid,  attend. 
6 


More  than  the  plenteoufnefs  fo  fam'd  to  flow 
By  fabling  baids  from  Amaithea's  horn 
It  thine}  thine  therefore  be  a  portion  due  [crown 
Of  thanks  and  praife:  come  with  thy  brilliant 
And  veft  of  fur}  and  from  thy  fragrant  lap 
Pomegranates  and  the  rich  ananas  pour. 
But  chiefly  thou,  Europa,  feat  of  Grace 
And  Chriltian  excellence,  his  Goodnefs  own. 
Forth  from  ten  thoufand  temples  pour  his  praife. 
Clad  in  the  armour  of  the  living  God, 
Approach,  unfheath  the  Spirit's  flaming  fword; 
Faith's  fhiel  derivation's  glory— compafs'd  helm 
With  fortitude  aflume,  and  o'er  your  heart 
Fair  Truth's  invulnerable  breall-plate  fpread  j 
Then  join  the  general  chorus  of  all  worlds, 
And  let  the  fong  of  Charity  begin 
In  ftrains  feraphic,  and  melodious  prayer: 
"  O  all-fufficient,  all-beneficent, 
"  Thou  God  of  Goodnefs  and  of  Glory,  hear! 
"  Thou,  who  to  loweft  minds  dolt  condefcend, 
"  Ailuming  paflions  to  enforce  thy  laws, 
"  Adopting  jealouly  to  prove  thy  love  ; 
"  Thou,  who  refign'd  humility  uphold 'ft, 
"  Ev'n  as  the  florift  props  the  drooping  rofe, 
"  But  quell'ft  tyrannic  pride  with  peerlels  power, 
"  Ev'n  as  the  tempelt  rives  the  itubborn  oak : 
"  O  all-fufficient,  all-beneficent, 
"  Thou  God  of  Goodnefs  and  of  Glory,  hear ! 
"  Blefs  all  mankind  ;  aiye  bring  them  in  the  end 
"  To  heav'n,  to  immortality,  and  Thee!'* 


§  46.     Ode  to  IVifdom.     Mifs  Carter. 

The  folitary  bird  of  night 

Thro'  the  pale  fhades  now  wings  his  flight, 

And  quits  the  time-fhook  tow'r, 
Where,  fhelter'd  from  the  blaze  of  day, 
In  philofophic  gloom  he  lay, 

Beneath  his  ivy  bow'r. 

With  joy  I  hear  the  folemn  found, 
Which  midnight  echoes  waft  around, 

And  lighing  gales  repeat: 
Fav'rite  of  Pallas  !  I  attend, 
And,  faithful  to  thy  fummons,  bend 

At  Wifdom's  awful  feat. 

She  loves  the  cool,  the  filent  eve, 
Where  no  falfe  fhows  of  life  deceive, 

Beneath  the  lunar  ray : 
Here  Folly  drops  each  vain  difguife, 
Nor  fports  her  gaily-colour'd  dyes, 

As  in  the  glare  of  day. 

O  Pallas  !  queen  of  ev'ry  art 

"  That  glads  the  fenfe  or  mends  the  heart,"'* 

Bleft  iburce  of  purer  joys } 
In  ev'ry  form  of  beauty  bright, 
That  captivates  the  mental  fight 

With  pleafure  and  furprizej 

To  thy  unfpotted  fhrine  I  bow, 
Affift  thy  modeft  fuppliant's  vow, 

That  breathes  no  wild  defires : 
But,  taught  by  thy  unerring  rules 
To  fhun  the  fruitlefs  wifh  of  fools, 

To  nobler  views  afpires. 


Not 
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Not  Fortune's  gem,  Ambition's  plume, 
Nor  Cytherea's  fading  bloom, 

Be  objects  of  my  pray'r; 
Let  av'rice,  vanity,  and  pride, 
Thefe  glitt'ring  envied  toys  divide, 

The  dull  rewards  of  care. 

To  me  thy  better  gifts  impart, 
Each  moral  beauty  of  the  heart, 

By  ftudious  thought  refin'd: 
For  wealth,  the  fmiles  of  glad  content; 
For  pow'er,  its  ampleft,  belt  extent, 

An  empire  o'er  my  mind. 

When  Fortune  drops  her  gay  parade, 
When  Pleafure's  transient  rofes  fade, 

And  wither  in  the  tomb, 
Unchang'd  is  thy  immortal  prize, 
Thy  ever-verdant  laurels  rife 

In  undecaying  bloom. 

By  thee  protected,  I  defy 

The  coxcomb's  fneer,  the  ftupid  lye 

Of  ignorance  and'fpite  ; 
Alike  contemn  the  leaden  fool, 
And  all  the  pointed  ridicule 

Of  undifcerning  wit. 

From  envy,  hurry,  noife,  and  ftrife, 
The  dull  impertinence  of  life, 

In  thy  retreat  I  reft 5 
Purine  thee  to  thy  peaceful  groves, 
Where  Plato's  facred  fpirit  roves, 

In  all  thy  graces  dreft. 

He  bid  IlyiTus'  tuneful  ftream 
Convey  the  philofophic  theme 

Of  perfect,  fair,  and  good : 
Attentive  Athens  caught  the  found, 
And  all  her  lilt'ning  fons  around 

In  awful  fdence  flood, 

Reclaim'd,  her  wild  licentious  youth 
Confefs'd  the  potent  voice  of  truth, 

And  felt  its  juft  controul : 
The  pafllons  ceas'd  their  loud  alarms, 
And  virtue's. foft  perfuafive  charms 

O'er  all  their  fenfes  Hole. 

Thy  breath  infpires  the  poet's  fong, 
The  patriot's  free  unbiafs'd  tongue. 

The  hero's  gen'rous  ftrife: 
Thine  are  retirement's  filent  joys, 
And  all  the  fweet  endearing  ties 

Of  ftill,  domeftic  life. 

No  more  to  fabled  names  confin'd, 
To  thee,  fupreme,  all  perfect:  mind, 

My  thoughts  direct  their  flight: 
Wifdom's  thy  gift,  and  all  her  force 
From  thee  deriv'd,  unchanging  fourqe 

Of  intellectual  light ! 

O  fend  her  fure,  her  fteady  ray 
To  regulate  my  doubtful  way, 

Thro'  life's  perplexing  road ; 
The  mifts  of  error  to  controul; 
And  thro'  its  gloom  direct  my  foul 

To  happinefs  and  good ! 


Beneath  her  clear  difcerning  eye 
The  vifionary  fhadows  fly 

Of  Folly's  painted  fhow: 
She  fees,  thro'  ev'ry  fair  difguife, 
That  all  but  Virtue's  folid  joys 

Is  vanity  and  woe. 


$  47.     On  Human  Life.     Ogilvie. 

BYTime'sflow-heavingtide,theworksofmaH 
Are  whelm"d;  how  finks  beneath  his  wafte- 

ful  fway 
The  pride  of  empire !  Glittering  for  a  while, 
The  gilded  vefTels  fport  along  the  ftream, 
Fann'd  with  propitious  gales:  the  fides  are  firm, 
The  hull  capacious,  and  the  fwelling  fails 
Float  to  the  breeze  of  fummer.  Ah !  how  foon, 
Torn  by  the  tempeft's  wildly-rufhing  wing, 
And  foundering  on  the  deep  it  lies  deform'd, 
A  fhatter'd  wreck  !  Nor  lefs  on  life  defcends 
The  florm  impetuous;  let  thy  friver  hairs, 
Time-hallow'd  age,  be  witnefs !  the  dim  eye, 
The  tottering tread,the  furrow'd  cheek,the  han^ 
Yet  trembling  from  the  blaft.  Tell,ye  who  tend 
The  bed  of  death,  how  o'er  the  helplefs  race 
Of  human  victims  ftrides  the  harpy  foot 
Of  Mifery  triumphant !  while  the  veins 
Shrink  to  the  Fever's  fcorching  breath,  or  feel, 
Starting,  the  fiery  dart  of  racking  Pain, 
That  writhes  to  agony ;  or  loofen'd  fliake 
Before  Confumption;  when  her  baleful  fponge 
Drops  its  green  poifon  on  the  fprings  of  life. 

Nor  thefe  alone  purfue  the  race  of  man. 
Far  other  ills  await ;  far  other  woes 
Like  vultures  revel  on  his  canker'd  heart. 

O  ye  who  nightly  languifh  o'er  the  tomb, 
Where  fleepsthy  duft,Eugenio!  Ye  whofe  hearts 
0'erVirtuebleed,when,reeking  from  thefcourge 
Of  dire  Oppreffion,  in  fome  lonely  cave 
She  pines  all  defolate  ! — Ye  powers  that  haunt! 
The  valewhere  Genius  breathes  her  plaint  alone, 
Wild  to  the  whiftling  wrind ;  her  voice  unheard 
As  airs  that  warble  o'er  the  murmering  dale 
Remote,  to  Solitude's  inchanting  ear ! 
O  tell,  why  wrapt  in  Grandeur's  floating  robe 
Vice  mounts  her  throne  !  while  trembling  at  the 

bar, 
Stands  Innocence  appall'd !  Tell  why  the  hand 
Of  ftrutting  Impudence,  unlicensed,  grafps 
The  palm  of  Worth,  and  his  indignant  brow 
Looksdown,whilemeek-ey'dModet,y.di.  nay'd. 
Mantles  her  cheek  in  crimfon,  and  retires 
To  blufh  in  fdence!  why  thy  purple  car, 
High-plum'dAmbition,bathes its  rolling  wheels 
In  blood,  and  o'er  pale  Virtue's  ftreaming  corfe, 
Rapid  and  madd'ning  fprings  ^o. reach  the  g  jal  I 


§  4S.     Difeafes  are  the  Conference  of  Intempe- 
rance. Ogilvie. 
.  Long  o'er  the  lilied  plain  I  caft  my  eye, 
Lo  ig  mark'd  the  crowd  that  roam'd  delighted 
Alternate  tranfport,  pity,  love,  and  fear,     [on  j 
W'ork'd  in  my  bofom. 
I  look'd,  and  hovering  o'er  th$  flowery,  turf 
*>  \  WW 
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Were  feen  innumerable  fhapes,  whofe  win^s 
Wav'd  on  the  wind,  or  o'er  the  glittering  tit-Id 
Who  trod  in  iilence.  Care  with  lowering ■"brow 
Slow  ftalk'd ;  and  Slander,  fpeckled  as  the  make 
That  ftings  th'  unwary  traveller,  along 
The  tainted  earth  trail'd  loofe,or  borne  on  wings 
Bh  e  as  the  brimftore's  gleam,  in  fecret  fhot 
Jierpoifon'd  arrows.     Pining  Envy  gnaw'd 
A  Waited  laurel,  from  the  locks  of  Fame 
Snatch'd,  as  the  goddefs  to  her  lips  applied 
Her  mighty  trump,  and  fweli'd  a  folemn  note 
To  Homer's  venerable  name — Not  far 
Stood  Difcord  foaming.    Riot  double-tongu'd, 
And  gleaming  Frenzy,  and  thy  yellow  wing, 
Revenge,fe!l  fiend!  (hook  plagues, arid  thro'the 
Infus'd  their  venom  to  the  inmoft  foul,  [breaft 
O'er  all,  Difeafe  her  beauty-wiihering  wand 
Wav'd  high;  and,  heaving  on  the  heavy  air, 
Her  raven  pinions,  bloated  as  (he  fail'd 
The  face  of  Nature. 


Of  high-brow'd  Opulence!  Intemperance, 
The  fruitful  parent  of  Difeafe,  behind 
Reels  loo fe /and  filentplants  th'er.tangling  fnare. 
Oit  when,tovengeancerous'd,th"Etemal  dodms 
Some  wretch  to  mifery  e.Ttreme,  he  giants 
The  fervent  wifh  ;  he  gives  th'  infatiafe  eye 
To  rove  trani  ported  o'er  its  goiden  ftpre  ; 
The  heart  to  fwell  like  Xerxes',  when  he  view'd 
His  hofts  that  wrapt  th'  immeafurable  plain, 
And  triumph'd  in  his  pow'r.     Thus  fares  the 

wretch 
As,  vhiiTd  by  PafTion,  thro'  life's  dufty  field 
He  burets  exulting.     On  the  drooping  head 
Of  Merit,  my  to  cenfure,  and  reprelt 
By  decent  Pride  from  niurmering;  his  rude  hand 
Arreils  the  palm.     He  gains  it;  and  ador'd 
ByFolly'swond '  ring  train,prefumptuous  fhapes 
His  courfcj  till  like  a  canker  at  the  root, 
That  iecret  riots  on  the  vital  ftream, 
Slow,  but  fu  re- wafting  Fate  in  filen.ce  takes 
Th'  inevitable  aim;  and  fparcs  the  hand. 


Shapelefs  was  her  form, 
And  void;  the  owl's ill-cmen'd  eyes  high-rais'd 

Speckled  her  front;  hernoftrils  breath 'cl  a  cloud;  Of  hoary  Time  his  filver  and  his  fey  the. 
PaleFamine's  fallowhand  had  fcoop'd  her  cheek; 
And  a  green  viper  form'd  her  forky  tongue. 

j£ — »»  Slow  fhe  mov'd 

Along  the  troubled  air;  and  from  a  bag 


(Wrought  deep  by  Envy  in  her  midnight  den) 
Scattered  the  feeds  of  death.  The  fparkling  bowl 
Receiv'dthemnow;  andnowthe enfeebled  corfe, 
Lank,  open,  fpenr,  at  each  unfolding  pore 
Snck'd  in  the  poifon,  as  it  rofe  decay 'd, 
Livid  and  weak,  from  Pleafure's  looie  embrace. 

Soon  o'er  each  withering  cheek  the  baleful 
pow'r 
Had  fpread  unfeen  her  life-con  Aiming  {lain: 
Korknew  th'  exulting  youth,  who  quaff 'd  elate 
The  draught  delicious,  that  untimely  frofn 
Lurk'd  by  the  fprings  of  life;  and  fecret  chill'd 
The  florid  blood,  ar.d  mark'd  him  for  the  tomb. 

At  iaflwithweak  ftepcarne  the-tremb:ingSage, 
Haggard,andfhrinkingfYom  the breez? ;  bisyoice 
Wasdeep,and  hollow;  and  the  loofe nervesfiiook 
His  filver- fprinkied  head.    Ik  &U6  began: 

"  O  "yet,while  Heav'n  lufpends  your  doom,  be 
My  ferns  !   O  ceale  to  liften  to  the  lure      [[wife; 
Of  Pleafure  !  peatfh  attends  her  forward  ftep, 
And  Peril  lays  the  lure,  tho'  fecret  lhare. 
Hear,  then,  the  words  of  age.  Yet  Fate  beftows 
One  hour;  yet  Virtue,  with  indulgent  voice, 
By  me  invites  to  faun  the  devious  maze 
Of  Error: — Yet  to  crown  with  length  of  days, 
With  joy,  with  happinefs,  your  bold  career 
She  hopes!  OfnntchtheproiTer'dboon!  berous'd; 
Ere  her  firong  arm  tremendous  at  your  heads 
Shall  launch  th 'avenging  thunder;  ere  difmay'd, 
PerpJex'd,  bewilder'd,  wild,  you  feek  the  haunt 
Of  Peace,  when  darknefs  veils  her  lowly  cot : 
And  mourn  her  gentle  fmile  for  ever  gone." 

§  49.     Wijhes  obtained  often  make  Men mifcroble 

Ogilvie. 


O  weak  !  thro'  Paflion's  erring  glafs  to  view 
What  cooler  thought  condemns!  Think'ft  thou 

the  man 
By  birth  exalted,  by  the  lavifh  hand       [hours 
Of  Fortune  crown'd  with  honour,  whofe  gay 
Dance  to  the  melting  lute's  melodious  la)', 
Is  happy?— Know,tbywandenngfearchmiitakes 
The  fhade  for  fubibnee.      Could  thy  thought 
The  mind  within,  what  real  ills  excite    [explore 
The  mental  tumult;  to  the  trembling  gaze 
Of  Fear  what  phantoms  of  imagin'd  woes 
Swim  thro'  the  dark  night's  folemn  noon,  when 

Sleep 
Shakes  nor  her  poppies  o"cr  his  longing  eyes, 
That  roll  in  v;mr,  what  inward-eating  care 
Preys  on  his  pamper'd  blood;  what  wifhes  wild; 
What  dread  cf  future  mifery  ;  what  dreams 
Of  horror  glean?  athwart,  the  fable  icroll  [fcene 
Where  Mi  Blory  prints  her  records:  would  the 
Wake  thee  to  envy  ?    Would  thy  wifning  foul 
Pant  for  the  boon  that  glitters  to  the  eye, 
But  flings  the  heart,  and  poifons  all  its  joy  ? 
I  read  thy  iecret  doubt  :«-"'Tis  Guilt  that 
(hades 
The  brow  of  Grandeur;  tis  the  folemn  peal 
Of  Conference  thundering  in  the  mental  ear, 
That  wakes  to  quick  fenfaticn.    To  the  dream 
Of  harmfefs  Innocence,  no  Demon  fhakes 
His  front  terrific  :  all  is  calm  within, 
And  tun'd  to  perfect  harmony. — Yet  Peace 
May  dwell  with  Opulence;  one  happy  mind 
May  eye  rejoicing  it  extended  pow'r 
To  work  for  man;  exulting  as  it  views 
A  fmiling  ti  ibe  around,  fnatch'd  from  the  grafp 
Of  ruthlefs  want,  and  balking  in  the  beam 
Of  joy,  to  traufpert  kindling,  and  to  love." 

*Tisjuft — The  noble  mind  by  Fortune  nns'd, 
And  warm'd  by  ftrong  benevolence  to  fpread 
It s  happinefs  to  all,  difplays  to  man 
His  Maker's  image.    To  a  godlike  few 
Yzt  warn'd,  behold  what  danger  marks  the  I  He;  v'n  gives  at  once  the  virtue  and  the  power  j 
Patn  I  Yet  plants  not  Opulence  for  thefe,  a  fnare, 
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That  povertyefcapes? — Thcw  etch  who  dragged 
His  fire  relentleis  to  the  tomb — !ay  role 
No  boiling  paflioii  in  bis  rankled  heart? 
Felt  not  his  tortur'd  btx  afl  the  venom  (ting 
Of  keen  Impatience  ?  Fhm'd  not  to  his  eye 
Gold,  titles,  honour;  all  the  tin(el-(how, 
That  on  the  Allien  front  of  Avarice  wakes 
A  gloomy  (mile,  and  bids  his  little  thought 
Receive  a  gleam  of  joy  ?  From  thefe  fee  are 
Lives  not  untutor'd  Indigence  at  eafe  ? 
And  Heals  unieen  along  the  vale  of  life, 
Calm,  peaceful,  (heiter'd  fix>m  the  ftormyblaft 
That  makes  Ambition's  pl&mes    that  wrecks 

the  hope. 
The  quiet  of  mankind1 — What  though  to  thefe 
The  means  are  icanty  ? — O'er  the  roughen'd 

cheek 
Health  (beds  her  bloom;  theirfinews  knit  by  toil, 
Robuit  and  firm,  fupport  th'  allotted  weight  i 
And  gradual  loofed  by  long  revolving  years, 
Refign  their  charge,  untainted  by  the  feeds 
Of  lurking  Death,  flow  thro'  the  form  diffus'd 
From  meals  that  Nature  naufeates,  from  the  cup 
Wherethewinelaughs.and  on  the  mantlingcheek 
Kindles  a  traniient  blufh,  but  works  dileafe, 
And  (hades  the  temples  with  untimely  fnow. 


■1 


§  50.     DEITY.     Boyfe. 

Undc  nil  niajus  grr.tr  ntur  Tpfo, 

Ntc  vigct  quidquamjimile  nut  fecundum.  Ho  R. 

From  earth's  low  profpects  and  deceitful  aims, 
From  wealth's  allurements,   and  ambition's 

dreams, 
The  lover's  raptures,  and  the  hero's  views, 
All  the  falfe  joys  miitaken  man  purfues ; 
The  fchemes  of  fcience,  the  delights  of  wine, 
Or  the  more  pleaf.ng  follies  of  the  Nine  ! 
Recal,  fond  Bard,  thy  long-enchanted  fight 
Deluded  with  the  vilionary  light ! 
A  nobler  theme  demands  thy  (acred  fong, 
A  theme  beyond  or  man's  or  angel's  tongue! 

But  oh,  alas  !  unhaliovv'd  and  profane, 
How  (halt  thou  dare  toraife  the  heav'nly  (train  ? 
Do  Thou,  who  from  the  altar's  living  fire 
Ilaiah's  tuneful  lips  didit  once  infpire, 
Come  to  my  aid,  celeftial  Wifdom,  come; 
From  my  dark  mind  difpel  the  doubtful  gloom : 
My  pailions  ftill,  my  purer  breaft  inflame, 
To  fing  that  God  from  whom  exiftence  came ; 
Till  heav'n  and  nature  in  the  concert  join, 
And  own  the  Author  of  their  birth  divine. 

I.       ETERNITY. 

Whence  fprung  this  gloriousframe!  or  whence 
The  various  forms  the  univerle  compofe  ?  [arofe 
From  what  Almighty  Caufe,  what  myftic  fprings 
Shall  we  derive  the  origin  of  things  ? 
Sing,  hea/nly  Guide  1  whofe  all-efficient  light 
Drew  dawning  planets  from  the  womb  of  night! 
Since  reaibn,  by  the  facred  dictates  taught, 
Adores  a  pow'r  beyond  the  reach  of  thought. 

Firft  Caufe  of  caufes !  Sire  fupreme'of  birth  ! 
Sole  light  of  heay'n  !  acknowledged  life  of  earth! 


Whofe  Word  from  nothing  call1  J  this  beauteous 

whole, 
This  wide  expanded  All  from  pole  to  pole ! 
Who  (hall  prefcribe  the  boundary  to  Thee, 
Or  fix  the  a;ra  of  Eternity  ? 

Should  we,  deceived  by  error's  fceptic  glafs, 
Admit  the  thought  abfurd — That  Nothing  was! 
Thencewould  this  wild,thisfalfeconclufioniiow, 
That  Nothing  rais'd  this  beauteous  All  below! 
When  from  diiciofing  darknefsfplendour  breaks, 
Aflbciate  atoms  move,  and  matter  fpeak:?, 
When  non-exiftence  burits  its  clofe  difguife, 
How  blind  are  mortals — not  to  own  the  (kies! 

If  one  vaft  void  eternal  held  its  place, 
Whence  (tarted  time  ?or  whence  expandedfpace* 
What  gave  the  (lumb'ringmafs  to  feel  a  change, 
Or  bid  confenting  worlds  harmonious  range  ? 
Could  Nothing  link  the  univerfal  chain  ? 
No,  'tis  impoliible,  abfurd,  and  vain  ! 
Here  reaibn  its  eternal  Author  finds, 
The  whole  who  regulates,  unites,  and  binds 
{Enlivens  matter,  and  produces  minds! 
I  Inactive  Chaos  lleeps  in  dull  repofe, 
Nor  knowledge  thence,  nor  i'rec  volition  flows ! 
A  nobler  iource  thofe  powers  ethereal  (how, 
By  which  we  think,  defign,  reflect,  and  know  ; 
Thefe  from  a  caufe  fuperior  date  their  rife, 
"  Ab (tract  in  eflence  from  material  ties," 
An  origin  immortal,  as  fupreme, 
From  whofe  pure  day,  ceieftial  rays !  they  came: 
In  whom  all  polnble  perfections  (hine, 
Eternal,  felf-exiilent,  and  divine  ! 

From  this  great  fpring  of  uncreated  might ! 
This  all-refplendent  orb  of  vital  light; 
Whence  all-created  beings  take  their  rife, 
Which  beautify  the  earth,  or  paint  the  (kies  ! 
jProfufely  wide  the  boundlefs  blefiings  flow, 
Which  heav'n  enrich  and  gladden  worlds  below! 
Which  are  no  lefs,  when  properly-defin'd, 
Than  emanations  of  th'  Eternal  Mind  ! 
Hence  triumphs  truth  beyond  objection  clear 
(Let  unbelief  attend  and  (hrink  with  fear!) 
That  what  for  ever  waS — muft  furely  be 
Beyond  commencement,  and  from  period  freej 
Drawn  from  him(elf  his  native  excellence, 
His  date  eternal,  and  his  (pace  immenfe  ! 
And  all  of  whom  that  man  can  comprehend, 
Is,  that  he  ne'er  began,  nor  e'er  (hail  end. 

In  him  from  whom  exittence  boundlefs  flows. 
Let  humble  faith  its  facred  truft  repofe : 
AfTur'd  on  his  eternity  depend, 
"  Eternal  Father  !  and  eternal  Friend  !" 
Within  that  myltic  circle  fafety  feek, 
No  time  can  leffen,  and  no  force  can  break ; 
And,  loft  in  adoration,  breathe  his  praife, 
High  Rock  of  ages,  ancient  Sire  of  days  ! 

II.      UNITY. 

Thusrecogniz'd,thefpringoflifeandthought! 
Eternal,  felf-deriv'd,  and  unbegot ! 
Approach,  celeftial  Mufe,  th'  empyreal  throne, 
And  awfully  adore  th'  exalted  One  ! 
In  nature  pure,  in  place  fupremcly  free, 
And  happy  in  effential  unity  1 

BlefsV 
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Blefs'd  in  hlmfelf,  had  from  his  forming  hand 
No  creatures  fprung  to  hail  his  wide  command ; 
Blefs'd,  had  the  facred  fountain  ne'er  run  o'er, 
A  boundlefs  lea  of  blifs  that  knows  no  more  ! 

Nor  fenfe  can  two  prime  origins  conceive, 
Nor  reafon  two  eternal  Gods  believe  ! 
Could  the  wild  Manichaean  own  that  guide, 
The  good  would  triumph,  and  the  ill  lubfide  ! 
Again  would  vanquifh'd  Aramanius  bleed, 
And  darknefs  from  prevailing  light  recede  ! 

In  difPrent  individuals  we  find 
An  evident  difparity  of  mind  ; 
Hence  ductile  thought  a  thoufand  changes  gains, 
And  actions  vary  as  the  will  ordains ; 
But  mould  two  Beings,  equally  fupreme, 
Divided  pow'r  and  parted  empire  claim ; 
How  foon  wotffd  univerfal  order  ceafe  ! 
How  foon  would  difcord  harmony  difplace  ! 
Eternal  fctyemes  maintain  eternal  fight, 
Nor  yields  fupported  by  eternal  might ; 
Where  each  would  uncontroul'd  his  aim  purfue, 
The  links  difTever,  or  the  chain  renew  ! 
Matter  from  motion  crofs  imprefllons  take, 
As  ferv'deach  pow'r  his  rival's  pow'r  to  break, 
While  neutral  Chaos  from  his  deep  recefs,     1 
Would  view  the  never-ending  ftrife  increafe,  r 
And  blefs  theconteft  that  fecur'd  his  peace  !  J 
While  new  creations  would  oppofing  rife, 
And  elemental  war  deform  the  ikies  ! 
Around  wild  uproar  and  confulion  hurl'd, 
Eclipie  the  heav'ns,  and  wafle  the  ruin'd  world. 

Two  independant  caufes  to  admit, 
Deitroys  religion,  and  debafes  wit ; 
The  firft  by  fuch  an  anarchy  undone, 
The  laft  acknowledges  its  fource  but  one. 
As  from  the  main  the  mountain  rills  are  drawn, 
That  wind  irriguous  thro'  the  flow'ry  lawn ; 
So,  mindful  of  their  fpring,  one  courfe  they 

keep, 
Exploring,  till  they  find  their  native  deep  ! 

Exalted  Power,  invifible,  fupreme, 
Thou  fov'reign,  fole  unutterable  Name  | 
As  round  thy  throne  thy  flaming  feraphs  Hand, 
And  touch  the  golden  lyre  with  trembling  hand; 
Too  weak  thy  pure  effulgence  to  behold, 
With  their  rich  plumes  their  dazzled  eyesinfold; 
Tranfported  with  the  ardors  of  thy  praife, 
The  holy !  holy  !  holy  !  anthem  raife  ! 
To  them  refponfive,  let  creation  ling, 
Thee,  indivifible  eternal  King  ! 

III.       SPIRITUALITY. 

O  fay,  celeftial  Mufe  !  whofe  purer  birth 
Difdains  the  low  material  ties  of  earth  ; 
By  what  bright  images  mail  be  defin'd 
The  myflic  nature  of  th'  eternal  Mind  ! 
Orhow  (hall  thought  the  dazzling  height  explore, 
Where  all  that  reafon  can — is  to  adore  ! 

That  God's  an  immaterial  effence  pure, 
Whom  figure  can't  defcribe,  nor  parts  immure; 
Incapable  of  paffions,  impulfe,  fear, 
In  good  pre-eminent,  in  truth  fevere : 
Unmix'd  his  nature,  and  fublim'd  his  pow'rs 
From  all  the  grofs  allay  that  tempers  oursj 


In  whofe  clear  eye  the  bright  angelic  train, 
Appear  fuffus'd  with  imperfection's  ftain  ! 
Impervious  to  the  man's  or  feraph's  eye, 
Beyond  the  ken  of  each  exalted  high. 
Him  would  in  vain  material  femblance  feign, 
Or  figur'd  fhrines  the  boundlefs  God  contain  j 
Object  of  faith  !  he  fhuns  the  view  of  fenfe, 
Loll  in  the  blaze  of  iightlefs  excellence ! 
Moll  perfect,  moll  intelligent,  moil  wife, 
In  whom  the  fanctity  of  purenefs  lies; 
In  whole  adjuftingmind  the  whole  is  wrought, 
Whofe  form  is  fpirit,  and  whofe  eflence  thought! 
Are  truths  infcrib'd  by  Wifdom's  brighteft  ray, 
In  characters  that  gild  the  face  of  day  ! 

Reafon  confefs'd  (howe'erwe  may  difpute), 
Fix'd  boundary!  discovers  man  from  brute} 
But,  dim  to  us,  exerts  its  fainter  ray, 
Deprefs'd  in  matter,  and  allied  to  clay ! 
In  forms  fuperior  kindles  lefs  confin'd, 
Whofe  drefs  is  aether,  and  whofe  fubftance  mind; 
Yet  all  from  Him,  fupreme  of  caufes  flow, 
To  Him  their  povv'rs  and  their  exigence  owe  ; 
From  the  bright  cherub  of  the  nobleft  birth, 
To  thepoor  realbningglow-wormplac'don  earth} 
From  matter  then  to  fpirit  flill  afcend, 
Thro'  fpirit  flill  refining,  higher  tend  ; 
Purfue,  on  knowledge  bent,  the  pathlefs  road, 
Pierce  thro'  infinitude  in  quell  of  God  ! 
Still  from  thy  fearch,  the  center  flill  fhall  fly, 
Approaching  flill — thou  never  fhalt  come  nigh! 
So  its  bright  orb  th'  afpiring  flame  would  join, 
But  the  vaft  diflance  mocks  the  fond  defign. 
If  he,  Almighty  !   whofe  decree  is  fate, 
Could,  to  difplay  his  pow'r,  fubvert  his  flats  5 
Bid  from  his  plaftic  hand,  a  greater  rife, 
Produce  a  mafler,  and  refign  his  ikies  j 
Impart  his  incommunicable  flame, 
The  myflic  number  of  th'  Eternal  Name  } 
Then  might  revolting  reafon's  feeble  ray 
Afpire  to  queflion  God's  all-perfect  day! 
Vain  tafk  i  the  clay  in  the  directing  hand, 
The  reafon  of  its  form  might  fo  demand, 
As  man  prefume  to  queflion  his  difpofe 
From  whom  the  power  he  thus  abufes  flows. 

Here  point,  fair  Mufe  !  the  worfhip  God  re- 
quires, 
The  foul  inflam'd  with  chafle  and  holy  fires  ? 
Where  love  celeftial  warms  the  happy  breafl, 
And  from  fmcerity  the  thought's  exprefs'd  j 
Where  genuine  piety,  and  truth  refin'd, 
Re-confecrate  the  temple  of  the  mind  ; 
With  grateful  flames  the  living  altars  glow, 
And  God  defcends  to  viiit  man  below  ! 

IV.      OMNIPRESENCE. 

Thro'  th'  unmeafurable  tracts  of  fpace 
Go,  Mufe  divine !  and  prefent  Godhead  tracet 
See  where,  by  place  uncircumfcrib'd  as  time, 
He  reigns  extended;  and  he  fhines  fublime  ! 
Should  It   thou   above   the  heav'n  of    heav'ns. 

afcend, 
Couldflthou  below  the  depth  of  depths  defcend, 
Could  thy  fond  flight  beyond  the  Harry  fphere 
The  radiant  morning's  lucid  pinions  bear  ! 

There 
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There  fhouldhis  brighter prefence  fhineconfeft*!  Hhall-enlight'ningOm^ 

There  his  almighty  arm  thy  courfe  arrefl  ! 

Could'il  thou  the  thickeft  veil  of  night  afTume, 

Or  think  to  hide  thee  in  the  central  gloom  I 

Yet  there,  all  patent  to  his  piercing  fight, 

Darknefs  itfelf would  kindle  into  light: 

Not  the  black  manlions  of  the  filent  grave, 

Nor  darker  hell,  from  his  perception  lave; 

What  pow'r,  alas  !  thy  footlteps  can  convey 

Beyond  the  reach  of  omnipreient  day  ? 

In  his  wide  grafp,  and  comprehensive  eye, 
Immediate  worlds  on  worlds  unnumber'd  lie  : 
Syilems  inclos'd  in  his  perception  roll, 
Whofe  all-informing  mind  directs  the  whole: 


Whence  firll  thou  feei'ft  thy  dwindling  prefence 
|  His  wide  Omnifcience,  juftly,  grateful,  fing, 
Whence  thy  weak  (cience  prunes  its  callowwing! 
And  blefs  th'  Eternal,  All-informing  Soul, 
Whofe  fight  pervades,  whole  knowledge  fills  the 
whole. 

V.      IMMUTABILITY^ 

As  the  Eternal  and  Omnifcient  Mind, 
By  laws  not  limited,  nor  bounds  confin'd, 
S  Is  always  independent,  always  free, 
j  Hence  mines  confefs'd  Immutability ! 
i  Change,  whether  the  fpontaneous  child  of  will. 
Or  birth  of  force — is  imperfection  ftill. 


Lodg'd  inhis  grafp,theircertain  ways  they  know;  But  he,  all-perfeci,  in  himfelf  contains 
Plac'd  in  that  fight  from  whence  can  nothing  go.  j  Pow'r  felf-deriv'd,  and  from  himfelf  he  reigns ! 
On  earth  his  footltool  fix'd,  in  heav'n  his  feat ;     t  If,  altered  by  conflraint,  we  could  fuppofe, 
Enthron'd  he  dictates,  and  his  word  is  fate.        j  That  God  his  fix'd  (lability  mould  lofe  ; 

Nor  want  his  finning  images  below,  How  ftartles  reafon  at  a  thought  fo  itrange! 

In  llreams  that  murmur,  or  in  winds  that  blow  5  What  pow'r  can  force  Omnipotence  to  change? 
His  fpirit  broods  aiong  the  boundlefs  flood,         If  from  his  own  divine  productive  thought, 
Smiles  in  the  plain,  and  whifbers  in  the  wood ;  j  Were  the  yet  ltranger  alteration  wrought ; 


Warms  in  the  genial  fun's  enliv'ning  ray, 
Breathes  in  the  air,  and  beautifies  the  day ! 

Should  man  his  great  immenfity  deny, 
Man  might  as  well  ufurp  the  vacant  Iky  : 
For  were  he  limited  in  date,  or  view, 
Thence  were  his  attributes  imperfect  too  ; 
His  knowledge,  power,  his  goodnefs  all  confin'd, 
And  loll  th'  idea  of  a  ruling  Mind  ! 
Feeble  the  trull,  and  comfortlefs  the  fenfe 
Of  a  defective  partial  Providence  ! 
Boldly  might  then  his  arm  injullice  brave, 
Or  innocence  in  vain  his  mercy  crave  ; 
DejeCted  virtue  lift  its  hopelefs  eye : 
And  heavy  forrow  vent  the  heartlefs  figh  ! 
An  abient  God  no  abler  to  defend, 
Prote6l,  or  punifh,  than  an  abfent  friend; 
Diftant  alike  our  wants  or  griefs  to  know, 
To  eafe  the  anguifh,  or  prevent  the  blow, 
If  he,  Supreme  Director,  were  not  near, 
Vain  were  our  hope,  and  emDty  were  our  fear; 
Unpunifh'd  vice  would  o'er  the  world  prevail, 
And  unrewarded  virtue  toil — to  fail  I 
The  moral  world  a  fecond  chaos  lie, 
And  nature  ficken  to  the  thoughful  eye  ! 

Even  the  weak  embryo,  ere  to  life  it  breaks, 
From  his  high  pow'r  its  fiender  texture  takes  ; 
While  in  his  book  the  various  parts  inroll'd, 
Increafing,  own  eternal  Wifdom's  mould. 

Nor  views  he  only  the  material  whole, 
But  pierces  thought,  and  penetrates  the  foul ! 
Ere  from  the  lips  the  vocal  accents  part, 
Or  the  faint  purpofe  dawns  within  the  heart, 
His  Heady  eye  the  mental  birth  perceives, 
Ere  yet  to  us  the  new  idea  lives  ! 
Knows  what  we  fay,  ere  yet  the  words  proceed, 
And  ere  weform  th'  intention,  marks  the  deed! 
But  Conscience,  fair  vicegerent-light  within, 
Aflerts  its  Author,  and  reilores  the  fcene  I 
Points  out  the  beauty  of  the  govern'd  plan, 
u  And  vindicates  the  ways  of  God  to  man." 

Then,  facred  Mule,  by  the  vafl  profpeft  fir'd, 
From  heav'n  defcended,  as  by  heav'n  infpir'd; 


Could  excellence  fupreme  new  rays  acquire  ? 
Or  itrong  perfection  raife  its  glories  higher? 
Abfurd  ! — his  high  meridian  brightnefs  glows, 
Never  decreafes,  never  ovei flows  1 
Knows  no  addition,  yields  to  no  decay,  . 
The  blaze  of  incommunicable  day  ! 

Below  through  different  forms  does  matter 
And  life  fubfift  from  elemental  change;  [range, 
Liquids  condenfing  fliapes  terreftrial  wear, 
Earth  mounts  in  fire,  and  fire  difiblves  in  airj 
While  we,  enquiring  phantoms  of  a  day, 
Inconltant  as  the  fhadows  we  furvey! 
With  them,  along  time's  rapid  current  pafs, 
And  hafte  to  mingle  with  the  parent  mafs  ; 
But  Thou,  Eternal  Lord  of  life  divine  ! 
In  youth  immortal  {halt  for  ever  fhine! 
No  change  lhall  darken  thy  exalted  name; 
From  eveilalting  ages  ftill  the  lame'. 

If  God,  like  man,  his  purpofe  could  renew, 
His  laws  could  vary,  or  his  plans  undo ; 
1  BefpondingFaithwoulddroopitscheerlefs  wing, 
Religion  deaden  to  a  lifelefs  thing  1 
Where  could  we,  rational,  re  pole  our  trull, 
But  in  a  Pow'r  immutable  as  juft  ? 
How  judge  of  revelation's  force  divin«, 
If  truth  unerring  gave  not  the  defign  ? 
Where,  as  in  nature's  fair  according  plan, 
All  fmiles  benevolent  and  good  to  man. 

Plac'd  in  this  narrow  clouded  fpot  below, 
We  darkly  fee  around  and  darkly  know  ! 
Religion  lends  the  ialutary  beam, 
That  guides  our  reafon  thro'the  dubious  gleam; 
Till  founds  the  hour,  when  he  who  rules  thelkies 
Shall  bid  the  curtain  of  Omnifcience  rife  i 
Shall  diflipate  the  mills  that  veil  our  fight, 
And  fhew  his*creatures — all  his  ways  are  right  ! 

Then,  when  aftonilh'd  nature  feels  its  fate, 
And  fetter'd  time  fhall  know  his  latefl  date  ; 
When  earth  fhall  in  the  mighty  blaze  expire, 
Heav'n  melt  withheat,  andworlds  diflblve  infire ! 
The  univerfal  fyftem  fhrink  away, 
And  ceafing  orbs  confefs  th'  almighty  fway  ! 

Immortal 
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Immortal  He,  amidft  the  wreck  fecure, 
Shall  fit  exalted,  permanently  pure! 
As  in  the  Sacred  Bulh,  mail  ihine  the  fame, 
And  from  the  ruin  raife  a  fairer  frame ! 

VI.      OMNIPOTENCE. 

Far  hence,  ye  vifionary  charming  maids, 
Ye  fanciednymphsthat  haunt  theGrecianihades! 
Your  birth  who  from  conceiving  fiction  drew, 
Yourfelves producing  phantoms  as  untrue: 
But  come,  fuperior  Mufe  !  divinely  bright, 
Daughter  of  heav\n,whofe  offspring  ilill  Ts  light; 
Oh  condefcend  celeflial  iacred  gueil ! 
To  purge  my  fight,  and  animate  my  breaft, 
While  1  prefume  Omnipotence  to  trace, 
And  ling  that  Pow'r  who  peopled  boundlefs 
fpace !  [rode, 

Thou  prefent  wert,  when  forth  th'  Almighty 
WhileChaostrembledat  the  voiceof  God !  [drew, 
Thou  faw'ft,  when  o'er  th*  immenfe  his  line  he 
When  Nothing  from  his  Word  exigence  knew  ! 
His  Word,  that  wak'd  to  life  the  vail  profound, 
While  confcious  light  was  kindled  at  the  found! 
Creation  fair  furpriz'd  the  angelic  eyes, 
And  fov'reign  Wifdom  law  that  all  was  wife ! 

Him,  fole  Almighty,  nature's  book  difplays, 
Diftinct  the  page,  and  legible  the  rays  ! 
Let  the  wild  fceptic  his  attention  throw 
To  the  broad  horizon,  or  earth  below  ; 
He  finds  thy  loft  impreflion  touch  his  breaft, 
Re  feels  the  God,  and  owns  him  unconfefl  : 
Should'the  ftray  pilgrim,  tir'd  of  fands and  Ikies, 
In  Lybia's  waile  behold  a  palace  rife, 
Wouldhe  believe  the  charm fromatoms  wrought: 
Go,  atheilt,  hence,  and  mend  thy  ju  iter  thought ! 

What  hand,  Almighty  Architect !  but  thine, 
Could  give  the  model  of  this  vail  defign  ? 
What  hand  but  thine  adjufl  th'  amazing  whole  ? 
And  bid  conferring  fyftems  beauteous  roll ! 
Wrbat  hand  but  thine  fupply  the  folar  light! 
Ever  bellowing,  yet  for  ever  bright  ! 
What  hand  but  thine  the  Harry  tfaija  array, 
Or  give  the  Moon  to  fried  her  borrow'd  ray  ? 
What  hand  but  thine  the  azure  convex  fpread  ? 
What  hand  but  thine  compofe  the  ocean's  bed? 
To  the  vail  main  the  iandy  barrier  throw, 
And  with  the  feeble  curb  reilrain  the  foe  ! 
What  hand  but  thine  the  wint'ry  flood  aifuage, 
Or  flop  the  tempeft  in  its  wildeit  rage  ! 

Thee  infinite  !  wrhat  finite  can  explore  ? 
Imagination  links  beneath  thy  pow'r; 
Thee  could  the  ableft  of  thy  creatures  know, 
Loit  were  thy  Unity,  for  he  were  Thou  ! 
Yet  prefent  to  all  ienfe  thy  pow'r  remains, 
Reveal'd  in  nature,  nature's  Author  reigns  1 
In  vain  would  error  from  conviction  fly, 
Thou  ev'ry  where  art  prefent  to  the  eye  ! 
The  fenfe  how  ftupid,  and  the  fight  how  blind, 
That  fails  this  univerfal  truth  to  find ! 

Go  !  all  the  fightlefs  realms  of  fpace  furvey, 
Returning  trace  the  Planetary  Way  ! 

■  fun  that  in  his  central  glory  fhines, 
While  ex'ry  planet  round  his  orb  inclines  j 
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Then  at  our  intermediate  globe  repofe, 
And  view  yon  lunar  iatellite  that  glows! 
Or  call  along  the  azure  vault  thy  eye, 
When  golden  day  enlightens  all  the  (ky ; 
Around,  behold  earth's,  variegated  icene, 
The  mingling  proibe^ls,  and  th'  flow'rv  gTWmj 
The  mountain  brow,  the  long-extended  wood, 
Or  the  rude  rock  that  threatens  o'er  the  flood  ! 
And  fay,  are  thefe  the  wild  effects  of  chance? 
Oh,  flrange  effect  of  reas'ning  ignorance  > 

Nor  pow'r  alone  confefs'd  in  grandeur  "lies* 
The  glittering  planet  or  the  painted  ikies  ! 
Equal,  the  elephant's  or  emmet's  drefs 
The  wiidom  of  Omnipotence  confefsj 
Equal,  the  cumbrous  whale's  enormous  mafs, 
With  the  fmail  infects  in  the  croud ed  grafsj 
The  mite  that  gambols  in  its  acid  fea, 
In  fhape  a  porpus,  though  a  fpeck  to  thee  ! 
Ev'n  the  blue  down  the  purple  plumfurronnds, 
A  living  world,  thy  failing  light  confounds, 
To  him  a  peopled  habitation  mows,  ^ 

Where  millions  taiie  the  bounty  God  bellows  ! 

Great  Lordof  life,whofe  all-controuling might 
Thro'  wide  creation  beams  divinely  bright, 
Nor  only  does  thy  pow'r  in  forming  ihine, 
But  to  annihilate,  dread  King !  is  thine* 
Shouldil  thou   withdraw   thy  ftill-fupporting 

hand, 
How  languid  nature  would  aftonifiYd  Hand  ! 
Thy  frown  the  ancient  realm  of  night  reilore, 
And  raife  a  blank — where  fyilems  iinil'd  before! 

See  in  corruption,  all-furprifmg  itate, 
How  ftruggling  life  eludes  the  flroke  of  fate ; 
Shock'd  at  the  icene,  tho'  fenfe  averts  its  eye, 
Nor  ilops  the  wond'rous  procefs  to  defcry  ; 
Yet  juiler  thought  the  myilic  change  purines, 
And  with  delight  Almighty  Wifdom  views! 
The  brute,  the  vegetable  world  furveys, 
Sees  life  fubfiiling  ev'n  from  life's  decays  ! 
Markthere,felf-taught,  the  penfive  reptile  come, 
Spin  his  thin  ihroud,  and  living  build  his  tomb! 
With  confcious  care  his  former  pleafures  leave, 
And  drefs  him  for  th'  bus'nefs  of  the  grave  ! 
Thence,  pafs'd  the  ihort-liv'd  change,  renew'd 

he  fp  rings, 
Admires  the  ikies,  and  tries  his  filken  wings! 
With  airy  flight  the  infect  roves  abroad, 
And  icorns  the  meaner  earth  he  lately  trod  J 

Thee,  potent,  let  deliver'd  Ifrael  p raife, 
And  to  thy  name  their  grateful  homage  raife! 
Thee,  potent  God  !  let  Egypt's  land  dec  lare, 
That  felt  thy  juilice  awfully  fevere  ! 
How  did  thy  frown  benight  the  fhadow'd  land! 
Nature  revers'd,  how  own  thy  high  command  ! 
When  jarring  elements  their  uie  forgot, 
And  the  fun  felt  thy  overcaiting  blot ! 
When  earth  produe'd  the  peitilential  brood, 
And  the  foul  dream  was  crimibn'd  into  blood! 
How  deep  the  horrors  of  that  awful  night, 
How  l'trong  the  terror,  and  how  wild  the  fright! 
When  o'er  the  land  thy  fword  vindictive  pafs'd, 
And  men  and  infants  breath'd  at  once  their  laft, 
How  did  thy  arm  thy  favour'd  tribes  convey  ! 
Thy  light  conducting  point  the  patent  way  ! 

Obedient 
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Obedient  ocean  to  their  march  divide 
The  wat'ry  wall  diltinct  on  either  fide; 
While  thro'  the  deep  the  long  procefiion  led, 
And  faw  the  wonders  of  the  oozy  bed  ! 
Nor  long  theyrnarch'd,till,black'ninginthe  rear, 
The  vengeful  tyrant  and  his  holt  appear! 
Plunge  down  the  Iteep,  the  waves  thy  nod  obey, 
Andwhelm  the  threat'ningitormbeneath  thefea! 

Nor  yet  thy  pow'r  thy  chofen  train  foribok, 
When  thro* Arabia's  fluids  their  way  they  took; 
By  day  thy  cloud  was  prefent  to  the  fight, 
Thy  fiery  pillar  led  the  inarch  by  night; 
Thy  hand  amidft  the  wafte  their  table  fpread, 
With  feather'd  viands,  and  with  heav'niy  bread: 
When  the  dry  wildernefs  no  flreams  fupplied, 
Gufn'd  from  the  yielding  rock  the  vital  tide  ! 
What  limits  can  Omnipotence  confine  ? 
What  obftacles  oppole  thy  arm  divine  ? 
Since  ltones  and  waves  their  fettled  laws  forego, 
Since  feas  can  harden,  and  (nice  rocks  can  flow! 

On  Sinai's  top,  the  Mule  with  ardent  wing 
The  triumphs  of  Omnipotence  would  ling! 
When  o'er  its  airy  brow  thy  cloud  difpiay'd, 
Involv'd  the  nations  in  its  awful  fhade; 
When  fhrunk  the  earth  from  thy  approaching 
And  the  rock  trembled  to  its  rooted  bafe :  [face, 
Yet  where  thy  majefly  divine  appear'd, 
Where  fhonethy  glorvrand  thy  voice  was  heard; 
Ev'n  in  the  blaze  of  that  tremendous  day, 
Idolatry  its  impious  rites  could  pay  !       [vade, 
Oh  fhame  to  thought ! — thy  facred  throne  in- 
And  brave  the  bolt  that  linger'd  round  its  head! 

VII.      WISDOM. 

O  thou, who,whenth,Almightyform",dthis All, 
Upheld  the  fcale,and  weiglvdeacnbalanc'dball; 
And  as  his  hand  completed  each  defign, 
Number'd  the  work,  and  nx"'d  the  feal  divine; 
O  VVifdom  infinite  !   creation's  foul, 
Whole  rays  diftufe  new  luftre  o'er  the  whole, 
What  tongue  fhail  make  thy  charms  celeitial 
known  ?  [own  ? 

What  hand,  fair  Goddefs  I  paint  thee  but  thy 

What  tho'  in  nature's  univerfal  ltore 
Appear  the  wonders  of  almighty  pow'r; 
Pow'r,  unattended,  terror  would  infpire, 
Aw'd  mull  we  gaze,  and  comfortlefs  admire. 
But  when  fair  Wifdom  joins  in  the  defign, 
The  beauty  of  the  whole  refult  's  divine  ! 

Hence  life  acknowledges  its  glorious  caufe, 
And  matter  owns  its  great  Difpofer's  laws ; 
Hence  in  a  thoufand  different  models  wrought, 
Now  fix'd  to  quiet,  now  allied  to  thought ; 
Hence  flow  the  forms  and  properties  ot  things, 
Hence  riies  harmony,  and  order  fprings; 
Elfe,  had  the  mais  a  fhapelefs  chaos  lay, 
Nor  ever  felt  the  dawn  of  Wifdom's  day  ! 

See,  how  aflbciate  round  their  central  fun, 
-  Their  faithful  rings  the  circling  planets  run  ; 
Still  equi-diftant,  never  yet  too  near, 
Exactly  tracing  their  appointed  f  phere. 
Mark  how  the  moon  our  flying  orb  purfues, 
While  from  the  fun  her  monthly  light  renews; 


Breathes  her  wide  influence  on  the  world  below, 
And  bids  the  tides  alternate  ebb  and  flow. 
View  how  in  courle  the  conftant  feafons  rife, 
Deform  the  earth,  or  beautify  the  Ikies: 
Firft,  Spring  advancing,  with  her  flow'ry  train; 
Next,  Summer's  hand,  that  fpreads  the  fylvari 

fcene ; 
Then,Autumn,wath  heryellowharveltscrown'd, 
And  trembling  Winter  clofe  the  annual  round. 
The  vegetable  tribes  obfervant  trace, 
From  the  tall  cedar  to  the  creeping  grafs  : 
The  chain  of  animated  beings  feu    . 
From  the  fmall  reptile  to  the  enormous  whale ; 
From  the  ftrong  eagle  ftooping  thro'  the  Ikies, 
To  the  low  infect  that  efcapes  thy  eyes  ! 
And  fee,  if  fee  thou  canit,  in  ev'ry  frame, 
Eternal  Wifdom  fhine  confeiVd  the  fame; 
As  proper  organs  to  the  leuit  ailign'd, 
As  proper  means  to  propagate  the  kind, 
As  )U&  the  iiruclure,  and  as  wife  the  planr 
As  in  this  lord  of  all — debating  man! 

Hence,  reas'ning  creature,thydiirinclionfind, 
Nor  longer  to  the  ways  of  Heav'n  be  blind. 
Wifdom  in  outward  beauty  itrikes  the  mind, 
But  outward  beauty  points  a  charm  behind. 
What  gives  the  earth,  the  ambient  air,  or  feas, 
The  plain,  the  river,  or  the  wood  to  pleafe  ? 
Oh  fay,  in  whom  does  beauty's  felf  refide, 
The  Beaut: ner,  or  the  beautified  ? 
There  dwells  theGodhead  in  the  bright  difguife, 
Beyond  the  ken  of  all  created  eyes  ; 
His  works  our  love  and  our  attention  Ileal ; 
His  works  (furprifing  thought)  the  Maker  vei'; 
Too  weak  our  fight  to  pierce  the  radiant  cloncJ, 
WhereWifdorn  mines,in  all  her  charms  avow'o, 

O  gracious  God,  omnipotent  and  wife, 
Unerring  Lord,  and  Ruler  of  the  ikies  ! 
All-condefcending,  to  my  feeble  heart 
One  beam  of  thy  celeftial  light  imoart; 
I  feek  not  fordid  wealth,  or  glitt'ring  pow'r; 
O  grant  me  Wifdom — and  I  afk  no  more ! 

VIII.      PROVIDENCE. 

As  fromfome  level  country'sfhelter'dgronnd, 
Withtowns  replete,  with  green  enclofuresbound, 
Where  the  eye  kept  within  the  verdant  maze, 
But  gets  a  tranfient  vifta  as  it  ftrays  ; 
The  pilgrim  to  iome  rifing  fummit  tends, 
Whence  opens  all  the  fcene  as  he  afcends ; 
So  Providence  the  friendly  heights  fupplies, 
Where  all  the  charms  of  Deitv  lurpriie  ; 
Here  Goodnefs,  Power,  and  Wifdom,  all  unite, 
And  dazzling  glories  whelm  the  raviftVd  fight  ( 

Almighty  Caufe  !  'tis  thy  preferving  care, 
That  keeps  thy  works  for  ever  frefh  and  fair ; 
The  fun,  from  thy  fuperior  radiance  bright, 
Eternal  fheds  his  delegated  light ; 
Lends  to  his  lifter  orb  inferior  day, 
And  paints  the  fiber  moon's  alternate  ray: 
Tr.v  hand  the  waite  o<  eating  1  uue  renews: 
Tnou  fhedd'ft  the  tepid  morr.i.ig's  balmy  dews  : 
When  raging  wine's  the  blackened  deep  deform, 
Thy  fpirit  rides  comrniulon'd  in  the  ftorm; 

Bids 
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Bids  at  thy  will  the  flack'ning  tempeft  ceafe, 
While  the  calm  ocean  fmooths  its  ruffled  face ; 
When  lightnings  thro'  the  air  tremendous  fly, 
Or  the  blue  plague  is  loofen'd  to  deftroy, 
Thy  hand  direcls,  or  turns  afide  the  ftroke  ; 
Thy  word  the  fiend's  commiflion  can  revoke  ; 
When  fubterraneous  fires  the  furface  heave, 
And  towns  are  buried  in  the  yawning  grave  ; 
Thou  fufter'ft  not  the  mif chief  to  prevail ; 
Thy  fov'reign  touch  the  recent  wound  can  heal. 
ToZembla's  rock  thou  fend'll  thecheerfulgleai  a; 
O'erLybia's  limdsthoupour'ft  the  coolingftream; 
Thy  watchful  providence  o'er  all  intends ; 
Thy  works  obey  their  great  Creator's  ends. 

When  man  too  long  the  paths  of  vice  purfued, 
Thy  hand  prepar'd  the  univerfal  flood; 
Gracious,  to  Noah  gave  the  timely  fign, 
To  fave  a  remnant  from  the  wrath  divine ! 
One  fhining  wafte  the  globe  terreftrial  lay, 
And  the  ark  heav'd  along  the  troubled  lea ; 
Thou  bad'lt  the  deep  his  ancient  bed  explore, 
The  clouds  their  wat'ry  deluge  pour'd  no  more ! 
The  Ikies  were  clear' d — the  mountain  tops  were 
The  dove  pacific  brought  the  olive  green  [feen, 
On  Arrarat  the  happy  Patriarch  toft, 
Found  the  recover'd  world  his  hopes  had  loft ; 
There  his  fond  eyes  review'd  the  pleaiing  fcene, 
The  earth  all  verdant,  and  the  air  ferene  ! 
Its  precious  freight  the  guardian  ark  difplay'd, 
While  Noah  grateful  adoration  paid  ! 
Beholding  in  the  many-tinclur'd  bow 
The  promife  of  a  fafer  world  below. 

When  wild  ambition  rear'd  its  impious  head, 
And  riling  Babel  Heav'n  with  pride  furvey'd  ; 
Thy  word  the  mighty  labour  could  confound, 
And  leave  the  mal's  to  moulder  with  the  ground, 

FromThee  all  humanaclions  taketheirf  prings, 
The  rife  of  empires,  and  the  fall  of  kings  ! 
See  the  vaft  theatre  of  time  difplay'd, 
While  o'er  the  fcene  fucceedin^  heroes  tread  ! 
With  pomp  the  fhining  images  lucceed, 
Whatleaders  triumph!  andwhatmonarchsbleed! 
Perform  the  parts  thy  providence  affign'd, 
Their  pride,  their  paflions,  to  thy  ends  inclin'd  i 
A  while  they  glitter  in  the  face  of  day, 
Then  at  thy  nod  the  phantoms  pafs  away; 
No  traces  left  of  all  the  bufy  fcene, 
Butthat  remembranceiays — The  thmgsbavebcen! 
«<But(queitionsDoubt)whenceiicklynaturefeels 
"The  ague-fits  her  face  lb  oft  reveals  ?     [breaft? 
"Whenceearthquakesheavetheearth'saftoniih'd 
"Whence  tempeits  rage?  oryellowplaguesinfeft? 
"Whence  draws  rank  Afric  her  empoifon'd 
"Or  liquid  fires  explofive./Etna  pour?"  [ftore? 
Go,  fceptic  mole  !  demand  th'  eternal  caufe, 
The  fecret  of  his  all-preferving  laws  ; 
The  depths  of  wifdom  infinite  explore, 
And  aik  thy  Maker — why  he  knows  no  more  ? 

Thy  error  ftill  in  moral  things  as  great, 
As  vain  to  cavil  at  the  ways  of  fate, 
To  afk  why  profp'rous  vice  fo  oft  fucceeds, 
Why  fuffers  innocence,  or  virtue  bleeds  ? 
Why  monfters,  nature  muft  with  blufhes  own, 
By  crimes  grow  pow'rful,anddilgrace  a  throne? 


Why  faints  and  fages,  mark'd  in  every  age, 
Perifh  the  viclims  of  tyrannic  rage  ; 
Why  Socrates  for  truth  and  freedom  fell, 
Or  Nero  reign'd  the  delegate  of  hell  ? 
In  vain  by  reafon  is  the  maze  purfued, 
Of  ill  triumphant,  and  atflicred  good, 
Fix'd  to  the  hold,  fo  might  the  failor  aim 
To  judge  the  pilot,  and  the  fteerage  blame, 
As  we  direct  to  God  what  fhould  belong, 
Or  fay,  that  fov'reign  wifdom  governs  wrong. 

Nor  always  vice  does  uncorrected  go, 
Nor  virtue  unrewarded  pafs  below  ! 
Oft  facred  Juftice  lifts  her  awful  head, 
And  dooms  the  tyrant  and  th'  ufurper  dead; 
Oft  Providence,  more  friendly  than  fevere, 
Arrefts  the  hero  in  his  wild  career; 
Directs  the  fever,  poniard,  or  the  ball, 
By  which  an  Ammon,  Charles,  or  Caefar  fall} 
Or,  when  the  curled  Borgias  brew  the  cup 
For  merit,  bids  the  monfters  drink  it  up  j 
On  violence  oft  retorts  the  cruel  fpear, 
Or  fetters  cunning  in  its  crafty  mare ; 
Relieves  the  innocent,  exalts  the  juft, 
And  lays  the  proud  oppreflbr  in  the  dull ! 

But,  fail  as  Time's  ivvift  pinions  can  convey, 
Haftens  the  pomp  of  that  tremendous  day, 
When  to  the  view  of  all  created  eyes 
God's  high  tribunal  fh?ll  majeltic  rife, 
When  the  loud  trumpet  mall  aflemble  round 
The  dead,  reviving  at  the  piercing  found! 
Where  men  and  angels  fhall  to  audit  come, 
And  millions  yet  unborn  receive  their  doom  \ 
Then  fhall  fair  Providence,  to  all  difplay'd, 
Appear  divinely  bright  without  a  fhade; 
In  light  triumphant  all  her  acts  be  fhown, 
And  blufliing  Doubt  eternal  Wifdom  own  ! 

Mean  while,  thou  great  Intelligence  fupreme, 
Sov'reign  Director  of  this  mighty  frame, 
Whole  watchful  hand,  and  all-obferving  ken, 
Fafhions  the  hearts,  and  views  the  ways  of  men; 
Whether  thy  hand  the  plenteous  table  fpread, 
Or  meafvire  fparingly  the  daily  bread  ; 
Whether  or  wealth  or  honours  gild  the  fcene, 
Or  wants  deform,  and  wafting  anguifli  flain  j 
On  thee  let  truth  and  virtue  firm  rely, 
Blefs'd  in  the  care  of  thy  approving  eye  1 
Know  that  thyprovidence,their  conftant  friend, 
Thro'  life  fhall  guard  them, and  in  death  attend; 
With  everlafting  arms  their  caufe  embrace, 
And  crown  the  paths  of  piety  with  peace. 

IX.      GOODNESS,    ' 

Yeferaphs,  who  God's  throne  encircling  ftill, 
With  holy' zeal  your  golden  cenfers  fill ; 
Ye  flaming  minifters,  to  diftant  lands 
Who  bear,  obfequious,  his  divine  commands  j 
Ye  cherubs,  who  compofe  the  facred  choir, 
Attuning  to  the  voice  th'  angelic  lyre  ! 
Or  ye,  fair  natives  of  the  heav'nly  plain, 
Who  once  were  mortal — now  a  happier  train! 
Who  fpend  in  peaceful  love  your  joyful  hours, 
In  blifsful  meads,  and  amaranthine  bow'rs, 
Oh  lend  one  fpark  of  your  celeftial  fire, 
Oh  deign  my- glowing  bofom  toinfpire, 

And 
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And  aid  the  Mufe's  unexperienc'd  wing, 
While  Goodneis,theme  divine,(he  fears  to  iing! 

Tho'  all  thy  attributes,  divinely  fair, 
Thy  full  perfection,  glorious  God!  declare  j 
Yet  if  one  beams  fuperior  to  the  reft, 
Oh  let  thy  Goodnefs  faireft  be  confefs'd : 
As  fhines  the  moon  amidft  her  (tarry  train 


Attend  the  fwains,  purfue  the  flarry  road, 
And  nail  to  earth  the  Saviour  and  the  God  ! 

Redemption  !  oh  thou  beauteous  myftic  plan! 
Thou  (alutary  fource  of  life  to  man  ! 
What  tongue  can  fpeakthycomprehenfivegrace? 
What  thought  thy  depths  unfathomable  trace  ? 
When  loft  in  fin  our  ruin'd  nature  lay, 
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As  breathes  the  role  amongft  the  fiow'ry  fcene,  When  awful  juftice  claim'd  her  righteous  pay  ! 

As  the  mild  dove  her  (ilver  plumes  difplays,  See  the  mild  Saviour  bend  his  pitying  eye, 
So  (heds  thy  mercy  its  diftinguilh'd  rays. 


This  led,  Creator  mild,  thy  gracious  hand, 

When  formlefs  Chaos  heard  thy  high  command; 

When,  pleas'd,  the  eye  thy  matchlefs  works  re- 

view'd, 
And  Goodnefs,  placid,  fpoke  that  all  was  good  ! 
Nor  only  does  in  heav'n  thy  Goodnefs  mine ; 
Delighted  nature  feels  its  warmth  divine  j 
The  vital  fun's  illuminating  beam, 
The  filver  crefcent,  and  the  ftarry  gleam, 
As  day  and  night  alternate  they  command, 
Proclaim  that  truth  to  ev'ry  diftant  land. 

See  fmiling  nature,  with  thy  treafures  fair, 
Confefs  thy  bounty  and  parental  care  ; 
Renew  d  by  thee,  the  faithful  feafons  rife, 
And  earth  with  plenty  all  her  fons  fupplies. 
The  generous  lion,  and  the  brinded  boar, 
As  nightly  thro-'  the  foreft  walks  they  roar, 
From  thee,  Almighty  Maker,  feek  their  prey, 
Nor  from  thy  hand  unfated  go  away  : 
To  thee  for  meat  the  callow  ravens  cry, 
Supported  by  thy  all-preferving  eye  : 
From  thee  the  feather'd  natives  of  the  plain, 
Or  thole  who  range  the  field,or  plough  the  main, 
Receivewith  conltantcourfe  th'  aopointed  food, 
And  tafte  the  cup  of  univerfal  good; 
Thy  hand  thou  open'd,  million'd  mvriads  live, 
Thou  frown'd,  they  faint;  thou  fmirft,and  they 
On  virtue's  acre,as  on  rapine's  ltores,  [revive! 
See  Heav'n  impartial  deal  the  fruitful  lhow'rs! 
'Life's  common  blefiings  all  her  children  (hare,' 
Tread  the  fame  earth,  and  breathe  a  gen'ral  air  ! 
Without  diftinclion  boundlefs  bleflings  fall, 
And  Goodnefs  like  the  fun,  enlightens  all! 

Oh  man  !  degenerate  man  !  otiend  no  more ! 
Go,  leatn  of  brutes  thy  Maker  to  adore  ! 
Shall  thefe  thro'  ev'ry  tribe  his  bounty  own, 
Of  all  his  works  ungrateful  thou  alone  ! 
Deaf  when  the  tuneful  voice  of  mercy  cries. 
And  blind  whenfov'reign  Goodnefs  charms  the 

eyes  ! 
Mark  howthew retch  hisawful  name  blafphemes, 
His  pity  (pares — his  clemency  reclaims  ! 
Obferve  his  patience  with  the  guilty  drive, 
And  bid  the  criminal  repent  and  live; 
Recal  the  fugitive  with  e;:ntle  eye, 
Befeech  the  obftinate,  he  would  not  die  ! 
Amazing  tendernefs— amazing  mod, 
The  foul  on  whom  fuch  mercy  mould  be  loft  ! 
But  would  it  thou  view  the  rays  of  goodnefs  join 
In  one  ltrong  point  or  n  diance  all  divme, 
Behold,  celeltial  Mufe  !  yon  eaftern  h.     tj 
To  Bethlem's  plain,  adoring,  bend  thy  fight ! 
Hear  the  glad  meflage  to  the  (hepherds  giv'n, 
Goodwill  on  earth  to  man,  and  peace  in  heav'n ! 


And  (lop  the  lightning  juft  prepar'd  to  fly  ! 
(O  (trange  effect  of  unexampled  love  !) 
View  him  defcend  the  heav'nly  throne  above; 
Patient  the  ills  of  mortal  life  endure, 
Calm,  tho'  revil'd,  and  innocent,  tho*  poor  I 
Uncertain  his  abode,  and  coarfe  his  food, 
His  life  one  (air  continued  fcene  of  good; 
For  us  fuitam  the  wrath  to  man  decreed, 
The  victim  of  eternal  juftice  bleed  ! 
Look  !  to  the  crofs  the  Lord  of  life  is  tied, 
They  pierce  his  hands,andwound  his  facred  fide. 
See  God  expires  !  our  forfeit  to  atone, 
While  nature  trembles  at  his  parting  groan ! 

Advance,thou  hopelefs  mortaljdeel'd  inguilt, 
Behold,  and,  if  thou  canft,  forbear  to  melt  1 
Shall  Jefus  die  thy  freedom  to  regain, 
And  wilt  thou  drag  the  voluntary  chain  ? 
Wilt  thou  refufe  thy  kind  aflent  to  give, 
When  dying  he  looks  down  to  bid  thee  live  ! 
Pe'-verfe,  wilt  thou  reject  the  prolfer'd  good, 
Bought  with  his  life,and  dreaming  in  his  blood  r 
Whofe  virtue  can  thy  deeped  crimes  efface, 
Re-heal  thy  nature,  and  confirm  thy  peace  ! 
Can  ail  the  errors  of  thy  life  atone, 
And  raife  thee  from  a  rebel  to  a  fon  ! 

O  bled  Redeemer,  from  thy  facred  throne, 
Where  faints  and  angels  fmg  thy  triumphs  won! 
(Where  from  the  grave  thou  rais'd  thy  glorious 

head, 
Chain'd  to  thy  car  the  pow'rs  infernal  led) 
From  that  exalted  height  of  blifs  fupreme, 
Look  down  on  thole  who  bear  thy  facred  name; 
Reftore  their  ways,  infpire  them  by  thy  grace, 
Thy  laws  to  follow,  and  thy  deps  to  trace; 
Thy  bright  example  to  thy  doctrine  join, 
And  by  their  morals  prove  their  faith  divine  ! 

Nor  only  to  thy  church  confine  thy  ray, 
O'er  the  glad  world  thy  healing  light  difplay; 
Fair  Sun  of  Righteoufnefs  !  in  beauty  rife, 
And  clear  the  mids  that  cloud  the  mental  ikies! 
To  Judah's  remnant,  now  a  fcatter'd  train, 
Oh  great  Meffiah  !  fhew  thy  promis'd  reign; 
O'er  earth  as  wide  thy  faving  warmth  diffufe, 
As  fpreads  the  ambient  air,  or  falling  dews; 
And  hade  the  time  when,  vanquifh'd  by  thy 

pow'r, 
Death  (hall  expire,  and  fin  defile  no  more ! 

X.       RECTITUDE. 

Hence  didant  far.  ye  fons  of  earth  profane, 
The  loole,  ambitious,  covetous,  or  vain: 
Ye  worms  of  pow'r!  yeminion'd  Haves  of  ftate, 
The  wanton  vulgar,  and  the  fordid  great  ! 
But  come,  ye  purer  fouls,  from  drofs  refin'd, 
The  blamelefs  heart  and  uncorrupted  mind  ! 

Let 
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Let  your  chafte  hands  the  holy  altars  raife, 
Frefh  incenfebring,and  light  the  glowing  blaze, 
Your  grateful  voices  aid  the  Mule  to  fing 
The  fpotlefs  juftice  of  th'  Almighty  King  I 

As  only  Rectitude  divine  he  knows, 
As  truth  and  fanftity  his  thoughts  compofe; 
So  thefe  the  dictates  which  th'  Eternal  Mind 
To  reafonable  beings  has  affign'd  ; 
Thefe  has  his  care  on  ev'ry  mind  imprefs'd, 
The  confcious  lea  Is  the  hand  of  Heav'n  attefl! 
When  man,  perverfe,  for  wrong  forlakes  the 

k  right, 
He  flill  attentive  keeps  the  fault  m  fight ; 
Demands  that  Uriel:  atonement  fhouldbe  made, 
And  claims  the  forfeit  on  th'  offender's  head  ! 

But  Doubt  demands — "Why  man  difpos'd 
"  this  way  ? 
<fWhy  left  the  dang'rous  choice  to  go  aftray  ? 
"If  Heav'n  that  made  him  did  the  fault  forefee, 
"Thence  follows,  Heav'n  is  more  to  blame  than 
No— had  to  good  the  heart  alone  inclin'd,  [he." 
What  toil,  what  prize  had  virtue  been  aiTign'd  r 
From  obftacles  her  nobleft  triumphs  flew, 
Her  fpirits  languiih  when  ihe  finds  no  foe  1 
Man  might  perhaps  have  ib  been  happy  itill,  \ 
Happy,  without  the  privilege  of  will, 
And  juft,  becaufe  his  hands  were  tied  from  ill !  j 
O  wond'rous  fcheme,  to  mend  th'  almightyplan, 
By  finking  all  the  dignity  of  man  ! 

Yet  turn  thy  eyes,vain  fceptic,own  thy  pride. 
And  view  thy  happinefs  and  choice  allied  ; 
See  virtue  from  herfelf  her  blifs  derive, 
A  blifs,  beyond  the  pow'r  of  thrones  to  give  j 
Sec  vice,  of  empire  and  of  wealth  pofTeis'd, 
Pine  at  the  heart,  and  feel  herfelf  unblefs'd  : 
And,  fay,  were  yet  no  farther  marks  aflign'd, 
Is  man  ungrateful  ?  or  is  Heav'n  unkind  ? 

"Yes,  all  thewoes  fromHeav'n  permiiTive  fall, 
"The  wretch  adopts — the  wretch  improves  them 
From  his  wild  lull,  or  his  opprefflve  deed,  [all." 
Rapes,  battles,  murders,  facrilege  proceed  j 
His  wild  ambition  thins  the  peopled  earth, 
Or  from  his  av'rice  famine  takes  her  birth  j 
Had  nature  giv'n  the  hero  wings  to  fly, 
His  pride  would  lead  him  to  attempt  the  Iky  ! 
To  angels  make  the  pigmy's  folly  known, 
And  draw  ev'n  pity  from  th'  eternal  throne. 

Yet  while  on  earth  triumphant  vice  prevails, 
Celeftial  Juftice  balances  her  fcales. 
With  eye  unbiafs'd  all  the  fcene  furveys, 
With  hand  impartial  ev'ry  crime  me  weighs  } 
Oft  clofe  profiling  at  his  trembling  heels, 
The  man  of  blood  her  awful  prefence  feels  j 
Oft  from  her  arm,  amidft  the  blaze  of  ftate,     > 
The  regal  tyrant,  with  lnccefs  elate, 
Is  fore'd  to  leap  the  precipice  of  fate  !  J 

Or  if  the  villain  pafs  unpuniih'd  here, 
'Tis  but  to  make  the  future  flroke  i'avcre ; 
For  fbon  or  late  eternal  Juftice  pays 
Mankind  the  juft  defert  of  all  their  ways. 

'Tis  in  that  awful  all-difcloling  day, 
When  high  Omniicience  (hall  her  books  difplay, 
When  Juftice  mall  prefent  her  ftrict  account, 
While  Confcience  ihall  atteft  the  due  amount ; 


That  all  who  feel,  condemn  the  dreadful  rod, 
Shall  own  that  righteous  are  the  ways  of  God! 

Oh  then,  while  penitence  can  fate  difarm, 
While  ling'ring  Juftice  yet  withholds  its  arms  j 
Whileheav'nlypatiencegrants  the  precioustime, 
Let  the  loft  finner  think  him  of  his  crime; 
Immediate,  to  the  leat  of  mercy  fly, 
Nor  wait  to-morrow— left  to-night  he  die  ! 

But  tremble,  all  ye  fins  of  blackeft  birth, 
Ye  giant?,  that  deform  the  face  of  earth  ; 
Tremble,  ye  ions  of  aggravated  guilt, 
And,  ere  too  late,  let  forrow  learn  to  melt : 
Remorfelefs  Murder!  drop  thy  hand  fevere, 
And  bathe  thy  bloody  weapon  with  a  tear  ; 
Go,  Luft  impure  !   conver'e  with  friendly  light, 
Forlake  the  manfions  of  defiling  night  ; 
Quit,  dark  Hypocrify,  thy  thin  difguife, 
Nor  think  to  cheat  the  notice  of  the  Ikies  ! 
Unfocial  Avarice,  thy  grafp  forego, 
And  bid  the  ufeful  treafure  learn  to  flow ! 
Reftore^  Injuftice,  the  defrauded  gain  ! 
Oppreffion,  bend  to  eafe  the  captive's  chain, 
Ere  awful  Juftice  ftrike  the  fatal  blow  ! 
And  drive  you  to  the  realms  cf  night  below  ! 

But  doubt  relumes — "If  Juftice  has  decreed 
"The  punilhment  proportion'd  to  the  deed; 
"Eternal  mifery  feems  too  levere, 
"  Too  dread  a  weight  for  wretched  mnn  to  bear  \ 
"  Tooharfli ! — that  endlefs  torments  fhouldrepay 
"The  crimes  cf  life — the  errors  of  a  day  !" 

In  vain  our  reafon  would prefurrptuous  prV| 
Heav'n'scounfelsare  beyond  conception  bigfa; 
In  vain  v/ould  thought  his  meafur'd  juftice  itan! 
His  ways  how  different  from  the  ways  of  man! 
Too  deep  for  thee  his  fecrets  are  to  know, 
Enquire  not,  but  more  wifely  ihun  the  woe  ; 
Warn'd  by  his  threat'nings  to  his  laws  attend, 
And  learn  to  make  Omnipotence  thy  friend  1 
Our  weaker  laws,  to  gain  the  purpos'd  ends, 
Oft  pafs  the  bounds  the  lawgiver  intends ; 
Oft  partia  pow'r,  to  ferve  its  own  delign. 
Warps  from  the  text,  exceeding  reafon's  linej 
Strikes  biafs'd  at  the  perfon,  not  the  deed, 
And  fees  the  guiltlefs  unprotected  bleed! 

But  God  alone,  with  unimpaflion'd  light, 
Surveys  the  nice  barrier  of  wrong  and  right} 
And  while  fubfervient,  as  his  will  ordains, 
Obedient  nature  yields  the  prefent  means  5 
Whileneitherforce  nor  pallionsguide  his  views, 
Ev  n  Evil  works  the  purpofe  he  purfues ! 
That  bitter  fpring,  the  fource  of  human  pain  ! 
Heal'd  by  his  touch,does  mineral  health  contain} 
And  dark  affliction,  at  his  potent  rod, 
Withdiaws  its  cloud,  and  brightens  i;itogood.' 

Thus  human  juftice  (far  as  man  can  t;o) 
For  private  fafely  ft  1  ikes  the  dubious  blow  j 
But  Rectitude  divine,  with  nobler  foul, 
Confults  each  individual  in  the  whole  ! 
Directs  the  iifues  of  each  moral  ftrive, 
And  fees  creation  ftruggie  into  life  ! 

And  you,  ye  happier  fouls  !  who  in  his  wa}rs 
Obfervant  walk,  and  fing  his  daily  p raife  } 
Ye  righteous  few  !  whole  calm  unnijfled  breafts 
No  fears  can 'darken,  and  no  guilt  infelts, 

To 
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To  whom  his  gracious  promifes  extend, 

In  whom  they  center,  and  in  whom  fhall  end, 

Which(bleis'donthatfoundationfurewhobuild) 

Shall  with  eternal  Juitict  be  ftiMQTdi 

Ye  fons  of  lite,  to  whofe  glad  hope  is  giv'n 

The  bright  reverfion  of  approaching  heav'n, 

With  grateful  hearts  his  glorious  praife  recite, 

Whole  love   from  darknefs  call'd  you  out  to 


His  praife  around,  ye  flow'rv-  tribes,  exhr.Je, 
Far  as  your  fweets  embalm  the  fpicy  gale ! 
His  praiie,  ye  dimpled  ilreams,  to  earth  reveal, 
As  pleas'd  ye  murmur  through  the  flow'ry  vale  I 
His  praife,  ye  feathered  choirs,  diftinguifh'd ling, 
As  to  your  notes  the  vocal  forefts  ring! 
His  praife  proclaim,  ye  monlters  of  the  deep, 
Who  in  the  valt  abyfs  y  ,ur  revels  keep  ! 


So  let  your  piety  reflective  mine,  [light  ;j  Or  ye,  fair  natives  of  our  earthly  fcene, 


As  men  may  thence  confefs  his  truth  divine  ! 
And  when  this  mortal  veil,  as  foon  it  mult, 
Shall  drop,  returning  to  its  native  dult; 
The  work  of  life  with  approbation  done, 


Who  range  the  wilds,  or  haunt  the  pifture  green  \ 
Nor  thou,  vain  lord  of  earth,  with  carelefs  ear 
The  univerfal  hymn  of  worlhip  hear! 
But  ardent  in  the  facred  chorus  join, 


Receive  from  God  your  bright  immortal  crown.!  Thy  foul  tranfported  with  the  talk  divine  ! 

|  While  by  his  works  th*  Almighty  is  confefs  d» 
Supremely  glorious,  and  fupremely  blefs'd ! 
Great  Lord  of  life  !  from  whom  this  humble 


XI.    GLORY. 

But  oh,  advent'rous  Mufe,  reftrain  thy  flight, 
Dare  not  the  blaze  of  uncreated  light  ! 
Before  whofe  glorious  throne  with  dread  iurprife 
Th'  adoring  leraph  veils  his  dazzled  eyes; 
Whole  pure  effulgence,  radiant  to  excels, 
No  colours  can  defcribe,  or  words  exprefs ! 
AH  the  fair  beauties,  all  the  lucid  ilores, 
Which  o'er  thy  worksthyhand  refplendentpours, 
Feeble,  thy  brighter  glories  to  difplay, 
Pale  as  the  moon  before  the  folar  ray  ! 

See  on  his  throne  the  gaudy  Perlian  plac'd, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  the  luxuriant  eait! 
While  mingling  gems  a  borrow'd  day  unfold, 
And  the  rich  purple  waves  embofs'd  with  gold ; 
Yet  mark  this  fcene  of  painted  grandeur  yield 
To  the  fair  lily  that  adorns  the  field  I 
Obfcur'd,  behold  that  fainter  lily  lies, 
By  the  rich  bird's  inimitable  dyes; 
Yet  thefe  furvey  confounded  and  outdone 
By  the  fuperior  luitre  of  the  fun ; 
That  fun  himfelf  withdraws  his  lefTen'd  beam 
From  Thee,  the  glorious  Author  of  his  frame ! 

Tranfcendent  Pow'r  !  fole  arbiter  of  fate  ! 
How  great  thy  glory  !  and  thy  blifs  how  great ! 
To  view  from  thy  exalted  throne  above, 
(Eternal  fource  of  light,  and  life,  and  love) 
Unnumber'd  creatures  draw  their  irniling  birth, 
To  blefs  the  heav'ns,  or  beautify  the  earth; 
While  fyltems  roll,  obedient  to  thy  view, 
And  worlds  rejoice — which  Newton  never  knew. 

Then  raife  the  fong,  the  gen'ral  anthem  raife, 
And  fwell  the  concert  of  eternal  praife  ! 
Affift,  ye  orbs,  that  form  this  bound lefs  whole, 
Which  in  the  womb  of  fpace  unnumber'd  roll  j 
Ye  planets  who  compofe  our  letter  fcheme, 
And  bend,  concertive,  round  the  folar  frame; 
Thou  eye  of  nature  !  whofe  exteniive  ray 
With  endlefs  charms  adorns  the  face  of  day; 
Confenting  raife  th'  harmonious  joyful  found, 
And  bear  his  praife3  thro'  the  valt  profound! 
His  praife,  ye  winds  that  fan  the  cheerful  air, 
Swift  as  they  pafs  along  your  pinions  bear ! 
His  praiie  let  ocean  thro'  her  realms  difplay, 
Far  as  her  circling  billows  can  convey ! 
His  praife.ye  iniily  vapours,  wide  dilfufe, 
In  rains  defcending,  or  in  milder  dews  ! 
His  praifes  whifper,  ye  maj^ftic  trees, 
As  your  tops  naitte  to  the  gentle  breeae  i 


Derives  the  pow'r  to  fing  thy  holy  name,  [frame 
Forgive  the  lowly  Mufe,  whole  artlefs  lay 
Has  dar'd  thy  facred  Attributes  furvey ! 
Delighted  oft  thro'  Nature's  beauteous  field 
Has  Ihe  ador'd  thy  Wifdom  bright  reveal'd; 
Oft  have  her  wifhes  aim'd  the  fecret  fong, 
But  awful  rev'rence  ftill  withheld  her  tongue. 
Yet  as  thy  bounty  lent  the  reas'ning  beam» 
As  feels  my  confeious  breatt  thy  vital  flame, 
So,  bleft  Creator,  let  thy  fervant  pay 
His  mite  of  gratitude  this  feeble  way ; 
Thy  Goodnefs  own,  thy  Providence  adore 
And  yield  thee  only — what  was  thine  before. 


§  5 1 .  The  Day  of  Judgment .«  a  Seutonlan  Prize 
Poem.     By  Dr.  Glynn. 

THYjuftice,  heav'nly  King!  and  that  great  day, 
When  Virtue,  long  abandon'd  and  forlorn* 
Shall  raile  her  penfive  head ;  and  Vice,  that  erft 
Rang'd  unreprov'd  and  free,  mall  fink  appall'd; 
I  ling  3dvent'rous — But  what  eye  can  pierce 
The  vaft  immeafurable  realms  of  fpace, 
O'er  which  Meffiah  drives  his  flaming  car 
To  that  bright  region,  where  enthron'd  he  fits, 
Firft-born  of  Heav'n,  to  judge  afTembled  worlds, 
Cloth'd  in  celeltial  radiance  ?    Can  the  Mufe, 
Her  feeble  wing  all  damp  with  earthly  dew, 
Soar  to  that  bright  empyreal,  where  around 
Myriads  of  angels,  God's  perpetual  choir> 
Hymn  hallelujahs,  and  in  concert  loud 
Chant  fongs  of  triumph  to  theirMaker'spraife  ?— » 
Yet  will  I  ftrive  to  fing,  albeit  unus'd 
To  tread  poetic  foil.     What  though  the  wiles 
Of  Fancy  me  enchanted,  ne'er  could  lure 
To  rove  o'er  fairy  lands ;  to  fwim  the  ftreams 
That  through  her  valleys  wave  their  mazy  way} 
Or  climb  her  mountain  tops;  yet  will  I  raiie 
My  feeble  voice  to  tell  what  harmony 
(Sweet  as  the  mufic  of  the  rolling  fpheres) 
Attunes  the  moral  world  i  that  Virtue  ftill 
Mayhopeherpromis'dcrovrn;thatVicemaydread 
Vengeance,  though  late;  that  reas'ning  Pride  may 

own 
Juft,  though  unfearchable,  the  ways  of  Heav'n, 
Sceptic !  whoe'er  thou  art,  who  lay 'It  the  foul, 
That  divine  particle  which  God's  own  breath 
E  Infpir'd 
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Infpir'd  into  the  mortal  mafs,  ihall  reft 
Annihilate,  till  Duration  has  unroll'd 
Her  never-ending  line;  tell,  if  thou  know'ft, 
Why  every  nation,  every  clime,  though  all 
In  laws,  in  rites,  in  manners  difagree, 
With  one  confent  expecl  another  world, 
Where  wickednefs  mail  weep  ?    Why  Paynim- 
Fabled  Elyfian  plains,  Tartarean  lakes,     [bards 
Styx  and  Cocytus  ?  Tell,  why  Hali's  fons 
Have  feign'd  a  paradife  of  mirth  and  love, 
Banquets,  and  blooming  nymphs  ?  Or  rather  tell, 
Why,  on  the  brink  of  Orellana's  ilream, 
Where  never  Science  rear'd  her  facred  torch, 
Th'  untutor'd  Indian  dreams  of  happier  worlds 
Behind  the  cloud-topt  hill  ?  Why  in  eachbrealt 
Is  plac'd  a  friendly  monitor,  that  prompts, 
Informs,  direcls,  encourages,  forbids  ? 
Tell,  why  on  unknown  evil  grief  attends, 
Or  joy  on  fecret  good  ?  Why  confcience  acls 
With  tenfold  force,  when  ficknefs,  age,  or  pain 
Stands  tott'ring  on  the  precipice  of  death  ? 
Or  why  fuch  horror  gnaws  the  guilty  foul 
Of  dying  iinners,  while  the  good  man  deeps 
Peaceful  and  calm,  and  with  a  fmile  expires  ? 
Look  round  the  world !  with  what  a  partial  hand 
The  fcale  of  blifs  and  mis'ry  is  fuitain'd ! 
Beneath  the  made  of  cold  obfcurity 
Pale  Virtue  lies;  no  arm  fupports  her  head, 
No  friendly  voice  fpeaks  comfort  to  her  foul, 
Nor  foft-eyed  Pity  drops  a  melting  tear-, 
But,  in  their  ftead.  Contempt  and  rude  Difdain 
Iniult  the  baniih'd  wanderer:  on  flie  goes, 
N<:glecl:ed  and  forlorn  :  Difeafe  and  Cold, 
j\m\  Famine,  worft  of  ills,  her  fteps  attend  ! 
Y<et  patient,  and  to  Heaven's  juft  will  reiign'd, 
She  afce'er  is  feen  to  weep,  or  heard  to  figh. 

Nowtitrnyoureyestoyonfweet-fmellingbow'r, 
Where,  ihiih'd  with  all  the  iniblence  of  wealth, 
Sits  pampered  Vice !  For  him  th'  Arabian  gale 
Breathes  fortli  delicious  odours ;  Gallia's  hills 
For  him  pour  ne&ar  from  the  purple  vine. 
Nor  think  for  t'hefe  be  pays  the  tribute  due 
To  Heav'n :  of  Heaven  he  nevernames  the  name, 
Save  when  with  imprecations  dark  and  dire 
He  points  his  jeft  obicene.     Yet  buxom  Health 
Sits  on  his  rofy  cheek  ;  yet  Honour  gilds 
His  high  exploits;  and  downy-pinion'd  Sleep 
Sheds  a  foft  opiate  o'er  his  peaceful  couch,  [this, 

Seeft  thou  this,  righteous  Father!  feeft  thou 
And  wilt  thou  ne'er  repay  ?  Shall  good  and  ill 
Be  carried  undiitinguiuYd  to  the  land 
Where  all  things  are  forgot  ? — Ah,  no  1  the  day 
Will  come  whenVirtue  from  the  cloud  lhall  burit, 
That  longobfcur'd  her  beams;  when  Sin  ihall  fly 
JBack  to  her  native  Heli ;  there  link  eclips'd 
In  penal  darknefs ;  where  nor  ftar  mail  rife, 
Nor  ever  iunfliine  pierce  th'  impervious  gloom. 

On  that  great  day  the  lolemn  trump  ihall  found, 
(Thattrumpwhichonceinheav'nonman'srevolt 
Convok'd  th'  aftonim'd  feraphs)  at  whofe  voice 
Th'Mnpeopledgravesmallpourforthalltheirdead. 
Then  mall  th'  aflembled  Nations  of  the  Earth 
From  ev'ry  quarter  at  the  judgment- feat 
Unite;  Egyptians,  Babylonians,  Greeks, 


Parthians;  and  they  whodweltonTyber'stanks, 
Names  fam'd  of  old:  or  who  of  later  age, 
Chinefe  and  Ruffian,  Mexican  and  Turk, 
Tenant  the  wild  terrene;  and  they  who  pitch 
Their  tents  on  Niger's  banks ;  or,  where  the  fun 
Pours  on  Golconda's  fpires  his  early  light, 
Drink  Ganges'  facred  ltream.  At  once  ihall  rife, 
Whom  diftant  ages  to  each  others  fight 
Had  long  denied:  before  the  throne  ihall  kneel 
Some  great  Progenitor,  while  at  his  iide 
Stand  his  defcendants  through  a  thoufand  lines* 
Whate'er  their  nation,  and  whate'er  their  rank, 
Heroes  and  patriarchs,  ilaves  and  fceptred  kings, 
With  equal  eye  the  God  of  all  ihall  fee, 
And  judge  with  equal  love.     What  though  the 
With  collly  pomp  and  aromatic  fweets      [great 
Embalm'dhis  poor  remains;  orthrough  thedome 
A  thoufand  tapers  ihed  their  gloomy  light, 
While  folemn  organs  to  his  parting  ibul 
Chanted  ilovv  orifons  ?  Say,  by  what  mark 
Doil  thou  difcern  him  from  that  lowly  fwain 
Whofemould'ringbonesbeneaththethorn  bound 
Long  lay  neglecled?   All  at  once  iliall  riie,  [turf 
But  not  to  equal  glory ;  for,  alas  ! 
With  bowlings  dire,  and  execrations  loud, 
Some  wail  their  fatal  birth. — Firit  among  thefe 
Behold  the  mighty  murd'rers  of  mankind: 
They  who  in  fport  whole  kingdoms  flew ;  or  they 
Who  to  the  tott'ring  pinnacle  of  power     [curie 
Waded  through  feas  of  blood !   How  will  they 
The  madnefs  of  ambition  !  how  lament     [wife 
Their  dear-bought  laurels;  when  the  widow'd 
And  childlefs  mother  at  the  judgment  feat  [they 
Plead  trumpet-tongu'dagainft  them! — Here  are 
Who  funk  an  aged  father  to  the  grave; 
Or  with  unkindneis  hard,  and  cold  difdain, 
Slighted  a  brother's  iuif  'rings. — Here  are  they 
Whom  fraud  and  ikilful  treachery  long  fecur'd ; 
Who  from  the  infant  virgin  tore  her  dow'r, 
And  ate  the  orphan's  bread;  who  fpent  their 
In  ieliiih  luxury;  or  o'er  their  gold         [itores 
Proffrate  and  pale  ador'd  the  ufeleis  heap. 
Here  too  who  llain'd  the  chaiie  connubial  bed  !— 
Who  mix'd  the  pois'nous  bowl; — or  broke  the 
Of  hofpitable  friend  (hip; — and  the  wretch  [ties 
Whole  liillefs  foul,  lick  with  the  cares  of  life, 
Unfummon'd,  to  the  prefence  of  his  God 
Ruih'din  with  iniult  rude.   How  would  they  joy 
Once  more  to  viiit  earth,  and,  though  opprefs'd 
With  all  that  pain  and  famine  can  inflict, 
Pant  up  the  hill  of  life  ?  Vain  wiih  !  the  Judge 
Pronounces  doom  eternal  on  their  heads, 
Perpetual  puniihment.     Seek  not  to  know 
What  puniihment  I  for  that  th'  Almighty  will 
Has  hid  from  mortal  eyes :  and  ihall  vain  man 
With  curious  iearch  rerin'd  prefume  to  pry 
Into  thy  fecrets,  Father?    No!  let  him 
With  humble  patience  all  thy  works  adore, 
And  walk  in  all  thy  paths;  fo  ihall  his  meed 
Be  great  in  Heav'n,  fo  haply  iliall  he  'fcape 
Th'  immortal  worm  and  never-ceafmg  fire. 

But  who  are  they,  who  bound  in  tenfold  chains 
Stand  horribly  aghaft  ?  This  is  that  crew 
Who  ftrove  to  pull  Jehovah  from  his.  throne, 

And 
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And  in  the  place  of  heaven's  eternal  King  (Conduct  my  fteps,  fafe  from  the  fiery  gulph 
Set  up  the  phantom  Chance.  For  them  in  vain  And  dark  abyfs,  where  Sin  and  Satan  reign ! 
Alternate  feafoh's  cheer'd  the  rolling  year;  But  can  the  Mule,  her  numbers  all  too  weak, 

In  vain  the  fun  o'er  herb,  tree,  fruit  and  flow'r  J  Tell  how  that  reitlefs  element  of  fire 
Shed  genial  influence  mild  ;  and  the  pale  moon  \  Shall  wage  with  feas  and  earth  inteftine  war, 
RepaiVd  her  waning  orb. — Next  thefe  is  plac'd  And  deluge  all  creation  ?  Whether  (fo 
The  vile  blafphemer;  he  whofe  impious  wit       Some  think)  the  comet,  as  through  fields  of  air 
Profan'd  the  facred  mylleries  of  faith,  Lawlefs  he  wanders,  (hall  rufh  headlong  on 

And  'gainft  th'  impenetrable  walls  of  Heav'n    Thwartingth'ecliptic.whereth'unconfciousearth 
Planted  his  feeble  battery.     By  thefe  Hands        Rolls  in  her  wonted  courfe ;  whether  the  fun 


The  Arch-Apoftate:  he  with  many  a  wile 
Exhorts  them  it  ill  to  foul  revolt.     Alas ! 
No  hope  have  they  from  black  defpair,  no  ray 
Shines  through  the  gloom  to  cheer  their  finking 

louls: 
In  agonies  of  grief  they  curfe  the  hour 
When  firit  they  left  Religion's  onward  way; 

Thefe  on  the  left  are  rang'd :  but  on  the  right 
A  chofen  band  appears,  who  fought  beneath 
The  banner  of  Jehovah,  and  defied 
Satan's  united  legions.     Some,  unmov'd 


With  force  centz-ipetal  into  his  orb 
Attract  her,  long  reluctant;  or  the  caves, 
Thole  dead  volcanos,  where  engend'ring  lie 
Sulphureous  minerals,  from  the  dark  abyfs 
Pour  ftreams  of  liquid  fire;  while  from  above, 
As  erft  on  Sodom,  Heaven's  avenging  hand 
Rains  fierce  combuftion. — Where  are  now  the 
Of  arc,  the  toil  of  ages  ? — Where  are  now  [works 
Th'  imperial  cities,  fepulchres,  and  domes, 
Trophies  and  pillars  ?  Where  is  Egypt's  boaft, 
Thofe  lofty  paramids,  which  high  in  air 


At  the  grim  tyrant's  frovvn,o'erbarb'roi:sclimes  Renr'd  their  afpiring  heads,  to  diftant  times 
Diffus'd  the  Gofpei's  light:  fome  long  immur'd 
(Sad  fervitude !)  in  chains  and  dungeons  pin'd  ; 
Of,  rack'd  with  all  the  agonies  of  pain,       [they 
Breath' d  out  their  faithful  fives.    Th  rice  happy 


Of  Memphian's  pride  a  lafting  monument  ?— 
Tell  me  where  Athens  rais'd  her  tow'rs  ?  where 

Thebes 
Open'd  her  hundred  portals  ?— Tell  me  where 


Whom  Heav'n  elected  to  th;  »us  ftrife  ! —  Stood  fea-girt  Albion  ?  where  Imperial  Rome, 

Here  are  they  plac'd,  whole  kind  munificence     Propt  by  (even  hills,  fat  like  a  fceptred  queen, 
Made  i.caven-horn.  Science  raife  her  drooping!  And  av.'d  the  tributary  world  to  peace  ? — 
And  on  the  labours  of  a  future  race        [head;! Shew  me  the  raniparttwhich  o'er  many  a  hill, 
Entail'd  their  juft  reward.    Thouamongft  thef^,.  Through  many  a  valley,ftretch'd  its  wide  extent, 
Good  Sealon !  whofe  well-judg'd  benevolerce    Rais'd  by  that  mighty  monarch  to  repel 


Foft'ring  fair  Genius,  bade  the  poet's  hand 
Bring  annual  off'rings  to  his  Maker's  (hrine, 
Shalt  find  the  generous  care  was  not  in  vain. — 
Here  is  that  fav'tite  band,  whom  mercy  mild, 
God's  beft-lov'd  attribute,  adorn'd  ;  whofe  gate 
Stood  ever  open  to  the  ftrangerV.  call ; 
Who  fed  the  hungry  ;  to  the  thirity  lip 
Reach'd  out  the  friendly  cup;  whole  care  benign 
From  the  rude  blaft  fecur'd  the  pilgrim's  fide ; 
Who  heard  the  widow's  tender  tale,  and  (hook 
The  galling  fhackle  from  the  pris'ner's  feet  j 
Who  r:ch  endearing  tie,  each  office  knew 
Of  meek-eyed,  heaven -defcended  Charity. 
O  Charity,  thou  nymph  divinely  fair! 
Sweeter  than  thole  whom  ancient  poets  bound 
In  amity's  indilToluble  chain, 
The  Graces !  how  (hall  I  ellay  to  paint 
Thy  charms,  celeftial  maid  !  and  in  rude  verfe 
Blazon  thofe  deeds  thyfelf  didlt  ne'er  reveal  ? 
For  thee  nor  rankling  Envy  can  infect, 
Nor  Rage  tranfport,  nor  high  o'erweening  Pride 
Puff  up  with  vain  conceit:   ne'er  didit  thou 
To  fee  the  finner  as  a  verdant  tree  [fmile 

Spread  his  luxuriant  branches  o'er  the  ftream ; 
While,  like  fome blalted  trunk,  the  righteous  fall 
Proftrate,  forlorn.     When  prophecies  (hall  fail, 
When  tongues  (hall  ceafe,  when  knowledge  is 

no  more, 
And  this  great  day  is  come,  thou  by  the  throne 
Shalt  fit  triumphant.    Thither,  lovely  maid  ! 
Bear  me,  O  bear  me  on  thy  foaring  wing, 
And  through  the  adamantine  gates  of  Heav'n 


The  roving  Tartar,  when  with  infult  rude 
'Gainft  Pekin'stow'rs  he  bent  th'  unerring  bow. 
But  what  is  mimic  art  ?    E'en  Nature's  work, 
Seas,  meadows,  paftures,  the  meand'ring  ftreams, 
And  everlafting  hills,  (hall  be  no  more. 
No  more  (hall  Teneriff,  cloud-piercing  height  I 
O'er  hang  th' Atlantic  furge;  nor  that  fam'd  cliff* 
Thro'  which  the  Perlianfteer'd  with  many  a  (ail, 
Throw  to  the  Leranian  i(le  its  evening  (hade 
O'er  half  the  wide  /Egean. — Where  are  now 
The  Alps  that  confin'd  withunnumber'd  realms, 
And  from  the  Black  Sea  to  the  ocean  ftream 
Srretch'dtheirextended  arms!— Where's  Ararat, 
That  hill  on  which  the  faithful  patriarch's  ark, 
Which fevenlong months  had  voyag'do'eritstop, 
Firft  refted  when  the  earth  with  all  herfons, 
As  now  by  dreaming  cataracts  of  fire, 
Was  whelm'd  by  mighty  waters  ?— -All  at  once 
Are  vanilh'd  and  dilfolv'd;  no  trace  remains, 
No  mark  of  vain  diftinclion:  heaven  itfelf, 
That  azure  vault,  with  all  thofe  radiant  orbs," 
Sinks  in  the  univerial  ruin  loft. 
No  more  (hall  planets  round  their  central  fun 
Move  in  harmonious  dance;  no  more  the  moon' 
Hang  out  her  filver  lamp ;  and  thofe  fix'd  itars, 
Spangling  the  golden  canopy  of  night, 
Which  oft  the  Tufcan  with  his  optic  glafs 
Call'd  from  their  wond'rous  height,  to  read  their 
And  magnitude,  fome  winged  minilter    [nam?8 
Shall  quench;  and  (lure ft  lign  that  all  on  earth 
Is  loft)  (hall  rend  from  heaven  the  myftic  bow. 

Such  is  that  awful,  that  tremendous  day, 
1  E  2  Whofc 
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Whofe  coming  who  fhall  tell  ?  For  as  a  thief 
Unheard,  unfeen,  it  deals  with  filent  pace  [I  fit, 
Through  night's  dark  gloom — Perhaps  as  here 
And  rudely  carol  thefe  incondite  lays,    [mouth 
Soon  lhall  the  hand  he  check'd,  and  dumb  the 
That  lifps  the  falt'ring  drain. — O  may  it  ne'er 
Intrude  unwelcome  on  an  ill-fpent  hour  j 
But  rind  me  wrapt  in  meditations  high, 
Hymning  my  great  Creator!' 

"  Pow'r  Supreme  t 

u  O  o'erlafting  King !  to  thee  I  kneel, 
"  To  thee  I  lift  my  voice.    With  fervent  heat 
"  Melt,  all  ye  elements !  And  thou  high  heav'n, 
"  Shrink likeaihriveirdfcroll!  Butthink,OLord, 
"  Think  on  the  bell,  the  nobleft  of  thy  works ; 
"  Think  on  thine  own  bright  image !  Think  on 

"  him 
•<  Who  died  to  (live  us  from  thy  righteous  wrath ; 
"  And'midftthewreckofworldsrememberman!'' 


At  length  (he  rofe  complete  in  finifh'd  pride, 
All  fair  and  fpotlefs,  like  a  virgin  bride: 
Frelh  with  untarnilh  d  luftre  as  Ihe  Hood, 
HerMaker  blefa'd  his  work,  and  call '4  it  good, 
The  morning  ftars,  with  joyful  acclamation, 
Exulting  fung,  and  hail'd  the  new  creation. 

Yet  this  fair  world,  the  creature  of  a  day, 
Tho'  built  by  God's  right  hand,  mult  pafs 

away ; 
And  long  oblivion  creep  o'er  mortal  things, 
The  fate  of  empires,  and  the  pride  of  kings ; 
Eternal  night  fhall  veil  their  proudeft  ftory, 
And  drop  the  curtain  o'er  all  human  glory. 

The  fun  himfelf,  with  weary  clouds  oppreft, 
Shall  in  his  filent,  dark  pavilion  reft: 
His  golden  urn  fhall  broke  and  ufelefs  lie, 
Amid  ft  the  common  ruins  of  the  iky  ! 
The  ftars  rum  headlong  in  the  wild  commotion, 
And  bathe  theirglitt' ring  foreheads  in  the  ocean. 

But  fix'd,  O  God  1  for  ever  (lands  thy  throne  j 
Jehovah  reigns,  a  univerfe  alone ; 
Th'  eternal  fire  that  feeds  each  vital  flame, 
Collected  or  diffused,  is  ftill  the  fame. 
He  dwells  within  his  own  unfathom'd  eflence, 
And  fills  all  fpace  with  his  unbounded  prefence. 

But  oh  !  our  higheft  notes  the  theme  debafe, 
And  lilenceis  our leaft injurious  praife :  [tronl, 
Ceafe,  ceafe  your  fongs,  the  daring  flight  con- 
JRevere  him. in  the  ftillnefs  of  the  foul; 
With  filent  duty  meekly  bend  before  him, 
And  deep  within  your  inmoft  hearts  adore  him 

HYMN     II. 

Praise  to  God,  immortal  praife*, 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days; 
Bounteous  fource  of  every  joy, 
Let  thy  praife  our  tongues  employ ; 

For  the  bleflings  of  the  field, 
For  the  (tores  the  gardens  yield, 
For  the  vine's  exalted  juice, 
For  the  gen'rous  olive's  ufe; 

Flocks  that  vt'hiten  all  the  plain, 
Yellow  (heaves  of  ripen'd  grain, 
Clouds  that  drop  their  fatt'ning  dews, 
Suns  that  temp'rate  warmth  diflufej 

All  that  Spring  with  bounteous  hand 
Scatters  o'er  the  fmiling  land ; 
All  thatlib'ral  Autumn  pours 
From  her  rich  overflowing  itores : 

Thefe  to  thee,  my  God,  we  owe, 
Source  whence  all  our  bleflings  flgw  j 
And  for  thefe  my  (bul  (hall  raife 
Grateful  vows  and  folemn  praife. 

Ye;,  mould  rifing  whirlwinds  tear 
From  its  item  the  rip'ning  er.r; 
Should  the  fig-tree's  bhftVd  moot 
Drop  her  green- untimely  fruit ; 


§  5  2.     HYMNS.     By  Mrs.  Barbauld, 

Quid  prius  dicam  folitis  Parentis 
Laudibus  ?  qui  res  homimim  ac  deorum, 
Qui  mafe  ac  terras,  variifque  mundum 

Teftlgerat  horis  ?  horaTi 

HYMN    I. 

Jehovah  reigns:  let  ev'ry  nation  hear, 

And  at  his  footftool  bow  with  holy  fear ; 

Let  Heav'ns  nigh  arches  echo  with  his  name, 

And  thewide  peopled  earth  his  praife  proclaim; 
Then  fend  it  down  to  hell's  deep  glooms  re- 
founding,  [ing« 
Thro'  all  her  caves  in  dreadful  murmurs  found- 
He  rules  with  wide  and  abfolute  command 

O'er  the  broad  ocean  and  the  ftedfaft  land : 

Jehovah  reigns,  unbounded  and  alone, 

And  all  creation  hangs  beneath  his  throne: 
He  reigns  alone ;  let  no  inferior  nature 
Ufurp  or  (hare  the  throne  of  the  Creator. 

He  faw  the  ftruggling  beams  of  infant  light 

Shoot  thro1  the  mafl'y  gloom  of  ancient  night  ; 

His  fpirit  hufiYd  the  elemental  (Irife, 

And  brooded  o'er  the  kindling  feeds  of  life : 
Seafons  and  months  began  the  long  proceflion, 
And  meafur'd  o'er  the  year  in  bright  fucceflion. 

The  joyful  fun  fprung  up  th*  ethereal  way, 

Strong  as  a  giant,  as  a  bridegroom  gay; 

And  the  pale  moon  diftus'd  her  fhadowy  light 

Superior  o'er  the  duiky  brow  of  night;    [ing, 
Ten  thoufand  glitt'ring  lamps  the  (kies  adorn  - 
Namerous  as  dew-drops  from  the  womb  of 
morning. 

Earth's  blooming  face  with  rifing  flow'rs  he 
drefs'd, 

And  fpread  a  verdant  mantle  a'er  her  bread  ; 

Then  from  the  hollow  of  his  hand  he  p«urs 

The  circling  waters  round  her  winding  (hores, 
The  new-born  world  in  their  cool  arms  em- 
bracing, 
And  with  (oft  murmurs  dill  her  banks  carefling. 

*  Although  the  fig  tree  (hall  not  blofTom,  neithcr'tRnll  fruit  be  in  the  vines,  the  labour  of  the  olfae  (hall 
fail,  and  the  fields  (hall  yield  no  meat,  the  flocks  (hall  b«r  cut  off  from  the  fold,  and  there  (hall  be  no  herd 
in  the  flails;  yet  I  will  rejoice  in  tht  Lord,  I  will  joy  in  tfc*  God  of  my  falvation. 

JlAiAKXtrK,  iii,  x7,  18. 
Should 
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Should  the  vine  put  forth  no  more, 
Nor  the  olive  yield  her  ftore ; 
Though  the  fick'ning  flocks  fhould  fall, 
And  the  herds  defert  the  Hall ; 

Should  thine  alter'd  hand  reftrain 
The  early  and  the  latter  rain  ; 
Blaft  each  op'ning  bud  of  joy, 
And  the  rifing  year  deftroy ; 

Yet  to  thee  my  foul  (hould  raife 
Grateful  vows,  and  folemn  praife  ; 
And,  when  ev'ry  blefling's  flown, 
J-ove  thee — for  thyfelf  alone. 

HYMM    III. 

For  Eafter-Sunday. 

Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 

Awakes  the  kindling  ray  j 
Unfeals  the  eyelids  of  the  morn, 

And  pours  increafing  day. 

O  what  a  night  was  that  which^wrapt 
The  heathen  world  in  gloom  ! 

O  what  a  fun  which  broke  this  day, 
Triumphant  from  the  tomb  ! 

This  day  be  grateful  homage  paid, 

And  loud  hofannas  fung; 
Let  gladnefs  dwell  in  ev'ry  heart, 

And  praife  on  ev'ry  tongue. 

Ten  thoufand  diff'ring  lips  mall  join 

To  hail  this  welcome  morn  ; 
Which  fcatters  bleflings  from  its  wings. 

To  nations  yet  unborn. 

Jefus,  the  friend  of  human  kind, 
With  ftrong  compaflion  mov'd, 

Pefcended,  like  a  pitying  God, 
To  fave  the  fouls  he  lov'd. 

The  pow'rs  of  darknefs  leagu'd  in  vain 

To  bind  his  foul  in  death ; 
He  fhook  their  kingdom,  when  he  fell, 

With  his  expiring  breath. 

Not  long  the  toils  of  hell  could  keep 

The  hope  of  Judah's  line  \ 
Corruption  never  could  take  hold 

On  aught  fo  much  divine. 

And  now  his  conqu'ring  chariot  wheels 

Afcend  the  lofty  llcies ; 
While  broke,  beneath  his  pow'rful  crofs, 

Death's  iron  fceptre  lies. 

Exalted  high  at  God's  right  hand, 

And  Lord  of  all  below, 
Thro*  him  is  pard  ning  love  difpens'd, 

And  boundlefs  bleflings  flow. 

And  ftill  for  erring,  guilty  man. 

A  brother's  pity  flows  j 
And  ftill  his  bleeding  heart  is  touch'4 

With  mem'ry  of  our  woes. 

To  thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  King, 

Glad  homage  let  me  give ; 
And  ftand  prepar'd  like  thee  to  die, 

With  thee  that  I  may  live. 


HYMN    IV. 

Bfhold  where,  breathing  love  divine, 

Our  dying  Matter  Hands !  _ 
His  weeping  followers  gath'ring  round 

Receive  his  laft  commands. 

From  that  mild  Teacher's  parting  Up 

What  tender  accents  fell ! 
The  gentle  precept  which  he  gave 

Became  its  author  well : 
"  Blefs'd  is  the  man  whofe  foft'ning  heart 

"  Feels  all  another's  pain  : 
'*  To  whom  the  fupplicating  eye 

"  Was  never  rais'd  in  vainj 

**  Whofe  breaft  expands  with  gen'rous  warmth 

"  A  granger's  woes  to  feel ; 
"  And  bleeds  in  pity  o'er  the  wound 

"  He  wants  the  pow'r  to  heal. 

u  He  fpreads  his  kind  fupporting  anus 

"  To  ev'ry  child  of  grief  $     , 
*  His  fecret  bounty  largely  flows, 

**  And  brings  unafk'd  relief, 

"  To  gentle  offices  of  love 

"  His  feet  are  never  flow $ 
"  He  views,  thro'  mercy's  melting  eye, 

tl  A  brother  in  a  foe. 

"  Peace  from  the  bofom  of  his  God, 

"  My  peace  to  him  I  give ! 
M  And  when  he  kneels  before  the  throne, 

"  His  trembling  foul  fhall  live. 

"  To  him  protection  fhall  be  fhewn, 

"  And  mercy  from  above 
M  Delcend  on  thole  who  thus  fulfil 

"  The  perfect  law  of  love." 

HYMN    V. 

Awake,  my  foul !  lift  up  thine  eyes, 
See  where  thy  foes  againft  thee  rife, 
In  long  array,  a  num'rous  holt  j 
Awake,  my  foul,  or  thou  art  loll. 

Here  giant  Danger  threat'ning  ftands 
Muft'ring  his  pale  terrific  bands ; 
There  Pleafure's  filken  banners  fpreadj 
And  willing  fouls  are  captive  led, 

See  where  rebellious  paffions  rage, 
And  fierce  defires  and  lufts  engage  j 
The  meaneft  foe  of  all  the  train 
Has  thoulands  and  ten  thoufknds  flain. 

Thou  tread 'ft  upon  enchanted  ground, 
Perils  and  fnares  befet  thee  round  j 
Beware  of  all,  guard  ev'ry  part, 
But  moft  the  traitor  in  thy  heart. 

Come  then,  my  fbul,  now  learn  to  wield 
The  weight  of  thine  immortal  fhield  j 
Put  on  the  armour  from  above.. 
Of  heav'nly  truth,  and  heav'nly  love. 

The  terror  and  the  charm  repel, 
And  pow'rs  of  earth,  and  pow'rs  of  heil 
The  man  of  Calvary  triumpii'd  here  j 
Why  Ihould  his  faithful  followers  fear  * 
E3 
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§  53.    An  Addrsfs  to  the  Deity. 

Mrs.  Barbauld. 
Deus  eft  quodcunque  vides,  quucunque  moveris. 

LtJC  AN. 

God  of  my  life,  and  author  of  my  days  ! 
Permit  my  feeble  voice  to  lifp  thy  praife  ; 
And  trembling  take  upon  a  mortal  tongue 
That  hallow'd  name  to  harps  of  Seraphs  fung. 
Yet  here  the  brighteft  Seraphs  could  no  more 
Than  hide  their  faces,  tremble,  and  adore. 
Worms,  angels,  men,  in  evVy  difFient  fphere, 
Are  equal  all,  for  all  are  nothing  here. 
All  Nature  faints  beneath  the  mighty  name, 
Which  Nature's  works,  thro1  all  her  parts,  pro- 
claim. 
I  feel  that  name  my  inmoft  thoughts  controul, 
And  breathe  an  awful  ltillnefs  thro'  my  foul  ; 
As  by  a  charm,  the  waves  of  gi  ief  fublide ; 
Impetuous  pafiion  ftops  her  headlong  tide : 
At  thy  felt  prefence  all  emotions  ceafe, 
And  my  hufh'd  fpirit  finds  a  fudden  peace, 
Till  evVy  worldly  thought  within  me  dies, 
And  earth's  gay  pageants  vanifh  from  my  eyes, 
Till  all  my  fenie  is  loft  in  infinite, 
And  one  vaft  object  fills  my  aching  fight. 

But  foon,  alas  !  this  holy  calm  is  broke; 
My  foul  fubmits  to  wear  her  wonted  yoke; 
With  fhackled  pinions  ftrives  to  foar  in  vain, 
And  mingles  with  the  drofs  of  earth  again. 
But  he,  our  gracious  Mafter,  kind  as  juft, 
Knowing  our  frame,  remembers  man  is  dull:. 
His  fpirit,  ever  brooding  o'er  our  mind, 
Sees  the  firft  wifh  to  better  hopes  inciin'd; 
Maiks  the  young  dawn  of  ev'ry  virtuous  aim, 
And  fans  the  fmoaking  flax  into  a  flame. 
His  ears  are  open  to  the  fofteft  cry, 
His  grace  defcends  to  meet  the  lifted  eye ; 
He  reads  the  language  of  a  filent  tear, 
And  fighs  are  incenfe  from  a  heart  fmcere. 
Such  are  the  vows,  the  facrifice  I  give : 
Accept  the  vow,  and  bid  the  fuppliant  live : 
From  each  terreftrial  bondage  fet  me  free; 
Still  ev'ry  wifh  that  centers  not  in  thee; 
Bid  my  fond  hopes,  my  vain  difquiets  ceafe, 
And  point  my  path  to  everlafting  peace. 

If  the  foft  hand  of  winning  pleafure  leads 
By  living  waters^  and  thro'  flow'ry  meads, 
When  all  is  fmihng,  tranquil  and  ferene, 
And  vernal  beauty  paints  the  flatt'ring  fcene, 
Oh  !  teach  me  to  elude  each  latent  fnnre, 
And  whifper  to  my  Hiding  heart— Beware ! 
With  caution  let  me  hear  the  Syren's  voice, 
And  doubtful,  with  a  trembling  heart  rejoice. 
If  friendlefs  in  a  vale  of  tears  I  ftray,        [way, 
Where  briers   wound,  and  thorns  perplex  my 
Still  let  my  fteady  foul  thy  goodnefs  fee, 
And  with  ftrong  confidence,  lay  hold  on  thee; 
With  equal  eye  my  various  lot  receive, 
Refign'd  to  die,  or  refolute  to  live; 
Prepar'd  to  kifs  the  fceptre  or  the  rod, 
While  God  is  feen  in  all,  and  all  in  God. 

I  read  his  awful  name  emblazon'd  high 
With  golden  letters  on  th*  illumm'd  fky. 


Nor  lefs  the  myftic  characters  I  fee 
Wrought  in  eachflow'r,  inferib'd  on  evVy  tree : 
In  ev'ry  leaf  that  trembles  to  the  breeze 
I  hear  the  voice  of  God  among  the  trees; 
With  therein  fhady  folitudes  I°walk 
With  thee  in  bufy  crowded  cities  talk; 
In  ev'ry  creature  own  thy  forming  pow'r, 
In  each  event  thy  providence  adore. 
Thy  hopes  mall  animate  my  drooping  foul, 
Thy  precepts  guide  me,  and  thy  fear  controul. 
Thus  mail  1  reft  unmov'd  by  all  alarms, 
Secure  within  the  temple  of  thine  arms, 
From  anxious  cares,  from  gloomy  terrors  free, 
And  feel  myfelf  omnipotent  in  thee. 
Thcn,when  the  laft,  the  clofing  hour  draws  nigh, 
And  earth  recedes  before  my  fwi mining  eye; 
When  trembling  on  the  doubtful  edge  of  fate 
I  (land,  and  ftretch  my  view  to  either  ftate; 
Teach  me  to  quit  this  tranfitory  fcene 
With  decent  triumph  and  a  look  ferene; 
Teach  me  to  fix  my  ardent  hopes  on  high, 
And,  having  liv'd  to  thee,  in  thee  to  die. 


§  54- 


A  Summer  Evening's  Meditation. 

Mrs.  Barbauld. 
One  fun  by  day,  by  night  ten  thoufand  mine. 

YoL'N  G. 

'Tis  pad !  the  fultry  tyrant  of  the  fouth 

Has  j'pent  his  fhort-liv'd  rage:  more  grateful 

hours 
Move  fiient  on :  the  fkies  no  more  repel 
The  dazzled  fight;  but,with  mild  maiden  beams 
Of  temper'd  light,  invite  the  cherifh'd  eye 
To  wander  o'er  their  fphere ;  where  hung  aloft 
Dian's  bright  creicent,  like  a  filver  bow 
New  ftrungin  heaven,  lifts  high  its  beamy  horns, 
Impatient  for  the  night,  and  feems  to  pufh 
Her  brother  down  the  fky.     Fair  Venus  fhines, 
Ev'n  in  the  eye  of  day;  with  fweeteft  beam 
(Propitious  fhines,  and  fhakes  a  trembling  flood 
jOf  foften'd  radiance  from  her  dewy  locks. 
'•The  lhadowsfpread  apace;  while  meeken'd  Eve, 
Her  cheek  yer  varm  with  bluihes,  flow  retires 
Thro'  theHefperian  gardens  of  the  weft, 
And  fhuts  the  gates  of  day.  *Tis  now  the  hour 
When  Comtemplation,  from  her  funlefs  haunts, 
The  cool  damp  grotto,  or  the  lonely  depth 
Of  unpiere'd  woods,  were  wrapt  in  filent  fhade, 
She  mus'd  away  the  gaudy  hours  of  noon, 
And  fed  on  thoughts  unripen'd  by  the  fun, 
Moves  forward;  and  with  radiant  finger  points 
To  yon  blue  concave  fwell'd  by  breath  divine, 
Where,  one  by  one,  the  living  eyes  of  heaven 
Awake,  quick  kindling  o'er  the  face  of  ather 
One  boundlefs  blaze;  ten  thoufand  trembling 

fires, 
And  dancing  luftres,  where  the  unfteady  eye, 
Reftlefs  and  dazzled,  wanders  unconfin'd 
O'er  all  this  field  of  glories:  fpacious  field, 
And  worthy  of  the  mafter:  he  whofe  hand, 
With  hieroglyphics  elder  than  the  Nile, 
Inferib'd  the  myitic  tablet ;  hung  on.  high 
To  public  grace  ;  and  faid,  Adore,  O  man, 
(The  finger  of  thy  God  \  From  what  pure  wells 
\  Of 
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Of  milky  light,  what  foft  o'erflowing  urn. 
Are  all  thefe  lamps  fofill'd?  thefe  friendly  lamps, 
For  ever  Hreaming  o'er  the  azure  deep 
To  point  our  path  and  light  ns  to  our  home. 
How  foft  they  Hide  along  their  lucid  fpheres ! 
And,  iilent  as  the  foot  of  time,  fulfil 
Their  deftin'd  courfes:  Nature's  felf  ishuftVd, 
And,  but  a  fcatter'd  leaf  which  ruftles  thro' 
The  thick-wove  foliage,  not  a  found  is  heard 
To  break  the  midnight  air;  tho'  the  rais'd  ear, 
Inteniely  lift'ning,  drinks  in  ev'ry  breath. 
How  deep  the  filence,  yet  how  loud  the  praife  ! 
But  are  they  filent  all  ?  or  is  there  not 
A  tongue  in  ev'ry  liar  that  talks  with  man, 
And  woos  him  to  be  wile?  nor  woos  in  vain  : 
This  dead  of  midnight  is  the  noon  of  thought, 
And  wifdom  mounts  her  zenith  with  the  liars. 
At  this  ftill  hour  the  felf-collecled  foul 
Turns  inward  and  beholds  a  if  ranger  there 
Of  high  defcent,  and  more  than  mortal  rank  ; 
An  embryo  God  ;  a  fpark  of  fire  divine, 
Which  mull  burn  on  forages,  when  the 'fun 
(Fair  tranfitory  creature  of  a  day) 
Has  clou'd  his  golden  eye,  and  wrapt  in  fhades, 
Forgets  his  wonted  journey  thro"  the  eaft. 
Ye  citadels  of  light,  and  feats  of  Gods  ! 
Perhaps  ray  future  home,  from  whence  the  foul, 
Revolving  periods'paft,  may  oft  lookback, 
Wi\h  recollected  tendernefs,  on  all 
The\arious  bufy  fcenes  fee  left  below, 
Its  dee^-laid  projects  and  its  frrange  events, 
As  on  (bine  fond  and  doting  tale  that  footh'd 
Her  infant  hours — O  be  it  lawful  now 
To  tread  the  hallow'd  circle  of  your  courts, 
And  with  mute  wonder  and  delighted  awe 

Approach  your  burning  confines! Seiz'd  in 

On  fancy's  wild  and  roving  wing  I  fail  [thought, 
From  the  green  borders  of  the  peopled  earth, 
And  the  pale  moon,  her  duteous  fair  attendant  ? 
From  foiirary  Mars;  from  the  vaft  orb 
Of  Jupiter,  whole  huge  gigantic  bulk 
Dances  in  ether  like  the  lightelt  leaf; 
To  the  dim  verge,  the  fuburbs  of  the  fyftem, 
Where  cheerlefs  Saturn  'midfthis  wat'ry  moons, 
Girt  with  a  lucid  zoue,in  gloomy  pomp, 
Sits  like  an  exil'd  monarch  s  fearlefs  thence 
I  launch  into  the  tracklefs  deeps  of  fpace, 
Where,burning  round,tenthoufand  funs  appear, 
Of  elder  beam  ;  which  afk  no  leave  to  fnine 
Of  our  terreftrial  ftar,  nor  borrow  light 
From  the  proud  regent  of  our  fcanty  day; 
Sons  of  the  morning,  firft-born  of  creation, 
And  only  lefs  than  him  who  marks  their  track, 
And  guidestheir  fiery  wheels.  Heremuft  I  Hop, 
Or  is  there  aught  beyond  ?  What  hand  unleen 
Impels  me  onward  thro'  the  glowing  orbs 
Of  habitable  nature,  far  remote, 
To  the  dread  confines  of  eternal  ni°;ht, 
To  folitudes  of  vaft  unpeopled  fpace, 
Thedtferts  of  creation,  wide  and  wild, 
Where  embryo  fyftems  and  unkindled  fans 
Sleep  in  the  womb  of  chaos?  Fancy  droops, 
And  th ought  aftoniuYd  Hops  her  bold  career. 
But,oh  thou  mightyMind!  whole  pow'rfulword 


Said,  Thus  let  all  things  be,  and  thus  they  were, 
Where  ihall  I  feek  thyprefence?  how  unblam'd 

Invoke  thy  dread  perfeclion  ? 

Have  the  broad  eyelids  of  the  morn  beheld  thee  ? 
Or  does  the  beamy  moulder  of  Orion 
Support  thy  throne  !     O  look  with  pity  down 
On  erring,  guilty  man  !  not  in  thy  names 
Of  terror  clad  ;  not  with  thofe  thunders  arm'd 
That  confeious  Sinai  felt,  when  fear  appal I'd 
The  fcatter'd  tribes  !  Thou  halt  a  gentler  voice 
That  whifpers  comfort  to  the  fwelling  heart, 
Abalh'd,  yet  longing  to  behold  her  Maker. 

But  now  my  foul,unus'd  to  ftretch  her  pow'rs 
In  flights  ib  daring,  drops  her  weary  wing, 
And  leeks  again  the  known  accuftom'd  fpot, 
Dreft  up  with  fun,  and  ihade,  and  lawns,  and 
A  man  lion  fair  and  ipacious  forits  gueft,[ftreamsj 
And  full  replete  with  wonders.    Let  me  here, 
Content  and  grateful,  wait  the  appointed  time, 
And  ripen  for  the  Ikies  ;  the  hour  will  come 
When  all  thefe  fplendours  burlting  on  my  fight 
Shall  lland  unveil'd,  and  to  my  ravifiVd  fenfc 
Unlock  the  glories  of  the  world  unknown. 


§  55« 


Hymn  to  Content.     Mrs.  Barbauld, 

natura  heatos 

Omnibus  eife  cleat,  A  quis  cognoverit  uti.  Claud* 

O  thou,  the  Nymph  with  placid  eye  \ 
O  feldom  found,  yet  ever  nigh  I 

Receive  my  temp'rate  vow  : 
Not  all  the  ftorms  that  fhake  the  pole, 
Can  e'er  dilturb  thy  halcyon  foul, 

And  fmooth  unalter'd  brow. 

O  come,  in  fimple  veft  array 'd, 
With  all  thy  fober  cheer  difplay'd, 

To  blefs  my  longing  fight; 
Thy  mien  compos'd,  thy  even  pace, 
Thy  meek  regard,  thy  matron  grace, 

And  chaile  fubdu'd  delight. 
No  more  by  varying  paflions  beat, 
O  gently  guide  my  pilgrim  feet 

To  find  thy  hermit  cell  \ 
Where  in  fome  pure  and  equal  Iky 
Beneath  thy  foft  indulgent  eye 

The  modeft  virtues  dwell. 
Simplicity  in  Attic  veft, 
And  Innocence  with  candid  breaft, 

And  clear  undaunted  eye; 
And  Hope,  who  points  to  diftant  years, 
Fair  op'ning  thro1  this  vale  of  tears 

A  villa  to  the  iky. 
There  Health,  thro1  whole  calm  bofom  glide 
Tne  temp'rate  joys  in  even  tide, 

That  rarely  ebb  or  flow  ; 
And  patience  there,  thy  lifter  meek, 
Prelents  her  mild  unvarying  cheek 

To  meet  the  ofier'd  blow. 
Her  influence  taught  the  Phrygian  fage 
A  tyrant's  mafter's  wanton  rage 

With  fettled  fmiies  to  meet ; 
■aurVi  to  ton  and  bitter  bread, 
He  bow'd  his  meek  fcrbraitted  head, 

And  kifs'd  thy  fainted  feet. 

£  4  B3- 
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But  thou,  O  Nymph,  retir'd  and  coy  ! 

In  what  brown  hamlet  dolt  thou  joy- 
To  tell  thy  tender  tale  ? 

The  lowlielt  children  of  the  ground, 

Moi's-roie  nnd  violet  blollbm  round, 
And  lily  of  the  vale. 

0  fay  what  loft  propitious  hour 

1  belt  may  choole  to  hail  thy  powV, 

And  court  thy  gentle  lway  ? 
When  Autumn,  friendly  to  the  Mufe, 
Shall  thy  own  modelt  tints  diffufe, 

And  lhed  thy  milder  day  : 
When  Eve,  her  dewy  ftar  beneath, 
Thy  balmy  fpirit  loves  to  breathe, 

And  ev'ry  ftorm  is  laid  ; 
If  fuch  an  hour  was  e'er  thy  choice, 
Oft  let  me  hear  thy  foothing  voice 
Low  whifp'ring  thro'  tne  made. 


§  56.     To  mjdcm.     Mrs.  Barbauld. 
Dona  rr^fentis  rape  laetus  nor*,  ae 

Linque  fevera.  Hor-at. 

O  wisdom  !  if  thy  foft  control 
Can  footh  the  ficknefs  of  the  foul, 
Can  bid  the  warring  patfions  ceafe, 
And  breathe  the  calm  of  tender  peace ; 
Wifdom  !  I  blefs  thy  gentle  fway, 
And  ever,  ever  will  obey. 

But  if  thou  com'it  with  frown  auftere 
To  nurfe  the  brood  of  care  and  fear  j 
To  bid  our  fweeteft  paffions  die, 
And  leave  us  in  their  room  a  figh  ? 
Or  if  thine  afpeft  Item  have  pow'r 
To  wither  each  poor  tranfient  flow'r 
That  cheers  this  pilgrimage  of  woe, 
And  dry  the  fprings  whence  hope  mould  flow 
Wifdom,  thine  empire  I  difclaim, 
Thou  empty  boaft  of  pompous  name  ! 
In  gloomy  ihade  of  cloifters  dwell, 
But  never  haunt  my  cheerful  cell. 
Hail  to  pleafure's  frolic  train  ! 
Hail  to  fancy's  golden  reign  ! 
Feftive  mirth  and  laughter  wild, 
Free  and  fportful  as  the  child  ! 
Hope  with  eager  fparkling  eyes, 
And  eafy  faith  and  fond  furprile  ! 
Let  theft,  in  fairy  colours  dreft, 
For  ever  lhare  my  carelefs  brealt: 
Then,  tho'  wife  I  may  not  be, 
The  wile  themfelves  (hall  envy  me. 


Burns, 
care, 


$  57.  Defpondency.  An  Ode.  B 
Oppressed  with  grief,  opprefs'd  with 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  bear, 

I  fit  me  down  and  figh  : 
O  life  !  thou  art  a  galling  load, 
Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road, 

To  wretches  fuch  as  I ! 
Dim -backward  as  I  call  my  view, 
What  lick'ning  fcenes  appear? 
What  forrows  yet  may  pierce  me  through, 
Too  justly  I  may  fear  ! 
Stib  caring,  d'e  I  pairing 
Muft  be  my  bitter  doom} 


My  woes  here  fhall  clofe  ne'er, 
But  with  the  doling  tomb  ! 
Happy!  ye  fons  of  bury  life, 
Who,  equal  to  the  bultling  Itrife, 

No  other  view  regard  ! 
Ev'n  when  the  wifhed  end's  denied, 
Yet,  while  the  bufy  means  are  plied, 

They  bring  their  own  reward  i 
Whilft  I,  a  hope-abandon 'd  wight, 

Unfitted  with  an  aim, 
Meet  ev'ry  fad  returning  night 
And  joylefs  morn  the" fame. 
You,  bultling  and  juftling 

Forget  each  grief  and  painj 
I,  liltlefs  yet  reillefs 

Find  ev'ry  prof'pe£t  vain. 
How  bleft  the  Solitary's  lot, 
Who  all- forgetting,  all-forgot, 

Within  this  humble  cell, 
The  cavern  wild  with  tangling  roots, 
Sits  o'er  his  ncwly-gather'd  fruits, 

Befide  his  cryltal  well ! 
Or  haply  to  his  ev'ning  thought, 

By  unfrequented  Itream, 
The  ways  of  men  are  diltajit  brought, 
A  faint-collefted  dream : 
While  praifing,  and  railing 

His  thoughts  to  Heav'n  on  high. 
As  wand'ring,  mean d' ring, 
He  views  the  folemn  fky, 
Than  I,  no  lonely  Hermit  plac'd 
Where  never  human  footltep  trae'e^ 

Lels  fit  to  play  the  part, 
The  lucky  moment  to  improve, 
And  juft  to  ftop  and  j uft  to  move, 

With  lelf-refptcTing  art: 
But  ah  !  thofe  pleafures,  loves,  and  joys, 

Which  I  too  keenly  tafte, 
The  Solitary  can  defpife, 
Can  wajit,  and  yet  be  bleft  ! 
He  needs  not,  he  heeds  not, 

Or  human  love  or  hate  5 
Whiilt  I  here,  mult  cry  here, 
At  perfidy  ingrate  ! 
Oh  !  enviable  early  days, 
When  dancing  thoughtlefs  Pleafure's  mare, 

To  Care,  to  Guilt  unknown  ! 
How  ill  exchang'd  for  riper  times, 
To  feel  the  follies  or  the  crimes 

Of  others,  or  my  own  ! 
Ye  tiny  elves,  that  guiltlcfs  fport 

Like  linnets  in  the  bufh, 
Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court, 
When  manhood  is  your  wifh  ! 
The  loi?es,  the  crolfes, 

That  active  man  engage  j 
The  fears  all,  the  tears  afl, 
Of  dim  declining  age  !( 


§  58     Tie  Frailty  and  Folly  of  Man.     Prior. 
J  Great   Heav'n!  how  frail  thy  creature  Man 

is  made! 
!  How  by  himlelf  infenfibly  betray 'd  ! 

In 
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In  our  own  ftrength  unhappily  fecure, 
Too  little  cautious  oftheadverfe  pow'r; 
And,  by  the  blait  of  felt-opinion  mov'd, 
We  wilh  to  charm,  and  feek  to  be  belov'd. 
On  pleafure's  flow'ry  brink  we  idly  ftray, 
Mailers  as  yet  of  our  returning  way  : 
Seeing  no  danger,  we  difarm  onr  mind, 
And  -ive  onr  conduct  to  the  waves  and  wind 
Then  in  the  dowry  mead,  or  verdant  (hade, 
To  wanton  dalliance  negligently  laid, 
We  weave  the  chaplet,and  we  crown  the  bowl, 
And  fmiling  fee  the  nearer  waters  roll : 
Till  the  ltrong  gufts  of  raging  paflion  rife, 
Till  the  dire  tempell  mingles  earth  and  (kies ; 
And,  fwift  into  the  boundlels  ocean  borne, 
Our  foolilh  confidence  too  late  we  mourn: 
Round  our  devoted  heads  the  billows  beat; 
And  from  our  troubled  view  the  leilen'd  lands 
retreat. 


§59.-4  Parapbrafe  on  the  latter  Part  of  the  Sixth 

Chapter  of  St.  Matihenu.     Thomlbn. 
Wh  e  n  my  breaft  labours  with  oppreili  ve  care, 
And  o'er  my  cheek  defcends  the  falling  tear; 
While  all  my  warring  paiTions  are  at  itrife, 
Oh  let  me  lilten  to  the  words  of  life  ! 
Raptures  deep  felt  his  doclrine  did  impart, 
And  thus  he  rais'd  from  earth  thedroopingheart: 

Think  not,  when  all  your  lcanty  ftores  afford 
Is  f oread  at  once  upon  the  (paring  board  ; 
Think  not,when  worn  the  homely  robe  appears, 
While  on  the  roof  the  howling  tempeft  bears  ; 
What  farther  (hall  this  feeble  life  fuflain, 
Andwhat  ih  ill  clothe  thtfe  ihiv'ring  limbs  again 
Say,  does  not  life  its  nourilhment  exceed  ? 
And  the  fair  body  its  inverting  weed  ? 
Behold  !  and  look  away  your  low  defpair — 
See  the  light  tenants  of  the  barren  air: 
To  them  nor  ftores  nor  granaries  belong, 
Nought  but  the  woodland  and  the  pleating  fong; 
Yet  your  kind  heav'nly  Father  bend?  his  eye 
On  the  leaft  wing  that  Hits  along  the  fky. 
To  him  they  ling  when  fpring  renews  the  plain, } 
To  him  they  cry  in  winter's  pinching  reign;    > 
Nor  is  their  mafic  or  their  plaint  in  vain  ;       } 
He  hears  the  gay  and  the  dirtrefsful  call, 
And  with  unlparing  bounty  iills  them  all. 

Obferve  the  rifing  lily's  fnowy  grace, 
Obferve  the  various  vegetable  race  ; 
They  neither  toil  nor  fpin,  but  carelefs  grow, 
Yet  fee  how  warm  they  blufh  !  how  bright  they 

glow ! 
What  regal  veftments  can  with  them  compare? 
What  king  fo  mining,  or  what  queen  fo  fair  ? 

If  ceafelefs  thus  the  fowls  of  heav'n  he  feeds, 
If  o'er  the  fields  fuch  lucid  robes  he  fpreads, 
Will  he  not  care  for  you,  ye  faithlefs,  fay  ? 
Jsiie  unwife  ?  or  are  ye  lefs  than  they  ? 


§60.     SONGS  ofPraife.     Watts. 
A  general  Seng  of  Praife  to  Go  J, 

How  glorious  is  our  heav'nly  King, 
Who  reigns  above  the  fky  ! 


How  fhall  3  child  prefume  to  fing 

His  dreadful  Maiefty! 
How  great  his  pow'r  is,  norc  can  tell. 

Nor  think  how  la-ge  his  grace ; 
Not  men  below,  nor  faints  that  dwell 

On  high  before  his  face. 
Not  angels,  that  ftand  round  the  Lord, 

Can  iearch  his  fecret  will ; 
But  they  perform  his  heav'nly  word. 

And  fing  his  praifes  ilill. 
Then  let  me  join  this  holy  train, 

And  my  firit  off  rings  bring; 
Th'  eternal  God  will  not  diidain 

To  hear  an  infant  fing. 
My  heart  refolves,  my  tongue  obeys; 

And  angels  fhall  rejoice 
To  hear  their  mighty  Maker's  praife 

Sound  from  a  feeble  voice. 

Praife  for  Creation  and  Providence, 

I  sing  th'  almighty  pow'r  of  God, 

That  made  the  mountains  rile; 
That  fpread  the  flowing  feas  abroad, 

And  built  the  lofty  fkies ! 
I  fing  the  wifdom  that  ordainM 

The  fun  to  rule  the  day ; 
The  moon  mines  full  at  his  command^ 

And  all  the  liars  obey. 
I  fing  the  goodnefs  of  the  Lord, 

That  fill'd  the  earth  with  food; 
He  form'd  the  creatures  with  his  word, 

And  then  pronoune'd  them  good. 
Lord,  how  thy  wonders  are  difplay'd, 

Where'er  I  turn  mine  eye ! 
If  I  furvey  the  ground  I  tread,         ♦ 

Or  gaze  upon  the  fky; 
There's  not  a  plant  or  flow'r  below 

But  makes  thy  glories  known; 
And  clouds  arife,  and  tempefts  blow, 

By  order  from  thy  throne. 
Creatures  (as  num'rous  as  they  be) 

Are  fubject  to  thy  care; 
There's  not  a  place  where  we  can  flee, 

But  God  is  prefent  there. 
In  heav'n  he  fhines  with  beams  of  love, 

With  wrath  in  hell  beneath ! 
'Tis  on  his  earth  I  ftand  or  move, 

And  'tis  his  air  I  breathe. 
His  hand  is  my  perpetual  guard, 

He  keeps  me  with  his  eye: 
Why  fhould  I  then  forget  the  Lord, 

Who  is  for  ever  nigh  ? 

Praife  to  Cod  for  our  Redemption. 
Blest  be  the  wifdom  and  the  pow'r, 

The  Juftice  and  the  grace, 
That  join'd  in  counfel  to  reftore 

And  fave  our  ruin'd  race ! 
Our  father  ate  forbidden  fruit, 

And  from  his  glory  fell; 
And  we  his  children  thus  were  brought 

To  death,  and  near  to  hell. 
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Jjleft  be  the  Lord  that  fent  his  Son 

To   take  our  flefli  and  blood ! 
He  for  our  lives  gave  up  his  own 

To  make  our  peace  with  God. 

He  honour'd  all  his  Father's  laws, 

Which  we  have  difobey'dj 
He  bore  our  fins  upon  the  crofs, 

And  our  full  ranfom  paid. 

Behold  him  rifmg  from  the  grave  j 

Behold  him  rais'd  on  high: 
He  pleads  his  merit  there,  to  fave 

Tranlgreflbrs  doomM  to  die. 

There  on  a  glorious  throne  he  reigns, 

And  by  his  pow'r  divine 
Redeems  us  from  the  fla  villi  chains 

Of  Satan  and  of  lin. 

Thence  (hall  the  Lord  to  judgment  come, 

And  with  a  fov'reign  voice 
Shall  call  and  break  up  evYy  tomb, 

While  waking  faints  rejoice. 

O  may  I  then  with  joy  appear 

Before  the  Judge's  face  ! 
And,  with  the  blefs'd  afiembly  there, 

Sing  his  redeeming  grace  ! 

Praifefor  Mercies  Spiritual  and  Temporal. 

Whene'er  I  take  my  walks  abroad, 

How  many  poor  I  fee  ! 
What  mail  I  render  to  my  God 

For  all  his  gifts  to  me ! 

Not  more  than  others  I  defer  ve, 

Yet  God  has  given  me  more ; 
For  I  have  food  while  others  ftarve, 

Or  beg  from  door  to  door. 

How  many  children  in  the  itreet 

Half  naked  I  behold ! 
While  I  am  cloth'd  from  head  to  feet, 

And  covered  from  the  cold ! 

While  fome  poor  wretches  fcarce  can  tell 

Where  they  may  lay  their  head, 
I  have  a  home  wherein  to  dwell, 

And  reft  upon  my  bed. 
While  others  early  learn  to  fwear. 

And  curie,  and  lie,  and  fteal, 
Lord,  I  am  taught  thy  name  to  f< 

And  do  thy  holy  will. 

Are  thefe  thy  favours,  day  by  day, 

To  me  above  the  reft  ? 
Then  let  me  love  thee  more  than  they, 

And  try  to  ferve  thee  belt. 

Praifefor  Birth  and  Education  in  a  Ckrijiian  Land. 

Great  God!  to  thee  my  voice  I  raife, 
To  thee  my  youngeft  hours  belong; 
I  would  begin  my  life  with  praife, 
Till  growing  years  improve  the  fong. 

Tis  to  thy  fov'reign  grace  I  owe 
That  I  was  born  on  Britilh  ground; 
Where  dreams  of  heav'nly  mercy  flow, 
And  word-  of  fweet  duration  found. 
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I  would  not  change  my  native  land 
For  rich  Peru,  with  all  her  gold) 
A  nobler  prize  lies  in  my  hand 
Than  Eaft  or  Weflern  Indies  hold. 

How  do  I  pity  thole  that  dwell 
Where  ignorance  or  darknefs  reigns  ! 
They  know  no  heav'n,  they  fear  no  hell, 
Thofe  enlefs  joys,  thole  endlefs  pains. 

Thy  glorious  promiles,  O  Lord, 
Kindle  my  hopes  and  my  deiire; 
While  all  the  preachers  of  thy  word 
Warn  me  to  Tcape  eternal  fire. 

Thy  praife  (hall  Mill  employ  my  breath, 
Since  thou  haft  mark'd  my  way  to  heav'n  j 
Nor  will  I  run  the  road  to  death, 
And  wafte  the  blefnngs  thou  halt  giv'n, 

Praife  for  the  G  of  pel. 
Lord,  I  afcribe  it  to  thy  grace, 
And  not  to  chance,  as  others  do, 
That  I  was  born  of  Chriitian  race, 
And  not  a  Heathen  or  a  Jew. 

What  would  the  ancient  Jewilh  kings 
And  Jewilh  prophets  once  have  giv'n, 
Could  they  have  heard  thofe  glorious  things 
Which  Chriltreveardand brought  from  heav'n! 

How  glad  the  Heathens  would  have  been, 
That  worfhip'd  idols,  wood  and  Itone, 
If  they  the  book  of  God  had  feen, 
Or  Jefus  and  his  Gol'pel  known  ! 

Then,  if  this  Gofpel  I  refufe, 
How  mall  I  e'er  lift  up  mine  eyes  ! 
For  all  the  Gentiles  and  the  Jews 
Againft  me  will  in  judgment  rile. 

Praife  to  God  for  learning  to  Read. 

The  praife*  of  my  tongue 

I  otfer  to  the  Lord, 
That  I  was  taught,  and  learnt  fo  young, 

To  read  his  holy  word. 

That  I  am  brought  to  know 

The  danger  I  was  in; 
By  nature,  and  by  practice  too, 

A  wretched  Have  to  lin. 

That  I  am  led  to  fee 

I  can  do  nothing  well ; 
And  whither  lhall  a  finner  flee 

To  lave  himfelf  from  hell  ? 

Dear  Lord,  this  book  of  thine 

Informs  me  where  to  go 
For  grace  to  pardon  all  my  lin. 

And  make  me  holy  too. 

Here  I  can  read  and  learn;, 

How  Chrift,  the  Son  of  God, 
Did  undertake  our  great  concern  ; 

Our  ranfom  coft  his  blood. 

And  now  he  reigns  above, 

He  fend',  his  Spirit  down, 
To  ftiew  the  wonders  of  his  love, 

And  make  his  gofpel  known. 

0  may 
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O  may  that  Spirit  teach, 

And  make  my  heart  receive 
Thofe  truths,  which  all  thy  fervants  preach, 

And  all  thy  faints  believe. 
Then  (hall  I  praife  the  Lord, 

In  a  more  cheerful  ltrain, 
That  I  was  taught  to  read  his  word, 

And  have  not  learnt  in  vain. 


§  61.    'The  Excellency  of  the  Bible  demonflrated. 

Watts. 

Great  God,  with  wonder  and  with  praife 

On  all  thy  works  I  look  ; 
But  (till  thy  wildom,  pow'r,  and  grace, 

Shine  brighteft  in  thy  book. 
The  (tars,  that  in  their  courfe?  roll, 

Have  much  inftruction  given  ; 
But  thv  good  word  informs  my  foul 

How  I  may  climb  to  heav'n. 
The  fields  provide  me  food,  and  (hew 

The  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ; 
But  fruits  of  life  and  glory  grow 

In  thy  molt  holy  word. 
Here  are  my  choiceft  treasures  hid, 

Here  my  bell  comfort  lies  : 
Here  my  deiires  are  fatisfied, 

And  hence  my  hopes  arife. 
Lord,  make  me  underftand  thy  law, 

Shew  what  my  faults  have  been  ; 
And  from  thy  gofpel  let  me  draw 

Pardon  for  all  my  fin. 
Here  would  I  learn  how  Chrift  has  died 

To  lave  my  foul  from  hell  : 
Not  all  the  books  on  earth  belide 

Such  heavenly  wonders  tell. 
Then  let  me  love  my  Bible  more, 

And  takfra  firefh  delight 
By  day  to  read  thefe  Wonders  o'er, 

And  meditate  by  night. 


§  62.     The  All-feeing  God.  Watts. 

Almighty  God^  thy  piercing  eye. 

Strikes  thro-  the  (hades  of  night, 
And  our  mod  fecret  actions  lie 

All  open  to  thy  fight  : 
There's  not  a  fin  that  we  commit, 

Nor  wicked  word  we  fay, 
But  in  thy  dreadful  book  'tis  writ, 

Again  it  the  judgment  day. 
And  rouft  the  crimes  that  I  have  done 

Be  read  and  publiili'd  there  ? 
Be  all  exposed  before  the  Sun, 

While  men  and  angels  hear  ? 
Lord,  at  thy  foot  aftiam'd  I  lie } 

Upward  I  dare  not  look: 
Pardon  my  (ins  before  I  die, 

And  blot  them  from  thy  book. 
Remember  all  the  dying  pains 

That  my  Redeemer  felt; 
And  let  his  blood  wa(h  out  my  llain5# 

And  anfwer  for  my  guilt. 


O  may  I  now  for  ever  fear 
T'  indulge  a  (inful  thought, 

Since  the  great  God  can  fee  and  hear, 
And  writes  down  ev'ry  fault. 


§  63.  Solemn  Thoughts  concerning  God  and  Death. 

Watts. 

There  is  a  God  that  reigns  above, 
Lord  of  the  heav'ns,  and  earth,  and  feas; 
I  fear  his  wrath,  I  aik  his  love, 
And  with  my  lips  I  ling  his  praife. 
There  is  a  law  which  he  has  writ, 
To  teach  us  all  what  we  muft  do : 
My  foul,  to  his  commands  fubmit, 
For  they  are  holy,  juit,  and  true. 
There  is  a  gofpel  of  rich  grace, 
Whence  turners  ail  their  comforts  draw: 
Lord,  I  repent,  and  feek  thy  face, 
For  I  have  often  broke  thy  law. 
There  is  an  hour  when  I  muft  die; 
No  do  I  know  how  foon  'twill  come  ; 
A  thouiand  children,  young  as  I, 
Are  call'd  by  death  to  hear  their  doom. 
Let  me  improve  the  hours  I  have, 
Before  the  day  of  grace  is  fled  ; 
There's  no  repentance  in  the  grave, 
Nor  pardons  orfer'd  to  the  dead. 
Juft  as  the  tree,  cut  down,  that  fell 
To  north  or  fouthward,  there  it  lies : 
So  man  departs  to  heav'n  or  hell, 
Fix'd  in  the  ftate  wherein  he  dies. 


§  64.     Heaven  and  Hell.      Watts. 

There  is  beyond  the  (ky 

A  heav'n  of  joy  and  love  j 
And  holy  children  when  they  die, 

Go  to  that  world  above. 
There  is  a  dreadful  hell, 

And  everlafting  pains ; 
There  finners  muft  with  devils  dwell, 

In  darknefs,  fire,  and  chains. 
Can  fuch  a  wretch  as  I 

Efcape  this  curfed  end  ? 
And  may  I  hope,  whene'er  I  die, 

I  (hall  to  heav'n  afcend  \ 
Then  will  I  read  and  pray, 

While  I  have  life  and  breath, 
Left  I  (hould  be  cut  off  to-day, 

And  fent  to  eternal  death. 


§  65.  The  Advantages  of  early  Religion.    Watte. 

Happy  the  child  whole  tender  years 

Receive  inftructions  well ; 
Who  hates  the  (inner's  path,  and  fears 

The  road  that  leads  to  hell. 
When  we  devote  our  youth  to  God, 

'Tis  pleafing  in  his  eyes ; 
A  flow'r  when  offer'd  in  the  bud 

1$  no  vain  (acrifice. 

Tis 
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*Tis  eafier  work,  if  we  begin 

To  fear  the  Lord  betimes ; 
While  finners  that  grow* old  in  fin 

Are  hardenM  in  their  crimes. 
*Twill  fave  us  from  a  thoufand  fnares, 

To  mind  religion  young , 
Grace  will  preferve  our  following  years, 

And  make  our  virtue  ftrong. 
To  thee.  Almighty  God,  to  thee, 

Our  childhood  we  refign ; 
'Twill  pleafe  us  to  look  back  and  fee 

That  our  whole  lives  were  thine. 
Let  the  fweet  work  of  prayV  and  praife 

Employ  my  youngeft  breath  ; 
Thus  I  'm  prepar*d  for  longer  days, 

Or  fit  for  early  death. 


§66.     The  Danger  of  Delay.         Watts. 
Why  mould  I  fay,  <*  'Tis  yet  too  foon 
*'*  To  feek  for  Heav'n,  or  think  of  death  ?" 
A  fiow'r  may  fade  before  'tis  noon, 
And  I  this  day  may  lofe  my  breath. 
If  this  rebellious  heart  of  mine 
Pefpife  the  gracious  calls  of  Heaven, 
I  may  be  hardenM  in  my  fin, 
And  never  have  repentance  given. 
What  if  the  Lord  grow  wroth,  and  fwear, 
While  I  refufe  to  read  and  pray, 
That  he  'II  refufe  to  lend  an  ear 
To  all  my  groans  another  day  ! 
What  if  his  dreadful  anger  burn, 
While  I  refufe  his  offer'd  grace, 
And  all  his  love  to  fury  turn, 
And  ftrike  me  dead  upon  the  place  ! 
'Tis  dangerous  to  provoke  a  God  ! 
His  pow'r  and  vengeance  none  can  tell : 
One  (troke  of  his  almighty  rod 
Shall  fend  young  finners  quick  to  hell. 
Then  'twill  for  ever  be  in  vain 
To  cry  for  pardon  and  for  grace  j 
To  wifh  I  had  ray  time  again, 
Or  hope  to  fee  my  Maker's  face  > 


§  67.     Examples  of  early  Piety.     Watts. 
What  blefs'd  examples  do  I  find 

Writ  in  the  word  of  truth, 
Of  children  that  began  to  mind 

Religion  in  their  youth  ! 
Jefns,  who  reigns  above  the  iky, 

And  keeps  the  world  in  awe, 
Was  once  a  child  as  young  as  I, 

And  kept  his  Father's  law. 
At  twelve  years  old  he  talk'd  with  men, 

(The  Jews  all  wond'ring  (land) 
Yet  he  obey'd  his  mother  then, 

And  came  at  her  command. 
Children  a  fweet  hofanna  fung, 

And  blefs'd  their  Saviour's  name1. 
They  gave  him  honour  with  their  tongue, 

While  fcribes  and  prielts  blafpheme. 


Samuel  the  child  was  wean'd,  and  brought 

To  wait  upon  the  Lord; 
Young  Timothy  betimes  was  taught 

To  know  his  holy  word. 

Then  why  mould  I  fo  long  delay 

What  others  learn  fo  foon  ? 
I  would  not  pafs  another  day 

Without  this  work  begun. 


§  68.     Againjl  Lying.     Watts, 

O  'tis  a  lovely  thing  for  youth 
To  walk  betirnes  in  wifdom's  w?y } 
To  fear  a  lie,  to  fpeak  the  truth, 
That  we  may  trurt  to  all  they  fay. 

But  liars  we  can  never  truft, 

Tho'  they  (hould  fpeak  the  thing  that 's  true$ 

And  he  that  does  opp  fault  at  firft, 

And  lies  to  hide  it^  makes  it  two. 

Have  we  not  known,  nor  heard,  nor  read, 
How  God  abhors  deceir.  anc\  wrong  ? 
How  Ananias  was  (truck  dead, 
Caught  with  a  lie  upon  bis  tongue. 
So  did  his  wife  Sapphira  die, 
When  (lie  came  in,  and  grew  fo  bold 
As  to  confirm  that  wicked  lie 
That  juft  before  her  hu(band  told. 

The  Lord  delights  in  them  that  fpeak 
The  words  of  truth  ;  but  ev'ry  liar 
Mult  have  his  portion  in  the  lake 
That  burns  with  brimilone  and  with  n"re» 

Then  let  me  always  watch  my  lips, 
Left  I  beftruek  to  death  and  hell, 
Since  God  a  book  of  reck'ning  keeps 
For  ev'ry  lie  that  children  tell. 


§69.  Againfl  Quarrelling  and  Fighting,     Watts,, 

Let  dogs  delight  to  bark  and  bite, 

For  God  hath  made  them  fo ; 
Let  bears  and  lions  growl  and  fight, 

For  'tis  their  nature  too : 

But  children,  you  (hould  never  let 

Such  angry  paffions  rife  ; 
Your  little  hands  were  never  made. 

To  tear  each  others  eyes. 

Let  love  through  all  your  actions  runA 

And  all  your  words  be  mild  ; 
Live  like  the  blefied  Virgin's  Son, 

That  fweet  and  lovely  Child. 

His  foul  was  gentle  as  a  lamb: 

And,  as  his  flature  grew, 
He  grew  in  favour  both  with  man, 

And  God  his  Father  too. 

;Now,  Lord  of  all,  he  reigns  above  j 

And  from  his  heav'nly  throne 
He  fees  what  children  dwell  in  lovet 

And  marks  them  for  his  own. 
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§  jo.     Love  between  Brothers  and  Sijit  fi. 

Waits. 
Whatever  brawls  difturb  rhe  ftreet, 

There  Ihould  be  peace  at  home; 
Where  filters  dwell  and  brothers  meet, 
Quarrels  mould  never  come. 

Birds  in  their  little  nefts  agree ; 

And  'tis  a  lhameful  fight, 
When  children  or"  one  family 

Fill  out,  and  chide,  and  fight! 
Hard  names  at  firft,  and  threat'ning  words, 

That  are  but  noify  breath, 
May  grow  to  clubs  and  naked  fwords, 

To  murder  and  to  death. 

The  devil  tempts  one  mother's  fon 

To  rage  againft  another; 
So  wicked  Cain  was  hurried  on 

Till  he  had  kill'd  his  brother. 

The  wife  will  make  their  anger  cool, 

At  leaft  before  'tis  night  j 
But  in  the  bofom  of  a  fool 

It  burns  till  morning- light. 

Pardon,  O  Lord,  our  childilh  rage, 

Our  little  brawls  remove  ; 
That,  as  we  grow  to  riper  age, 

Our  hearts  may  all  be  love. 


*7i- 


Again/}  Scoffing  and  calling  Names. 

Witts. 
Our  tongues  were  made  to  blefs  the  Lord, 

And  not  fpeak  ill  of  men; 
When  others  give  a  railing  word, 

We  mult  not  rail  again. 
Crofs  words  and  angry  names  require 

To  be  chaftis'd  at  ichool ; 
And  he  's  in  danger  of  hell-fire 

That  calls  his  brother  Fool. 

But  lips  that  dare  be  fo  profane. 

To  mock  and  jeer  and  feoff 
At  holy  things  or  holy  men, 

The  Lord  lhall  cut  them  off. 

When  children  in  their  wanton  play 

Serv'd  old  Elifha  fo; 
And  bid  the  prophet  go  his  way, 

"  Go  up,  thou  bald-head  go!" 

God  quickly  ilopp'd  their  wicked  breath, 

And  fent  two  raging  bears, 
That  tore  them  limb  from  limb  to  death, 

With  blood,  and  groans,  and  .tears. 

Great  God,  how  terrible  art  thou 

To  finners  e'er  fo  young  ! 
Grant  me  thy  grace,  and  teach  me  how 

To  tame  and  rule  my  tongue ! 


And  yet  how  Incited  children  dare 
Abute  thy  dreadful  glorious  aame! 
And,  when  they  're  angry,  how  the>*  fwear; 
And  curfe  their  fellows,  and  blafpheme  '. 

How  will  they  Hand  before  thy  face, 
Who  treated  thee  with  fuch  difdain, 
While  thou  fhalt  doom  them  to  the  place 
Of  everlalling  fire  and  pain ! 

Then  never  (hall  one  cooling  drop 
To  quench  their  burning  tongues  be  gi? en  j 
But  I  will  praife  thee  here,  and  hope 
Thus  to  employ  my  tongue  in  heaven.. 

My  heart  fhall  be  in  pain  to  hear 
Wretches  affront  the  Lord  above ; 
'Tis  that  great  God  whole  pow'r  I  fear, 
That  heav'nly  Father  whom  I  love. 

If  my  companions  grow  profane, 
I'll  leave  their  friend  ihip  when  I  hear 
Young  finners  take  thy  name  in  vain, 
And  learn  to  curfe,  and  learn  to  fwear. 


S  11-'   Againft  Idltnefs  and  Mifchiff.     Watts. 

How  doth  the  little  bufy  bee 

Improve  each  mining  hour, 
And  gather  honey  all  the  day 

From  ev'ry  op'ning  flow'r: 

Flow  fkilfully  lhe  builds  her  cell* 

How  neats  lhe  fpreads  the  wax  ! 
And  labours  hard  to  tloic  it  well 

With  the  fweet  food  me  makes. 

In  works  of  labour,  or  of  lkiil, 

I  would  be  bufy  too  ; 
For  Satan  finds  fome  mifchief  ftili 

For  idle  hands  to  do. 

In  books,  or  work,  or  healthful  play. 

Let  my  firft  years  be  paft, 
That  I  may  give  for  ev'ry  day 

Some  gooa  account  at  lait. 


§  72.    Again/}  Swearing  and  Cur/ing,  and  taking 

God's  Name  in  vain.     Watts. 
Angels,  that  high  in  glory  dwellj 
Adore  thy  namej  Almighty  God.! 
And  devils  tremble,  down  in  hell, 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  rod. 


§  74.     Againft  Evil  Company.     Watts- 

Why  mould  I  join  with  thole  in  play 

In  whom  I  've  no  delight; 
Who  curfe  and  fwear,  but  never  pray  $ 

Who  call  ill  names,  and  fight  ? 

I  hate  to  hear  a  wanton  fong, 
Their  words  offend  mine  earsj 

I  mould  not  dare  defile  my  tongue 
With  language  fuch  as  theirs. 

Away  from  fools  I'll  turn  mine  eyes, 

Nor  with  the  fcoffers  go : 
I  would  be  walking  with  the  wife, 

That  wifer  I  may  grow. 

From  one  rude  boy  that's  u$\i  to  mock, 

They  learn  the  wicked  jeft : 
One  fiekly  fheep  infects  the  flock^ 

And  poifons  all  the  reft. 
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My  God,  I  hate  to  walk  or  dwell 
With  finful  children  here : 

Then  let  me  not  be  fent  to  hell, 
Where  none  but  Tinners  are. 


§  75.     Again/}  Pride  in  Clothes.    Watts. 
Why  ihould  our  garments,  made  to  hide 
Our  parents*  ihame,  provoke  our  pride  ? 
The  art  of  drefs  did  ne'er  begin 
Till  Eve,  our  mother,  learnt  to  fin. 
Wl»en  firft  (he  put  the  cov'ring  on, 
Her  robe  of  innocence  was  gone  ; 
And  yet  her  children  vainly  boaft 
In  the  lad  marks  of  glory  loft. 
How  proud  we  are  !  how  fond  to  {hew 
Our  clothes,  and  call  them  rich  and  new ! 
When  the  poor  iheep  and  filkworm  wore 
That  very  clothing  long  before. 
The  tulip  and  the  butterfly 
Appear  in  gayer  coats  than  I: 
Let  me  be  dreft  fine  as  I  will, 
Flies,  worms,  and  flow'rs,  exceed  me  ftill. 
Then  will  1  fet  my  heart  to  find 
Inward  adornings  of  the  mind; 
Knowledge  and  virtue,  truth  and  grace : 
Thefe  are  the  robes  of  richeft  drefs. 

No  more  (hall  worms  with  me  compare  j 

This  is  the  raiment  angels  wear; 

The  Son  of  God,  when  here  below, 

Put  on  this  bleft  apparel  too. 

It  never  fades,  it  ne'er  grows  old  ; 

Nor  fears  the  rain,  nor  moth,  nor  mould  ! 

It  takes  no  fpot,  but  ftill  refines  ; 

The  more  'tis  worn,  the  more  it  mines. 

In  this  on  earth  would  I  appear, 

Then  go  to  heav'n  and  wear  it  there, 

God  will  approve  it  in  his  fight; 

'Tis  his  own  work,  and  his  delight. 


§  76.     Obedience  to  Parents.      Watts. 
Let  children  that  would  fear  the  Lord 

Hear  what  their  teachers  fay; 
With  rev'rence  meet  their  parent's  word, 

And  with  delight  obey. 
Have  you  not  heard  what  dreadful  plagues 

Are  threaten'd  by  the  Lord, 
To  him  that  breaks  his  father's  law, 

Or  mocks  his  mother's  word? 
What  heavy  guilt  upon  him  lies  ! 

How  curfed  is  his  name  ! 
The  ravens  ihall  pick  out  his  eyes, 

And  eagles  eat  the  fame. 
But  thofe  who  worfnip  God,  and  give 

Their  parents  honour  due, 
Here  on  this  earth  they  long  fhall  live, 

And  live  hereafter  too. 


§  77.  The  Child's  Complaint,     Watts. 
Why  fhould  I  love  my  fport  fo  well, 

So  conftant  at  my  ptay, 
And  lofe  the  thoughts  of  heav'n  and  hell, 

And  then  forget  to  pray  ? 


What  do  I  read  my  Bible  for, 
But,  Lord,  to  learn  thy  will  ? 

And  mail  I  daily  know  thee  more, 
And  lefs  obey  thee  ftill  ? 

How  fenfelefs  is  my  heart,  and  wild  ? 

How  vain  are  all  my  thoughts ! 
Pity  the  weaknefs  of  a  chila, 

And  pardon  all  my  faults. 

Make  me  thy  heav'nly  voice  to  hear, 

And  let  me  love  to  pray; 
Since  God  will  lend  a  gracious  ear 

To  what  a  child  can  iky. 


§  78.  A  Morning  and  Evening  Song.     Watts, 
Morning  Song. 

My  God,  who  makes  the  fun  to  know 

His  proper  hour  to  rife, 
And  to  give  light  to  all  below, 

Doth  fend  him  round  the  ikies. 

When  from  the  chambers  of  the  eaft 

His  morning  race  begins, 
He  never  tires,  nor  ftops  to  reft, 

But  round  the  world  he  ihines. 
So,  like  the  fun,  would  I  fulfil 

The  bus'nefs  of  the  day : 
Begin  my  work  betimes,  and  ftill 

March  on  my  heav'nly  way. 

Give  me,  O  Lord,  thy  early  grace, 

Nor  let  my  foul  complain 
That  the  young  morning  of  my  days 

Has  all  been  fpent  in  vain  ! 

Evening  Song, 

And  now  another  day  is  gone, 

I'll  iing  my  Maker's  praife: 
My  comforts  ev'ry  hour  make  known, 

His  providence  and  grace. 

But  how  my  childhood  runs  to.  wafte! 

My  iins,  how  great  their  fum  ! 
Lord,  give  me  pardon  for  the  paft, 

And  ftrength  for  days  to  come. 

I  lay  my  body  down  to  ileep ; 

Let  angels  guard  my  head, 
And  through  the  hours  of  darknefs  keep 

Their  watch  around  my  bt.l. 

With  cheerful  heaif  I  clofe  my  eyes, 

Since  thou  wilt  not  remove; 
And  in  the  morning  let  me  rife, 

Rejoicing  in  thy  love. 


§  79.     For  the  Lord's  Day  Morning,     Watts. 

This  is  the  day  when  Chrift  arofe 

So  early  from  the  dead; 
Why  ihould  I  keep  my  eye-lids  clos'd, 

And  wafte  my  hours  in  bed  ? 

This  is  the  day  when  Jefus  broke 

The  pow'r  of  death  and  hell  ? 
And  ihall  I  ftill  wear  Satan's  yoke, 

And  love  my  fins  fo  well? 
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To-day  with  pleafure  Chriltians  meet 
To  pray,  and  hear  the  word: 

And  I  would  go  with  cheerful  feet 
To  learn  thy  will,  O  Lord. 

I'll  leave  my  fport  to  read  and  pray, 
And  lo  prepare  for  heaven  ; 

O  may  I  love  this  bleiTed  day 
The  belt  of  all  the  feven* 


§  80.     For  the  Lord's  Day  Evening,     Watts, 
Lord,  how  delightful  'tis  to  lee 
A  whole  aflembly  worfhip  thee  ! 
At  once  they  ling,  at  once  they  pray; 
They  hea'r  of  heav'n,  and  learn  the  way. 
1  have  been  there,  and  ftill  would  go  ; 
'Tis  like  a  little  heav'n  below  : 
Not  all  my  pleafure  and  my  play 
Shall  tempt  me  to  forget  this  day. 

0  write  upon  my  mem'ry,  Lord, 
The  texts  and  doctrines  of  thy  word; 
That  I  may  break  thy  laws  no  more, 
But  love  thee  better  than  before. 

With  thoughts  of  Chrift,  and  things  divine, 
Fill  up  this  foolilh  heart  of  mine; 
That,  hoping  pardon  thro'  his  blood, 

1  may  lie  down  and  wake  with  God, 


If  we  had  been  ducks,  we  might  dabble  in  mud, 
Or  dogs,  we  might  play  till  it  ended  in  blood} 

So  foul  and  fo  fierce  are  their  natures: 
But  Thomas  and  William,andluch  prettynames, 
Should  be  cleanly  and  harmlels  as  doves  or  as 

Thofe  lovely  fweet  innocent  creatures,  [lambs, 
Not  tfeihing  that  we  do,  nor  a  word  that  we  fay, 
Should  hinder  another  in  jelling  or  play  ; 

For  he's  Hill  in  earnell  that's  hurt :     [mire  ! 
How  rude  are  the  boys  that  throw  pebbles  and 
There's  none  but  a  madman  willfling  about  fire, 
.  And  tell  you  "  'Tis  all  but  in  fport." 


§  81.     The  Sluggard,     Watts. 
'Tis   the  voice  of  a   lluggard — I  heard   him 
complain,  [again." 

"  You  have  wak'd  me  too  foon,  I  mult  liumber 
As  the  door  on  its  hinges,  fo  he  on  his  bed[head. 
Turns  his  fides  and  his  fhoulders,  and  his  heavy 
**  A  little  more  fleep  and  a  little  more  (lumber." 
Thus  he  waites  half  his  days,  and  his  hours 

without  number  j 
And  when  he  gets  up,  he  fits  folding  his  hands, 
Or  walks  about  fauntring,  or  trifling  he  ftands^ 
I  pafs'd  by  his  garden  and  law  the  wild  brier, 
The  thorn  &  the  thiltle  grow  broader  &  higher; 
The  clothes  thathang  onhim  are  turning  to  rags ; 
And  hismoneyltill  waites, fill  heitarvesorhebegs 
I  made  him  a  vifit,  flill  hoping  to  find 
He  had  took  better  care  for  improving  his  mind; 
Hetoldme  Uisdreams,talk'd  of  eating  &drinking, 
But  he  fcarce  reads  his  Bible,  and  never  loves 

thinking. 
Said  I  then  to  my  heart, "  Here's  a  leflbn  for  me; 
That  man's  but  a  picture  of  what  I  might  be; 
But  thanks  to  my  friends  for  their  care  in  my 
breeding,  [reading!" 

Who  taught  me  betimes  to  love  working  and 


§  83.     The  Rofe.     Watts. 
How  fair  is'the  Role  !  what  a  beautiful  flow'r  ! 

The  glory  of  April  and  May ! 
But  the  leaves  are  beginning  to  fade  in  an  hour, 

And  they  wither  and  die  in  a  day. 
Yet  the  role  has  one  powerful  virtue  to  boaft, 

Above  all  the  fiow'rs  of  the  field:  [loft, 

When  its  leaves  are  all  dead,  and  fine  colours  are 

Still  how  fweet  a  perfume  it  will  yield  ! 
So  frail  is  the  youth  and  the  beauty  of  men, 
.  Tho'  they  bloom  and  look  gay  like  the  rofe  j 
But  all  our  fond  care  to  preferve  them  is  vain  j 

Time  kills  them  as  fait  as  he  goes. 
Then  I'll  notbeproudof  my  youth  or  my  beauty, 

Since  both  of  them  wither  and  fade; 
But  gain  a  good  name  by  well  doing  my  duty  j 

This  will  fcent  like  a  rofe  when  I'm  dead. 


^  82.     Innocent  Play.     Watts. 
Abroad  in  the  meadows, tofee  the  younglambs, 
Run  (porting  about  by  the  fide  of  their  dams, 

With  fleeces  (b  clean  and  lb  white  ; 
Or  a  neft  of  young  doves  in  a  larg°  open  cage, 
Where  theyplayall  inlove,  without  angei  or  rage; 

1\qw  much  we  may  ieain  from  the  figh. ! 


§  84.     The  Thief.    Watts, 
Why  mould  I  deprive  my  neighbour 

Of  his  goods  againll  his  will  ? 
Hands  were  made  for  honeft  labour, 

Not  to  plunder  or  to  Ileal. 
'Tis  a  foolifh  felf-deceiving, 

By  fiich  tricks  to  hope  for  gain  j 
All  that's  ever  got  by  thieving 

Turns  to  forrow,  fbame,  and  pain. 

Have  not  Eve  and  Adam  taught  us 

Their  fad  prolit  to  compute  ? 
To  what  di final  Itate  they  brought  \.u9 

When  they  ftole  forbidden  fruit  J 
Oft  we  fee  a  young  beginner 

Praclife  little  pilfering  ways, 
Till  grown  up  a  harden'd  linnerr 

Then  the  gallows  ends  his  days. 
Theft  will  not  be  always  hidden, 

Though  we  fancy  none  can  fpy : 
When  we  take  a  thing  forbidden, 

God  beholds  it  with  his  eye. 
Guard  my  heart,  O  God  of  heaven, 

Left  I  covet  what's  not  mine  ; 
Left  I  iteal  what  is  not  given, 

Guard  my  heart  and  hands  from  fin. 


§  85.     Tie  Ant,  or  Emmet.     Watts. 
These  emmets,  howlitr'e  they  are  in  our  eyes! 
We  tread  them  to  duit,  and  a  troop  of  them 
dies, 

Without 
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Without  our  regard  or  concern? 
Vet  as  wife  as  we  are,  if  we  went  to  their  fchool, 
There's  many  a  (luggard.  and  many  a  fool, 

Some  tenons  of  wi(dom  might  learn. 

Theydon'tweartheirtimeoutinfleepingorplay> 
But  gather  up  corn  in  a  fun-fhiny  day. 

And  for  winter  they  lay  up  their  floras  : 
They  manage  their  work  in  fuch  regular  forms, 
One  would  think  they  forefaw  all  the  frofts  and 
the  ftorms, 

And  i'o  brought  their  food  within  doors. 
$ut  I  have  lefs  i'enfe  than  a  poor  creeping  ant» 
If  I  take  not  due  care  for  the  things  I  (hall  want, 

Nor  provide  againft  dangers  in  time  :  I 

When  death  or  old  age  fhall  ftare  in  my  face, 
What  a  wretch  fhall  I  be  in  the  end  of  my  days, 

If  I  trifle  away  all  their  prime  ! 
Now,  now,  while  my  ftrengih  and  my  youth  are 
in  bloom,  [(hall  come, 

Let  me  think  what  will  fevvt  me  when  iicknefs 

And  pray  that  my  (ins  be  forgiven  : 
Let  me  read  in  good  books,and  believe  and  objry, 
That,  when  death  turns  me  out  of  this  cottage 

I  may  dwell  in  a  palace  in  heaven,     [of  clay, 


§  86.     Good  Refolutions,     Watts. 

Though  I  am  now  in  younger  days, 

Nor  can  tell  what  (hall  befal  me, 
I'll  prepare  for  ev'ry  place 

Where  my  growing  age  fhall  call  me. 
Should  I  e'er  be  rich  or  great, 

Others  fhall  partake  my  goodnefs  ; 
I'll  fupply  the  poor  with  meat, 

Never  (hewing  fcorri  or  rudenefs. 
Where  I  fee  the  blind  or  lame, 

Deaf  or  dumb,  I'll  kindly  treat  them; 
I  deferve  to  feel  the  fame ; 

If  I  mock,  or  hurt,  or  cheat  them. 

If  I  meet  with  railing  tongues, 

Why  mould  I  return  them  railing? 

Since  I  beft  revenge  my  wrongs 
By  my  patience  never  failing. 

When  I  hear  them  telling  lies, 

Talking  fbolifh,  cUrfirtg,  (wearing? 
Firft  I'll  try  to  make  them  wife, 

Or  I'll  foon  go  out  of  hearing. 
What  though  I  be  low  and  mean, 

I'll  engage  the  rich  to  love  me, 
While  I'm  modeft,  neat  and  clean, 

And  fubmit  when  they  reprove  me* 
If  I  fhould  be  poor  and  lick, 

1  (hall  meet,  I  hope,  with  pity  j 
Since  I  Jove  to  help  the  weak, 

Though  they're  neither  fair  nor  witty. 

Til  not  willingly  offend, 

Nor  be  eafily  offended  : 
What's  amifs  I'll  drive  to  mend, 

And  endure  what  can't  be  mended. 


May  I  bfc  (o  watchful  ftill 

O'er  my  humours  and  my  pafflo-n, 
As  to  fpcak  and  do  no  ill, 

Though  it  fhould  be  all  the  fafhiont 
Wicked  fafhions  lead  to  hellj 

Ne'er  may  I  be  found  complying^ 
But  in  life  behave  fo  well, 

Not  to  be  afraid  of  dying. 


§  87 .     A  Summer  Evening.    Watts. 
How  fine  has  the  day  been,  how  bright  was 

the  fun, 
How  lovely  and  joyful  the  courfe  that  he  run, 
Though  he  rofe  in  a  milt  whenhis  race  he  begun, 

And  there  followed  fome  droppings  of  rain  t 
But  now  the  fair  traveller's  come  to  the  weft, 
His  rays  all  are  gold,  and  his  beauties  are  beft  \ 
He  paints  the  fky  gay  as  he  finks  to  his  reft, 

And  foretels  a  bright  rifing  again. 
Juft  fuch  is  the  Chriftian :  his  courfe  he  begin* 
Like  the  fun  in  a  mift,whenhemourns  for  hisfins, 
And  melts  into  tears;  thenhe  breaks  out  &lhines, 

And  travels  his  heavenly  way  t 
But,  when  he  comes  nearer  to  finifh  his  race, 
Like  a  fine  letting  fun,  he  looks  richer  in  grace, 
And  gives  a  fure  hope  at  the  end  of  his  days 

Of  rifing  in  brighter  array  ! 


§  88.    A  Cradle  Hymn,    Watts* 
Hush  \  my  dear,  lie  ftill  and  flumbcr, 

Holy  angels  guard  thy  bed  ! 
Heav'nly  blelungs,  without  number, 

Gently  falling  on  thy  head. 

Sleep,  my  babe  !   thy  food  and  raiment* 
Houfe  and  home,  thy  friends  provide  j 

All  without  thy  care  or  payment. 
All  thy  want*  are  well  ftipplied. 

How  much  better  thou'rt  attended 
Than  the  Son  of  God  could  be? 

When  from  heav'n  he  defcended, 
And  became  a  child  like  thee  ! 

Soft  and  eafy  is  thy  cradle, 

Coarfe  and  hard  thy  Saviour  layj 

When  his  birtn-  place  was  a  liable, 
And  his  fofteft  bed  was  hay. 

Bleffed  babe  ?  what  glorious  feature* 
Spotlefs  fair  \  divinely  bright ! 

Muft  he  dwell  with  brutal  creatures^ 
How  could  angels  bear  the  fight  ? 

Was  there  nothing  but  a  manger 

Curfed  imhers  could  afford, 
To  receive  the  heav'nly  ftranger  f  \ 

Did  they  thus  affront  their  Lbra*? 

Soft,  my  child!  I  did  not  chide  thee, 
Though  my  long  might  found  too  hard  ? 

,Tistl,y   I   nnrTthaT   \   f,ts  beflde  thce* 
And  her  arms  (nail  be  thy  guard. 


*  Here  y«u  may  tt.fr  the  words  Brother,  Sifter,  faigbUur,  Friend,  &e< 
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Yet  to  read  trie  fhameful  ftory, 
How  the  J  s'd  their  King, 

How  they  ferv'd  the  Lord  of  gloiy, 
Makes  me  angry  while  I  fing. 

See  the  kinder  fhepherds  round  him, 

Telling  wonders  from  the  flcy  ! 
Where  they  Sought  him.  there  they  found  him, 

With  his  Virgin  mother  by. 

5ee  the  lovely  babe  a-drefling, 

Lovely  Infant,  how  he  fmiPd  ! 
When  he  wept,  the  Mother's  b*lefling 

Sooth'd  and  hufli'd  the  holy  child. 

Lo,  he  flumbe)  s  in  his  manger, 

Where  the  horned  oxen  fed : 
Peace,  my  darling,  here  's  no  danger* 

Here  's  no  ox  a -near  thy  bed. 
'Twas  to  lave  thee,  child,  from  dying, 

Save  my  dear  from  burning  flame, 
Bitter  groans,  and  endlefs  crying, 

That  thy  bleil  Redeemer  came. 

May'it  thou  live  to  know  and  fear  him, 
Truit  and  love  him  all  thy  days; 

Then  go  dwell  for  ever  near  him, 
See  his  face,  and  ling  his  praife > 

I  could  give  thee  thousand  kiffes, 

Hoping  what  I  mil  ft  defire ; 
Not  a  mother's  fondeft  wiihes 

Can  to  greater  joys  alpire. 


$  89.*    The  Nunc  Ditmtis.       Merrick. 
'Tis  enough — the  hour  is  come: 
Now  within  the  filent  tomb 
Let  this  mortal  frame  decay, 
Mingled  with  its  kindred  clayj 
Since  thy  mercies,  oft  of  old 
By  thy  chofen  leers  foretold, 
Faithful  now  and  ftedfaft  prove, 
God  of  truth,  and  God  of  love  ! 
Since  at  length  my  aged  eye 
Sees  the  day-fpring  from  on  high  ! 
Son  of  righteoufnefs,  to  thee, 
Lo!  the  nations  bow  the  knee; 
And  the  realms  of  diitant  kings 
Own  the  healing  of  thy  wings. 
Thofe  whom  death  had  overipread 
With  his  dark  and  dreary  lhade, 
Lift  their  eyes,  and  from  afar 
Hail  the  light  of  Jacob's  Star  j 
Waiting  till  the  promis'd  ray 
Turn  their  darkneis  into  day. 
See  the  beams,  intenfely  fhed, 
Shine  o'er  Sion's  favour'd  head  ! 
Never  may  they  hence  remove, 
God  of  truth,  and  God  of  love ! 


§  90.     The Benedkite parapbrafed.    Merrick. 
Ye  works  of  God,  on  him  alone, 
In  earth  his  footitool,  heav'n  his  throne, 

Be  all  your  praiie  beftow'd  ; 
Whole  hand  the  beauteous  fabric  made, 
Whole  eye  the  fmifh'd  work  furvey'd, 
And  law  that  all  was  good. 


Ye  angels,  that  with  loud  acclaim 
Admiring  view'd  the  new-born  frame, 

And  hail'd  the  Eternal  King, 
Again  proclaim  yonr  Maker's  praifej 
Again  your  thankful  voices  raife, 

And  touch  the  tuneful  ftring. 

Praiie  him,  ye  bleft  ethereal  plains, 
Where,  in  full  majefty,  he  deigns 

To  fix  his  awful  throne: 
Ye  waters  that  above  him  roll, 
From  orb  to  orb,  from  pole  to  pole, 

O  make  his  praifes  known  1 

Ye  thrones,  dominions,  virtues,  pow'rs, 
Join  ye  your  joyful  fongs  with  oursj 

With  us  your  voices  raife  j 
From"  age  to  age  extend  the  lay, 
To  Heaven's  Eternal  Monarch  pay 

Hymns  of  eternal  praife. 

Celeilial  orb  !  whofe  powerful  ray 
Opes  the  glad  eyelids  of  the  day, 

Whole  influence  all  things  own  \ 
Praife  him,  whole  courts  effulgent  fkine 
With  ligiit  as  far  excelling  thine, 

As  thine  the  paler  moon. 

Ye  glitt'ring  planets  of  the  fky, 
Whofe  tamps  the  ah  lent  fun  fupply, 

With  him  the  fong  purliie; 
And  let  himfelf  fubmifiive  own, 
He  borrows  from  a  brighter  Sun 

The  light  he  lends  to  you. 

Ye  fhow'rs  and  dews,  whofe  moiihire  fhed 
Calls  into  life  the  op'ning  feed, 

To  him  your  praifes  yield, 
Whofe  influence  wakes  the  genial  birth, 
Drops  fatnefs  on  the  pregnant  earth, 

And  crowns  the  laughing  field. 

Ye  winds,  that  oft  tempeftuous  fweep 
The  ruffled  furface  of  the  deep, 

With  us  confefs  your  God; 
See  thro'  the  heav'ns  the  TCinsr  of  kings, 
Upborne  on  your  expanded  wings, 

Come  flying  all  abroad. 

Ye  floods  of  fire,  where'er  ye  flow, 
With  jwft  fubmiflion  humbly  bow 

To  his  fupefior  pow'r, 
Who  Hops  the  tempelt  on  its  way, 
Or  bids  the  flaming  deluge  ftray, 

And  gives  it  ltrength  to  roar. 

Ye  fumrner's  heat,  and  winter's  cold, 
By  turns  in  long  fucceflion  roll'd, 
The  drooping  world  to  cheer, 
him  who  gave  the  fun  ami  moon 
.12  various  feafons 
And  guide  the  circling  year. 

Ye  frofts,  that  bind  the  wat'ry  plain, 
Ye  filent  fhow'rs  of  fleecy  rain, 

Punue  the  heav'nly  theme  j 
Praife  him  who  fhed-.  t  ing  'how, 

Forbids  the  harden'd  waves  to  flow, 

And  ftops  the  rapid  ftream. 
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Ye  days  and  nights,  that  fwiftly  borne 
From  morn  to  eve,  from  eve  to  morn, 

Alternate  glide  away, 
Praife  him,  whofe  never-varying  light* 
Abfent,  adds  horror  to  the  night, 

But,  prefent,  gives  the  day. 

JLight,  from  whofe  rays  all  beauty  fprings  j 
Barknefs,  whofe  wide-expanded  wings 

Involve  the  dufky  globe ; 
Praife  him  who,  when  the  heav'ns  he  fpread, 
Darknels  his  thiek  pavilion  made, 

And  light  his  regal  robe. 

Praife  him*  ye  lightnings,  a's  ye  fly 
Wing'd  with  his  vengeance  thro'  the  flcy, 

And  red  with  wrath  divine; 
Praife  him,  ye  clouds  that  wand'ring  ilray, 
Or,  fix'd  by  him,  in  clofe  array 

Surround  his  awful  fhrine. 

Exalt,  O  Earth !  thy  Heav'nly  King, 
Who  bids  the  plants  that  form  the  fpring 

With  annual  verdure  bloom ; 
Whofe  frequent  drops  of  kindly  rain, 
Prolific  fwell  the  rip  ning  grain, 

And  blefs  thy  fertile  womb. 

Ye  mountains,  that  ambitious  rife, 
And  heave  your  fummits  to  the  Ikies, 

Revere  his  awful  nod; 
Think  how  you  once  affrighted  fled; 
When  Jordan  fought  his  fountain-head, 

And  own'd  the  approaching  God. 

Ye  trees,  that  fill  the  rural  fcene; 

Ye  flow'rs,  that  o'er  the  enameird  green 

In  native  beauty  reign ; 
O  praife  the  Ruler  of  the  fkies, 
Whofe  hand  the  genial  fap  fupplies, 

And  clothes  the  fmiling  plain. 

Ye  fecret  fprings,  ye  gentle  rills, 
That  murm'ring  rife  among  the  hills, 

Or  fill  the  humble  vale ; 
Praife  him,  at  whofe  Almighty  nod 
The  rugged  rock  diffolving  flow'd, 

And  form'd  a  fpringing  well. 

Praife  him,  ye  floods,  and  feas  profound, 
Whofe  waves  the  fpacious  earth  furround, 

And  roll  from  more  to  more ; 
Aw'd  by  his  voice,  ye  feas,  fubfide ; 
Ye  floods,  within  your  channels  glide, 

And  tremble  and  adore. 

Ye  whales,  that  ftir  the  boiling  deep, 
Or  in  its  dark  receffes  fleep, 

Remote  from  human  eye, 
Praife  him  by  whom  ye  all  are  fed ; 
Praife  him,  without  whofe  heavenly  aid 

Ye  languifh,  faint,  and  die. 

Ye  birds,  exalty  our  Maker's  name; 
Begin,  and  with  thv  important  theme 

Your  artlefs  lays  improve  ; 
Wake  with  your  fongs  the  rifing  day, 
Let  mufic  found  on  ev'ry  fpray, 

And  fill  tie  vocal  grpve. 


Praife  him,  ye  beafts,  that  nightly  roam 
Amid  the  folitary  gloom, 

Th'  expected  prey  to  feize ; 
Ye  (laves  of  the  laborious  plough, 
Your  fcubborn  necks  fubmiffive  bow, 

And  bend  your  wearied  knees. 

Ye  fons  of  men,  his  praife  difplay, 
Who  flamp'd  his  image  on  your  clay, 

And  gave  it  pow'r  to  move ; 
Ye  that  in  Judah's  confines  dwell,' 
From  age  to  age  fucceffive  tell 

The  wonders  of  his  love. 

Let  Levi's  tribe  the  lay  prolong, 
Till  angels  liilen  to  the  fong, 

And  bend  attentive  down; 
Let  wonder  feize  the  heavenly  train, 
Pleased  while  they  hear  a  mortal  flraift 

So  fweet,  fo  like  their  own. 

And  you  your  thankful  voices  join, 
That  oft  at  Salem's  facred  fhrine 

Before  his  altars  kneel; 
Where  thron'd  in  majefty  he  dwells,- 
And  from  thy  myltic  cloud  reveal* 

The  dictates  of  his  will. 

Ye  fpirits  of  the  juft  and  good, 
That,  eager  for  the  blefs 'd  abode, 

To  heavenly  manfions  foar ; 
O  let  your  fongs  his  praife  difplay, 
Till  heaven  itfelf  fhall  melt  away, 

And  time  fhall  be  no  more  ! 

Praife  him,  ye  meek  and  humble  train* 
Ye  faints,  whom  his  decrees  ordain 

The  boundlefs  blifs  to  fhare ; 
O  praife  him,  till  ye  take  your  way 
To  regions  of  eternal  day, 

And  reign  for  ever  there* 

Let  us,  who  now  impafTive  ftand, 
Aw'd  by  the  tyrant's  ftern  command, 

Amid  the  fiery  blaze ; 
While  thus  we  triumph  in  the  flame, 
Rife,  and  our  Maker's  love  proclaim, 

In  hymns  of  endlefs  praife. 


§  91.     The  Ignorance  of  Man.    Merrick, 
Behold  yon  new-born  infant  griev'd 

With  hunger,  thirft,  and  pain ; 
That  afks  to  have  the  wants  reliev'd, 

It  knows  not  to  complain. 

Aloud  the  fpeechlefs  fuppliant  cries, 

And  utters,  as  it  can, 
The  woes  that  in  its  bofom  rife, 

And  fpeak  its  nature — man. 

That  infant,  whofe  advancing  hour 

Life's  various  forrows  try 
(Sad  proof  of  fin's  tranfmifiive  pow'r), 

That  infant,  Lord,  am  L 

A  childhood  yet  my  thoughts  confefs, 

Though  long  in  years  mature; 
Unknowing  whence  I  feel  diftrefs, 

And  where,  or  what,  its  cure. 

Author 


Book  I. 


SACRED    AND    MORAL. 
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Author  of  good  !  to  thee  I  turn: 

Thy  ever  wakeful  eye 
Alone  can  all  my  wants  difcern ; 

Thy  hand  alone  fupply. 

O  let  thy  fear  within  me  dwell, 

Thy  love  my  footfteps  guide; 
Tha:  love  mall  vainer  loves  expel  j 

That  fear  all  fears  belide. 
And,  oh  !  by  error's  force  fubdued, 

Since  oft  my  ftubbom  will 
Prepoft'rous  fhuns  the  latent  good, 

And  grafps  the  fpecious  ill  j 

Not  to  my  wifli,  but  to  my  want, 

Do  thou  thy  gifts  apply : 
Unafk'd,  what  good  thou  knoweft  grant  j 

What  ill,  tho'  afk'd,  deny. 


§  92.     The  trials  of  Virtue.      Merrick. 

Plac'd  on  the  verge  of  youth,  my  mind 
Life's  op'ning  icene  furvey'd: 

I  view'd  its  ills  of  various  kind, 
AfEi&ed  and  afraid. 

But  chief  my  fear  the  dangers  mov'd, 

That  virtue's  path  indole  : 
My  heart  the  wife  puriuit  approved  9 

But,  oh,  what  toils  oppofe  ! 

For  fee !  ah  fee!  while  yet  her  ways 

With  doubtful  ftep  I  tread, 
A  holHle  world  its  terrors  raife, 

Its  mares  delufive  fpread. 

Oh  how  mail  I,  with  heart  prepar'd, 

Thofe  terrors  learn  to  meet  ? 
How  from  the  thoufand  fnares  to  guard 

My  unexperienced  feet? 

As  thus  I  mus'd  oppreflive  fleep 

Soft  o'er  my  temples  drew 
Oblivion's  veil. — The  wat'ry  deep, 

An  object  Arrange  and  new, 

Before  me  rofe:  on  the  wide  more 

Obfervant  as  I  Hood, 
The  gathering  ftorms  around  me  roar, 

And  heave  the  boiling  flood. 

Near  and  more  near  the  billows  rifej 

E'en  now  my  fteps  they  lave  ! 
And  death  to  my  affrighted  eyes 

Approach'd  in  ev'ry  wave. 

What  hope,  or  whither  to  retreat ! 

Each  nerve  at  once  unftrung, 
Chill  fear  had  fetter'd  fall  my  feet, 

And  chain'd  my  lpeechlefs  tongue. 

I  feel  my  heart  within  me  die ; 

When  fudden  to  mine  ear 
A  voice,  defcending  from  on  high, 

Reprov'd  my  erring  fear : 

'  What  tho'  the  fwelling  furge  thou  fee 

*  Impatient  to  devour ; 

'  Reft,  mortal,  reft  on  God's  decree, 

*  And  thankful  own  his  pow'r. 


*   Know,  when  he  bade  the  deep  appear, 
"  Thus  far,"  th'  Almighty  faid, 

"  Thus  far,  nor  farther,  rage;  and  here 
"  Let  thy  proud  waves  be  ftay'd." 

I  heard ;  and,  lo  !  at  once  controul'd, 

The  waves,  in  wild  retreat, 
Back  on  themfelves  reluctant  roll'd, 

And  murmuring  left  my  feet. 

Deeps  to  afTembling  deeps  in  vain 

Once  more  the  fignal  gave  : 
The  fhores  the  rufhing  weight  fuftain, 

And  check  th'  ufurping  wave. 

Convinc'd,  in  Nature's  volume  wife, 

The  imag'd  truth  I  read ; 
And  fudden  from  my  waking  eyes 

Th'  inftructive  vifion  fled. 

1  Then  why  thus  heavy,  O  my  foul! 

■  Say  why,  diftruilful  ftill, 
1  Thy  thoughts  with  vain  impatience  roll 

*  O'er  fcenes  of  future  ill  ? 

1  Let  faith  fupprefs  each  rifing  fear, 

*  Each  anxious  doubt  exclude  5 

1  Thy  Maker's  will  has  plac'd  thee  here, 

*  A  Maker  wife  and  good  t 

1  He  to  thy  ev'ry  trial  knows 

*  Its  juft  reftraint  to  give; 

1  Attentive  to  behold  thy  woes, 

*  And  faithful  to  relieve. 

'  Then  why  thus  heavy,  O  my  foul ! 

*  Say  why,  diftruftful  ftill, 

*  Thy  thoughts  with  vain  impatience  roll 

*  O'er  fcenes  of  future  ill  ? 

*  Tho'  griefs  unnumber'd  throng  thee  round 

*  Still  in  thy  God  confide, 

'  Whofe  finger  marks  the  feas  their  bound, 
'  And  curbs  the  headlong  tide.' 


§93.     Chrifi"s  PaJJion :  from  a  Greek  Ode  of  Mr. 
Mafters,  formerly  of  New  College.    Pitt. 

No  more  of  earthly  fubje&s  ling; 
To  heaven,  my  mufe,  afpire; 
To  raife  the  fong,  charge  ev'ry  ftring, 

And  ftrike  the  living  lyre. 
Begin,  in  lofty  numbers  fhow 

Th'  Eternal  King's  unfathom'd  love, 

Who  reigns  the  Sov'reign  God  above, 
And  fuffers  on  the  crofs  below. 
Prodigious  pile  of  wonders !  rais'd  too  high 
For  the  dim  ken  of  frail  mortality. 

What  numbers  (hall  I  bring  along  ? 

From  whence  fhall  I  begin  the  fong  ? 
The  mighty  myftery  I  '11  fing,  infpir'd, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  human  wifdom  wrought, 
Beyond  the  compafs  of  an  angel's  thought, 
How  by  the  rage  of  man  his  God  expird- 
I  '11  make  the  trac kiefs  depths  of  mercy  known, 
How  to  redeem  bis  foe  God  render'd  up  his  Son : 
I'll  raife  my  voice  to  tell  mankind 

The  victor's  conqueft  o'er  his  doom  j 
How  in  the  grave  he  lay  confin'd, 

To  feal  more  fure  the  rav'nous  tomb. 
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Three  days,  th*  infernal  empire  to  fubdue, 
Jlepafs'd  triumphant  through  the  coafts  of  woe; 
With  his  own  dart  the  tyrant  Death  he  flew, 
And  led  Hell  captive  through  her  realms  below. 

A  mingled  found  from  Calvary  I  hear, 
.And  the  loud  tumult  thickens  on  my  ear, 
The  fhouts  of  murd'rers,  that  infultthe  flam, 
The  voice,  of  torment,  and  the  fhrieks  of  pain. 

I  caft  my  eyes  with  horror  up 

To  the  curft  mountain's  guilty  top; 
See  there  !  whom  hanging  in  the  midft  I  view  ! 
Ah  !  how  unlike  the  other  two  ! 
I  fee  him  high  above  his  foes, 
And  gen  ly  bending  from  the  wood 
His  head  in  pity  down  to  thofe 
Whole  guilt  confpires  to  died  his  blood. 

&is  wide-extended  arms  I  fee 

Transfix'd  with  nails,  and  faffen'd  to  the  tree: 

Man,  feftfelefs  man!  canft  thou  look  on, 

Nor  make  thy  Saviour's  pains  thy  own  ? 

The  rage  of  all  thy  grief  exert, 

Rend  thy  garments  and  thy  heart: 

Bfcat  thy  bread,  and  grovel  low, 

Beneath  the  burden  of  thy  woe  ; 

Bleed  through  thy  bowels,  tear  thy  hairs, 
Breathe  gales  of  fighs,  and  weep  a  flood  of  tears. 

Behold  thy  King,  with  purple  cover'd  round; 
Not  in  the  Tyrian  tinctures  dyed, 

Nor  dipt  in  poifon  of  Sidontan  pride  ; 
But  in  his  own  rich  blood  that  ftreams  from 
every  wound. 

Doft  thou  not  fee  the  thorny  circled  red  r 
The  guilty  wreath  that  blu flies  round  his  head  ! 
And  with  what  rage  the  bloody  fcourge  applied 
Curls  round  his  limbs,  and  ploughs  into  his  fide. 
At  fuch  a  fight  let  all  thy  anguifh  rife; 
Break  up,  break  up  the  fountains  of  thy  eyes. 
Here  bid  thy  tears  in  gufhing  torrents  flow, 
Indulge  thy  grief,  and  give  a  loofe  to  woe. 

Weep  from  thy  foul,  till  earth  be  drown'd  ; 

Weep,  till  thy  forrows  drench  the  ground. 
Canft  thou,  ungrateful  man  !  his  torments  fee, 
Jtior  drop  a  tear  ibr  him,  who  pours  his  blood 
for  thee  ? 


§  174..     A  funeral  Byinn.     Mallet. 

Ye  midnight  (hades,  o'er  nature  fpread ! 

Dumb  filence  of  the  dreary  hour! 

In  honour  of  th"  approaching  dead> 

Around  your  awful  terrors  pour* 

Yes,  pour  around 

On  this  pal e  ground 
Through  all  this  deep  furrounding  gloom, 

The  fober  thought, 

The  tear  untaught, 
Thofe  meeteft  mourners  at  a  tomb. 

Lo !  as  the  lurplic'd  train  drew  near 
To  this  laft  manfion  of  mankind, 
The  flow  fad  bell,  the  fable  bier, 
In  holy  mufiiig  wrapt  the  mind! 
And  while  their  beam, 
With  trunbliag  flream, 


Attending  tapers  faintly  dart; 
Each  mould'ring  bone, 
Each  fculptur'd  ftone, 
Strikes  mute  inftruclion  to  the  heart! 
Now  let  the  facred  organ  blow, 
With  foieran  paufe,  and  founding  flowj 
Now  let  the  voice  due  meafure  keep, 
In  flrains  that  figh,  and  words  that  weep} 
Till  all  the  vocal  current  blended  roll, 
Not  to  deprefs,  but  lift  the  fearing  foul : 
To  lift  it  in  the  Maker's  praife, 

Who  firft  inform'd  our  frame  with  breath) 
And,  after  fome  few  flormy  days, 

Now,  gracious,  gives  us  o'er  to  death. 
No  King  of  Fears 
In  him  appears, 
Who  fhuts  the  fcene  of  human  woes: 
Beneath  his  fhade 
-    Securely  laid, 
The  dead  alone  find  true  repofe. 

Then,  while  we  mingle  dull  with  duft, 

To  One,  fupremely  good  and  wife, 
Raife  hallelujahs  !   God  is  juft, 

And  man  moll  happy  when  he  dies  J 

His  winter  paft, 

Fair  fpring  at  laft 
Receives  him  on  her  flow'ry  fhore  ! 

Where  pleafure's  rofe 

Immortal  blows, 
And  fin  and  ibrrow  are  no  more ! 


§   95.     Feni  Creator  Spiritus,  par aphrafed. 

Dryden. 

Creator  Spirit,  by  whofe  aid 

The  world's  foundations  firft  were  laid, 

Come  vilit  ev'ry  pious  mind  ; 

Come  pour  thy  joys  on  human  kind. 

From  fin  and  fbrrow  fet  us  free, 

And  make  thy  temples  worthy  thee* 

O  fource  of  uncreated  light, 
The  Father's  promis'd  Paraclete! 
Thrice  holy  fount,  thrice  holy  fire, 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  ini'pire; 
Come,  and  thy  facred  unction  bring 
To  lanctify  us,  while  we  ling. 

Plenteous  of  grace,  defcend  from  high, 
Rich  in  thy  fevenfold  energy  ! 
Thou  ftrength  of  his  Almighty  hand, 
Whofe  pow'r  does  heaven  and  earth  command. 
Proceeding  Spirit,  our  defence, 
Who  doft  the  gift  of  tongues  difpenfe, 
And  crown  thy  gift  with  eloquence  ! 

Refine  and  purge  our  earthly  parts  j 
But,  oh,  inflame  and  fire  our  hearts  1 
Our  frailties  help,  our  vice  controul, 
Submit  the  fen  lea  to  the  foul ; 
And  when  rebellious  they  are  grown, 
Then  lay  thy  hand,  and  hold  them  down. 
Chafe  from  our  minds  th'  infernal  foe, 
And  peace,  the  fruit  of  love,  beftow, 
And,  left  our  feet  mould  ftep  alt  ray, 
Protect  and  guide  us  in  the  way. 

Make 
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Make  us  eternal  truth  receive, 
An.'  p  -icrife  all  that  we  believe; 
Give  us  thyfelf  that  we  may  fee 
The  Father,  and  the  Son,  by  thee. 

Immortal  honour,  end.cfs  fame, 
Attend  th'  Almighty  Father's  name: 
Thy  Saviour  fon  be  glorified, 
Who  tor  loft  man's  redemption  diedj 
And  equal  adoration  be, 
Eternal  Paraclete,  to  thee  ! 


§  96.     On  True  NoL>iii:j.     Dryden's  Juvenal. 
No  B 1  l  1  t  v  of  bl  ood 


Is  but  a  gHtt'ring  and  fallacious  good. 

The  Nob  he,  whole  noble  mind  [kind. 

Is  fittM  with  inbred  worth,  unborrowed  from  his 

Virtue  alone  is  t:ue  nobiiiiy: 

]         .>ur  own  r.cis  immortalize  your  name, 

''Tis  poor  relying  on  another's  fame  z 

For  take  the  piiiars  but  away,  and  all 

The  luperttrucnire  nuut  in  ruins  fall; 

As  a  vine  droops,  when  by  divorce  removed 

From  the  embraces  of  the  elm  (lie  lov'd. 


Left  lurking  Folly,  with  infidlous  art, 
Regain  my  volatile  inconftant  heart  ! 
Shall  every  high  refolve  Devotion  frames 
Be  only  hfeleis  (bunds  and  fpecious  names  ? 
Oh  rather,  while  thy  hopes  and  fears  controul, 
In  this  (till  hour,  each  motion  of  my  foul, 
Secures  its  fafety  by  a  fildden  doom, 
And  be  the  foft  retreat  of  deep  my  tomb  ! 
Calm  let  me  (lumber  in  that  dark  repofe, 
Till  the  laft  morn  its  orient  beam  difclofe: 
Then,  when  the  great  archangel's  potent  found 
Shall  echo  thro'  creation's  ample  round, 
Wak'd  from  the  deep  of  death,  with  joy  furvef 
The  opening  fplendours  of  eternal  day, 


^97.     A  Night  Piece.     Mifs  Carter. 
While  night  in  fbiemn  fhade  inverts  the  pole, 
And  cairn  reflection  fooths  the  penfive  foul, 
While  reafon  undiiturb'd  allerts  her -fway, 
And  life's  deceitful  colours  fade  away; 
To  thee  1  all-confcious  Prefence  !   I  devote 
This  peaceful  interval  of  fober  thought: 
Here  all  my  better  faculties  confine. 
And  be  this  hour  of  (acred  filence  thine  1 

If,  by  the  day's  illufive  fcenes  mifled, 
My  erring  foul  from  virtue's  path  has  ftrayM  j 
Snar'd  by  example,  or  by  paffion  warra'd, 
Some  falfe  delight  my  giddy  fenfe  has  charm'd; 
Mycalmerthcmghtsthe  wretched  choice  reprove, 
And  my  heft  hopes  are  center'd  in  thy  love. 
Deprived  of  this  can  life  one  joy  afford  ? 
Its  utmolt  boaft  a  vain  unmeaning  word. 

But,  ah !  how  oft  my  lawleis  paffions  rove,    I 
And  break  thofe  awful  precepts  I  approve! 
Purlue  the  fatal  impulfe  I  abhor, 
And  violate  the  virtue  I  adore! 
Oft  when  thy  better  Spirit's  guardian  care 
Warr.M  my  fond  foul  tofhun  the  tempting  fnare, 
TvTy  itubborn  will  his  gentle  aid  reprefs'd, 
And  check'd  the  riling  goodriefs  in  my  bread ; 
Mad  wit  urg'd  by  falfe  defires, 

Still'  voice,  and  quench'dhisfacredfires 

.  grief  opprefs'd,and  pro  ft  rate  in  the  duff, 
Skouldit  thou  condemn.  I  own  thy  fentence  juft. 
But,  oh!  thy  (offer  titles  let  me  claim, 
And  plead  my  cauie  by  Mercy's  gentle  name. 
Mercy !  that  wipes  the  penitential  tear, 
And  diilipates  the  horrors  of  deipair; 
From  righteous  juftice  ftealsthe  vengeful  hour, 
Softens  the  dreadful  attribute  of  pow'r, 
Diliirms  the  wrath  of  an  offended  God, 
And  feals  my  pardon  in  a  Saviour's  blood  ! 

All  powe'rf ul  Grace,  exert  thy  gentle  (way, 
And  teach  my  rebel  paffions  to  obey ; 


§  98.     Ode  to  Melancholy,     Carter, 
Come.  Melancholy!  fi lent  pow'r, 
Companion  of  my  lonely  hour, 

To  fober  thought  confin'd  ! 
Thou  fweetly  fad  ideal  gueil, 
In  all  thy  footbing  charms  confeft, 

Indulge  my  penfive  mind. 

No  longer  wildly  hurried  through 
The  tides  of  mirth,  that  ebb  and  flow 

In  folly's  noify  ftream, 
I  from  tiie  bufy  crowd  retire, 
To  court  the  objects  that  infpire 

Thy  philofophic  dream. 

Thro1  yon  dark  grove  of  mournful  yew* 
With  (blitary  fteps  I  mu(e, 

By  thy  direction  led : 
Here,  cold  to  pleafures  tempting  forms, 
Confociate  with  my  filler  worms, 

And  mingle  with  the  dead. 

Ye  midnight  horrors,  awful  gloom! 
Ye  filent  regions  of  the  tomb, 

My  future  peaceful  bed: 
Here  (hall  my  weary  eyes  be  clos'd^ 
And  ev'ry  forrow  lie  repos*d 

In  death's  refrefhing  (hade. 

Ye  pale  inhabitants  of  night, 
Before  my  intellectual  fight 

In  folemn  pomp  afcend: 
O  tell  how  trifling  now  appears 
The  train  of  idle  hopes  and  fears, 

That  varying  life  attend  ! 
Ye  faithlefs  idols  of  our  fenfe, 
Here  own  how  vain  the  fond  pretence, 

Ye  empty  names  of  joy  !  * 
Your  tranfient  forms  like  lhadows  pafs» 
Frail  offspring  of  tl-.e  magic  glafs,  - 

Before  the  mental  eye. 

The  dazzling  colours,  falfely  bright, 
Attract  the  gazing  vulgar  fight 

With  fuperficial  Hate  : 
Thro'  reaibn's  clearer  optics- view'd, 
How  liripp'd  of  all  its  pomp,  how  rude 

Appears  the  painted  cheat  ! 
Can  wild  ambition's  tyrant  pow'r, 
Or  ill  got  wealth's  fuperfluous  ftore, 

The  dread  of  death  controul  ? 
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Can  pleafure's  more  bewitching  charms 
Avert  or  footh  the  dire  alarms 
That  fhake  the  parting  foul  ? 

Religion  !  ere  the  hand  of  Fate 
Shall  make  reflection  plead  too  late, 

My  erring  fenfes  teach, 
Amldfl  the  flatt'ring  hopes  of  youth, 
To  meditate  the  fblemn  truth 

Thefe  awful  relics  preach. 

Thy  penetrating  beams  difperfe 
The  mift  of  error,  whence  our  fears 

Derive  their  fatal  fpring  : 
'Tis  thine  the  trembling  heart  to  warm, 
And  fofren  to  an  an^el  form 

The  paie  terrific  king. 

When,  funk  by  guilt  in  fad  defpair, 
Repentance  breathes  her  humble  pray t, 

And  owns  thy  threat'nings  juft ; 
Thy  voice  the  fhudd'ring  fupptiant  cheers, 
With  mercy  cairns  her  torturing  fears, 

And  lifts  her  from  the  duft. 

Suhlim'd  by  thee,  the  foul  afpires 
Beyond  the  range  of  low  defires, 

In  nobler  views  elate  : 
Unmov'd  her  difhmt  change  furveys, 
And,  arm'd  by  faith,  intrepid  pays 

The  univerfal  debt. 

In  death's  foflj  (lumber  lull'd  to  reft, 
She  deeps  by  f  mi  ling  vifions  blelt, 

That  gently  whiiper  peace; 
Till  the  lait  mom's  fair  op'ning  ray 
Unfolds  the  bright  eternal  day 

Of  active  life  and  blifs. 


§    99 .      Written    at    Midnight  in    a  'Thunder 
Storm.     Carter. 
Let  coward  Guilt,  with  pallid  Fear, 

To  fhelt'ring  caverns  My, 
And  juflly  dread  the  vengeful  fate 
That  thunders  through  the  flcy. 

Protected  by  that  hand,  whofe  law 

The  threat'ning  ftorms  obey, 
Intrepid  virtue  imiles  fee  tire, 

As  in  the  blaze  Oi  day. 

In  the  thick  cloud's  tremendous  gloom, 

The  lightning's  lurid  glare, 
It  views  the  fame  all-gracious  Pow'r 

That  breathes  the  vernal  air. 

Thro'  i  Tat  lire's  ever-varying  fcene, 

By  different  ways  purfued, 
The  one  eternal  end  of  Heav'n 

Is  univerfal  good : 

With  like  beneficent  effect 

O'er  flaming  aether  glows, 
As  when  it  tunes  the  linnet's  voice, 

Or  blufhes  in  the  rofe. 

By  reafon  taught  to  fcorn  thofe  fears 

That  vulgar  minds  moleft. 
Let  no  fantaitic  terrors  break 

My  dear  Narciffa's  reft. 


Thy  life  may  all  the  tend 'reft  care 

Of  Providence  defend  ; 
And  delegated  angels  round 

Their  guardian  wings  extend  ! 

When  thro'  creations  vaft  expanfe 
The  lad  dread  thunders  roil, 

Untune  the  concord  of  the  fpheres, 
And  fhake  the  riling  foul ; 

Unmov'd  may'fl  thou  the  final  dorm 

Of  jarring  worlds  furvey, 
That  ufhers  in  the  glad  lerene 

Of  tverlailing  day ! 


§    IOO- 


The  Canity  of  Human  Wijhes. 

Johnfon. 

hi  Imitation  of  the  Tenth  Satire  of  Juvenal. 
Let  *  obfervation  with  extenfive  view 
Survey  mankind,  from  China  to  Peru  ; 
Remark  each  anxious  toil,  each  eager  ftrife, 
And  watch  the  bufy  fcenes  of  crowded  life: 
Then  fay  how  hope  and  fear,  defire  and  hate, 
O'erfpread  with  fnares  the  clouded  maze  of  fate, 
Where  wav'ring  man,  betray'd  by  vent'rous 

pride 
To  tread  the  dreary  paths  without  a  guide  5 
As  treach'rous  phantoms  in  the  mill:  delude, 
Shuns  fancied  ills,  or  chafes  airy  good  : 
How  rarely  reafon  guides  the  ftubborn  choice, 
Rules  the  bold  hand,  or  prompts  the  fuppliant 

voice  : 
How  nations  fink  by  darling  fchemes  oppreft, 
When  vengeance  liftens  to  the  fool's  requert. 
Fate  wings  with  ev'ry  wifh  th'  afflictive  dart, 
Each  gift  oi'  nature,  and  each  grace  of  art  j 
With  fatal  heat  iinpeteous  courage  glows, 
With  fatal  fweetnefs  elocution  flows  ? 
Impeachment  ftopsthefpeaker's  powerfulbreath, 
And  relflefs  fire  precipitates  on  death.      [bold 

+   But,  fcarce  obferv'd,  the  knowing  and  the 
Fall  in  the  general  maffacre  of  gold  $ 
Wide-waiting  peft!  that  rages  unconfin'd, 
And  crowds  with  crimes  therecordsof  mankind! 
For  gold  his  fword  the  hireling  ruffian  draws, 
For  gold  the  hireling  judge  diilorts  the. laws; 
Wealth  heap'd  on  wealth  nor  truth  nor  fafety 
The  dangers  gather  as  thetreafures  rife,  [buys  ; 

Let  hirt'ry  tell,  where  rival  kings  command, 
And  dubious  title  fhakes  the  madden'd  land, 
When  itatutes  glean  the  refufe  of  the  fword, 
How  much  more  fafe  the  vaffal  than  the  lord: 
Low  fculks  the  hind  beneath  the  rage  of  pow'r, 
And  leaves  the  wealthy  traitor  in  the  Tow'r, 
Untouch'd  his  cottage,  and  his  flumbers  found, 
Tho'  confiscation's  vultures  hover  round, 

The  needy  traveller,  ferene  and  gay, 
Walks  the  wild  heath,  and  fings  his  t»il  away. 
Does  envv  feize  thee?  crufh  th'  upbraiding  joy  j 
Increafe  his  riches,  and  his  peace  deitroy. 
New  fears  in  dire  viciflitude  invade, 
The  ruftling  break  alarms, and  quiv'ring  made  j 
Nor  light  nor  darknefs  brings  his  pain  relief, 
One  fhews  the  plunder,  and  one  hides  the  thief. 

Yet 
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Yet  *  ftill  one  gen'ral  cry  the  Ikies  aflails, 
And  gain  and  grandeur  load  the  tainted  gales ; 
Few  know  the  toiling  ftatefman's  tear  or  care, 
Th'  infidious  rival  and  the  gaping  heir. 

Once  f  more,  Deinocritus,  arife  on  earth, 
With  cheerful  wifdom  and  inftru&ive  mirth, 
See  motley  life  in  modern  trappings  dreft, 
And  feed  with  varied  fools  th'  eternal  jeft : 
Thou  who  couldft  laugh  where  want  enchain'd 

caprice, 
Toil  crum'd  conceit,  and  man  was  of  a  piece ; 
Where  wealth  unlov'd  without  a  mourner  died ; 
And  fcarce  a  fycophant  was  fed  by  pride ; 
Where  ne'er  was  known  the  form  of  mock  debate, 
Or  feen  a  new-made  mayor's  unwieldy  ftate  ; 
Where  change  of  fav'ritesmadenochangeof  laws, 
And  fenates  heard  before  they  judged  a  caufe; 
How  wouldif.  thou  fhakeatBri  tain's  modilh  tribe, 
Dart  the  quick  taunt,and  edge  the  piercing  gibe  ? 
Attentive,  truth  and  nature  to  defcry, 
And  pierce  each  fcene  with  philofophic  eye, 
To  thee  were  folemn  toys  or  empty  {how, 
The  robes  of  pleaiure  and  the  veils  of  woe: 
All  aid  the  farce,  and  all  thy  mirth  maintain, 
Whofe  joys  are  cauielefs,  or  whole  griefs  are  vain. 

Such  was  the  fcorn  that  fill'd  the  lake's  mind, 
Renew'd  at  every  glance  on  human  kind  -, 
How  jull  that  fcorn  ere  yet  thy  voice  declare, 
Search  every  llate,  and  canvafs  ev'ry  pray'r. 

J  Unnumher'dfuppliants  crowd  Preferment's 
gate, 
A  thirlt  for  wealth,  and  burning  to  be  great; 
Delufive  Fortune  hears  th'  incelfant  call, 
They  mount,  they  mine,  evaporate,  and  fall. 
On  ev'ry  ftage  the  foes  of  peace  attend, 
Hate  dogs  their  flight,  and  in  fult  mocks  their  end 
Love  ends  with  hope,the  finking  ftatefman's  door 
Pours  in  the  morning  wormipper  no  more ; 
For  growing  names  the  weekly  fcribbler  lies, 
To  growing  wealth  the  dedicator  flies ; 
From  ev'ry  room  defcends  the  painted  face, 
That  hung  the  bright  palladium  of  the  place, 
And  fmok'd  in  kitchens,  or  in  auctions  fold, 
To  better  features  yields  the  frame  of  gold  ; 
For  now  no  more  we  trace  in  ev'ry  line 
Heroic  worth,  benevolence  divine: 
The  form  diftorted  juftifies  the  fall, 
And  deteftation  rids  th'  indignant  wall. 
But  will  not  Britain  hear  the  lall  appeal, 
Sign  her  foes  doom,  or  guard  her  favorites  zeal  ? 
Thro' Freedomsfons  no  more  remonftrance  rings, 
Degrading  nobles  and  controuling  kings; 
Our  fupple  tribes  reprels  their  patriot  throats, 
And  afk  no  queftions  but  the  price  of  votes ; 
With  weekly  libels  and  feptennial  ale, 
Their  wifh  is  full  to  riot  and  to  rail. 

In  full-bloom  dignity,  fee  Wolfey  ftand, 
Law  in  his  voice,  and  fortune  in  his  hand : 
To  him  the  church,  the  realm,  their  pow'rs  con- 
Thro'  him  the  rays  of  regal  bounty  ihine ;  [fign, 


Turn'd  by  his  nod  the  ftream  of  honour  flows, 
Hi*  fmile  alone  fecurity  beftows  : 
Still  to  new  heights  his  reftlefs  wifhes  tow'r; 
Claim  leads  to  claim,  and  povv'r  advances  pow'r; 
Till  conqueft  unrefifted  ceas'd  to  pleafe, 
And  rights  fubmitted  left  him  none  to  feize. 
At  length  his  fovereign  frowns — the  train  of  ftate 
Mark  the  keen  glance,  and  watch  the  iign  to  hate. 
Where'er  he  turns  he  meets  a  ftranger's  eye, 
His  fuppliants  fcorn  him,  and  his  followers  fly: 
Now  drops  at  once  the  pride  of  awful  ftate, 
The  golden  canopy,  the  glittering  plate, 
The  regal  palace,  the  luxurious  board, 
The  liv'ried  army,  and  the  menial  lord. 
With  age,  with  cares,  with  maladies  oppreft, 
He  feeks  the  refuge  of  monaftic  reft. 
Grief  aids  difeafe,  remember'd  folly  ftings, 
And  his  laft  fighs  reproach  the  faith  of  kings. 

Speak  thou,  whole  thoughts  at  humble  peace 
repine, 
Shall Wolfey's  wealthwithWolfey's  end  be  thine? 
Or  liv'ft  thou  now,  with  iafer  pride  content, 
The  wifeft  juftice  on  the  banks  of  Trent ! 
For  why  did  Wolfey,  near  the  fteeps  of  fate, 
On  weak  foundations  raife  th'  enormous  weight? 
Why  but  to  link,  beneath  misfortune's  blow, 
With  louder  ruin  to  the  gulphs  below  5 

What  §  gave  great  Villiers  to  th'  aflaflin's  knife, 
And  fix'd  difeafe  on  Harley's  clofing  life  ? 
What  murder'd  Wentworth,  and  what  exil'd 

Hyde, 
By  kings  protected,  and  to  king's  ally'd  ? 
What  but  their  wifh  indulged  in  courts  to  mine, 
And  pow'r  too  great  to  keep,  or  to  refign  ? 

When  ||  firft  the  college  rolls  receive  his  name, 
The  young  enthufiaft  quits  his  eafe  for  fame ; 
Refiftlefs  burns  the  fever  of  renown, 
Caught  from  the  ftrong  contagion  of  the  gown : 
O'er  Bodley's  dome  his  future  labours  fpread, 
And  ^y  Bacon's  manfion  trembles  o'er  his  head. 
Are  thefe  thy  views  ?  proceed,  illultrious  youth, 
And  Virtue  guard  thee  to  the  throne  of  Truth  I 
Yet  fhould  thy  foul  indulge  the  gen'rous  heat, 
Till  captive  Science  yields  her  laft  retreat; 
Should  Reafon  guide  thee  with  her  brightelt  ray, 
And  pour  on  mifty  Doubt  refiftlefs  day: 
Should  no  falfe  kindnefs  lure  to  loofe  delight, 
Nor  praife  relax,  nor  difficulty  fright; 
Should  tempting  Novelty  thy  cell  refrain, 
And  Sloth  effufe  her  opiate  fumes  in  vain; 
Should  Beauty  blunt  on  fops  her  fatal  dart. 
Nor  claim  the  triumph  of  a  letter'd  heart ; 
Should  no  Difeafe  thy  torpid  veins  invade, 
Nor  Melancholy's  phantoms  haunt  thy  fhade  j 
Yet  hope  not  life  from  grief  or  danger  free, 
Nor  think  the  doom  of  man  reversed  for  thee  : 
Deign  on  the  palling  world  to  turn  thine  eyes, 
And  paufe  a  while  from  learning,  to  be  wife : 
There  mark  what  ills  the  fcholar's  life  afuiil, 
Toil,  envy,  want,  the  patron,  and  the  jail. 


•  Ver.  23— 27.         fVer.  28— 55.         %  Ver.  56— 107.         §  Ver.  108—113.         ||  Ver.  1  i4--»i  32. 
9\  There  is  a  tradition,  that  the  ftudy  of  friar  Bacon,  built  on  an  arch  over  the  bridge,  will  fall  when 
a  man  greater  than  Bacon  fhall  pafs  under  it. 
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See  nations  flowly  wife,  and  meanly  juft, 
To  buried  merit  raife  the  tardy  butt. 
If  dreams  yet  flatter,  once  again  attend, 
Hear  Lydiat's  life  *,  and  Galileo's  end. 

Nor  deem, whenLearning  her  laftpriftebeftows, 
The  glitt'ring  eminence  exempt  from  foes  5 
See,  when  the  vulgar  'fcapes,  defpis'd  or  aw'd, 
Rebellion's  vengeful  talons  ieize  on  Laud, 
From  meaner  minds,  tho'  fmaller  fines  content, 
The  plunder'd  palace  or  fequefter'cj  rent ; 
Mark'dout  by  dang'rous  parts  he  meets  the'hock 
And  fatal  Learning  leads  him  to  the  block: 
Around  his  tomb  let  Ait  and  Genius  weep, 
But  hear  his  death,  ye  blockheads,  hedr  and  fleep. 

The  f  feftal  blazes,  the  triumphal  {how, 
The  ravifh'd  ftandard,"and  the  captive  foe, 
Thcfenate's  thanks,  the  gazette's  pompous  tale. 
With  force  re fi ilk f=  o'er  the  brave  prevail. 
Such  bribes  the  rapid  Greek  o'er  Alia  whirl'd, 
For  Inch  the  fteady  Romans  fhobk  the  world  ; 
For  fuch  in  diitant  lands  the  Britons  ffcine, 
And  flain  with  blood  the  Danube  or  the  Rhine, 
This  pow'rhaspraife,  that  virtue  fcjarc'e  can  warm 
Till  fame  fuppjies  the  uniyerfal  charm. 
Yet  Reafon  frowns  on  War's  unequal  game, 
Where  walled  nations  ralle  a  fingle  name, 
And  mortgag'd  dates  theirgrandiires  wreaths  re 
From  age  to  age  in  evemuing  debt  5 


Condemn'd  a  needy  fupplicant  to  wait, 
While  ladies  interpofe,  and  flaves  debate. 
But  did  not  Chance  at  length  her  error  mend  ? 
Did  no  fubverted  empire  mark  his  end  r 
Did  rival  monarchs  give  the  fatal  wound  ? 
Or  hofliie  millions  preis  him  to  the  ground? 
His  fail  was  deiiin'd  to  a  barren  ftrand, 
A  petty  fertrefs,  and  a  dubious  hand ; 
He  left  the  name,  at  which  the  world  grew  pale, 
To  point  a  moral,  or  adorn  a  tale. 

.A  i  1 6 1  i  i  ties  t  hei  c  fcenes  of  pompous  woes  afford, 
From  Per/la's  tyrant,  to  Bavaria's  lord, 
In  gay  horlility,  and  barb'rous  pride, 
With  half  mankind  embattled  at  his  fide, 
Great  Xerxes  comes  to  feize  the  certain  prey, 
And  ftarves  cxhaufled  regions  in  his  way  j 
Attendant  Fiatt'ry  counts  his  myriads  o^tr, 
rill  counted  myriads  footh  his  pride  no  more; 
Frefh  praife  is  try'd  till.madnefs  hres  his  mind. 
The  vaives  he  lafh.es,  and  enchains  the  wind; 
New  pow'rs  are  claimed,  new  pcw'rs  are  ftill, 

beilow'd, 
Till  rude  reiniaace  lops  the  fpreading  gad  j 
The  daring  Greeks  deride  the  martial  (now, 
And  heap  their  vajlies  with  the  gaudy  foe; 
Th'  infnlted  lea  withhumbierthoughts  he  gains, 
A  fingle  fkirf'  to  1  flight  remains; 

Th  inenmbcr'd oar fcarce  leave:  aedcoaft 


[gret, 

Wreaths  which  at  laflthe  dear-bought  right  con?  I  Thro'  purple  billows  and  a  floating  l.ofl. 
To  ruff,  on  medals,  or  on  Hones  decay.       [veyi     The  bold  Bavarian,  in  a  lucklefs  hour, 
On  J  what  foundation  Hands  the  warrior's  Tries  the  dread  iummits  of  Caefarean  pow'r, 


pride, 


How  juft  his  hopes,  let  Swedtm  Charles  decide  ; 

A  frame  c{~  adamant,  a  foul  of  fife, 

No  dangers  fright  him,  and  no  labours  tire; 

O'er  love,  o'er  fear,  extends  his  wide  domain, 

Unconquer'd  lord  of  plealiire  and  of  pain  ; 

No  joys  to  him  pacific  fceptres  yield. 

War  founds  the  trump,  he  rnfhes  to  the  field  ; 

Behold  furrounding  kings  their  pow'r  combine, 

And  one  capitulate,  and  one  refign  ;        [vain  ; 

Peace  courts  his  hand,  but  ipreads  her  charms  in 

*'  Think  nothing  gain'd,  he  cries,  till  nought 

remain, 
*-  On  Molcow's  walls  till  Gothic  flandards 
"And  all  be  mine  beneath  the  polar  fky.v' 
The  march  begins  in  military  flate, 
And  nations  on  his  eye  fufpended  wait; 
Stern  Famine  guards  the  folitary  cqaft, 
And  Winter  barricades  the  realms  of  Fro  ft ; 
He  comes,  nor  want  nor  cold  his  qourfe  delay; — 
Hide,  bluihing  Glory,  hide  Pultowa's  d 
The  vahquifh'd  hero  leaves  his  broken  bands, 
And  fhews  his  miferies  in  diitant  lands, 


With  unexpected  legions  b.urfts  away, 
And  fees  defencelefs  realms  receive  his  fway, 
Short  fway  !   fair  Aulli'ia  fp.reads  her  mournful 

charms, 
The  que  en,  the  beauty,  fets  the  world  in  arms  j 
From  hill  to  hill  the  beacon's  roufing  blaze 
Spreads  wide  the  hope  of  plunder  and  of  praife} 
The  fierce  Croatian,  and  the  wild  Huflar, 
With  all  the  fons  of  ravage  crowd  the  war; 
The  baffled  prince  in  honour's  fiatt'ring  bloom, 
Of  hafty  greatnefs  finds  the  fatal  doom, 
His  foes  deriilcn,  and  his  fubjects  blame, 
And  (teals  to  death  fromanguilh  and  from  (name, 
fly.       l  Enlarge  ji  my  life  with  multitude  of  days;* 
In  health,  in  ficknefs,  thus  the  fuppiiaiit  prays ; 
Hides  from  himiclf  his  flate,  and  fhuns  toknowa 
That  life  protra?Led  is  protracted  woe. 
Time  hovers  o'er,  impatient  to  deftroy, 
And  fhuts  up  all  the  paflages  of  joy: 
In  vain  their  gifts  the  bounteous  feafons  pourx 
The  fruit  autumnal,  and  the  vernal  flaw'r — 
With  liiileJs  eyes  the  dotard  views  the  ftore, 
He  views,  and  u -ondcrs  that  they  pleafe  no  more  j 


*  A  very  learned  divine  and  mathematician,  fellow  of  New  College  Oxford,  and  rector  of  Okerton 
pear  Bmhury.  He  wrote,  among  many  others!  a  Latin  Treat  He  T>c  Natura  C2»li,  &c.  in  which  he  at- 
tacked the  fentimems  of  Sodiger  and  Ariitotle;  not  bearing  to  hoar  it  urged  that  fome  dungs  are  true  in 
philoiophy  and  falfe  in  divinity.  He  rn*de  above  fix  hjundiedfermpns  on  the  harmony  v.\  theEvangelifts. 
Being  unfuccefsful  in  publishing  his  woiks,  lie  Jay  in  the  priion  of  Bocard/>  at  Oxford,  arul  the  Kings- 
bench,  till  bhhop  UAtr,  Dr.  Laud,  .Sir  William  Bo(Yyell,  and  l>v.  I'ink,  releafed  him  by  paying  his  debts. 
He  petitioned  King  Charles  f.  to  be  fent  into  Ethiopia,  &fc.  to  procure  MSS.  Having  fpokeu  '"  favour 
of  monarchy  and  bifhops,  he  was  plundered  by  the  parliament  k>rres,  and  twice  carried  away  priloner 
from  his  »  'lory  ;  and  afterwards  had  npt  a  ihiit  to  &  ft  aim  ai  three  months,  unU'fs  he  harrowed  it,  and 
he  died,  very  poor  in  1646. 

f   Ver.'r^-.  %  Ver.  H7— J*>7  §  Ver.  \t>%—  is?  ||  Ver,  188— 288. 
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Now  pall  the  taftelefs  meats,  and  joylefs  wines,  I  Who  frown  with  vanity,  who  fmile  with  ait, 
And  Luxury  with  fighs  her  flave  refigns.  And  afk  the  lateit  fafhion  of  the  heart, 

Approach,  ye  minftrels,  try  the  Toothing  ftrain,  i  Wliat  care,  what  rules  your  heedlefs  charms  ihaH. 
Diifule  the  tuneful  lenitives  of  pain:  lave, 

No  founds,  alas!  would  touch  th' impervious  ear,!  Each  nymph  your  rival,and  each  youthyourflave? 
Though  dancing  mountains  witnefs'd  Orpheus  |  Againit  your  fame  with  fondnefs  hate  combines. 
Nor  lute  nor  lyre  his  feeble  pow'rs  attend,  [n«  le  rival  batters,  and  the  lover  mines. 

Nor  fweeter  mufic  of  a  virtuous  friend  :  With  diftant  voice  ntglected  Virtue  calis, 

But  everlaiting  dictates  crowd  his  tongue,  ]  Lei's  heard  and  lefs;  the  faint  remon  ft  ranee  falls; 
Pervenely  grave,  or  politively  wrong.  j  Tir'd  with  contempt,  fhe  quits  the  flippVy  reiH, 

The  Kill  returning  tale,  and  ling1  ring  jeft,  •  f  And  Pride  and  Prudence  t  ike  her  feat  in  vain. 
Perplex  the  fawning  niece  and  pamper'1  d  gueft,  j  In  crowd  at  once,  where  none  the  oafs  defend, 
While  growing  hopes  fcarce  awe  the  gathering 'The  harmlefs  freedom,  and  the  private  friend. 
And  fcarce  a  legacy  can  bribe  to  hear ;     [fneer,  The  guardians  yield,  by  force  fuperior  ply'd; 


The  watchful  guelts  ftiil  hint  the  laft  offence. 
The  daughters  petulance,  the  fon's  expence, 
Improve  his  heady  iv.  treacherous  ikill, 

And  mould  his  paffions  till  they  make  his  will. 

Unnumbered  maladies  his  joints  invade, 
Lay  fiege  to  life,  and  prefs  the  dire  blockade  j 
But  unextinguim'd  Av'rice  ftill  remains, 
And  dreaded  ioiTes  aggravate  his  pains ; 
He  turns,  with  anxious  heart  and  crippled  hands, 
His  bonds  of  debt,  and  mortgages  of  lands  j 
Or  views  his  cotters  with  fnfpicious  eves, 
Unlocks  his  gold,  and  counts  it  till  he  dies. 

But  grant,  the  virtues  of  a  temp'rate  prime 
B'eik  with  an  age  exempt  from  icorn  or  crime  j 
An  age  that  melts  with  unperceiv'd  decay, 
Arid  glides  in  modeft  innocence  away  ; 
Whole  peaceful  day  Benevolence  endears, 
Whofe  night  congratulating  Confcience  cheers ; 
The  gen*ral  fav'rite  as  the  sren'ral  friend: 
Such  age  there  is,  and  who  (hall  wilh  its  end  ? 

Yet  ev'n  on  this  her  load  Misfortune  flings, 
To  prefs  the  weary  minutes  flagging  wings  j 
JsTew  lorrow  riles  as  the  day  returns, 
A  filler  iickens,  or  a  daughter  mourns. 
Now  kindred  Merit  fills  the  fable  bier, 
Now  laceiHted  Friendship  claims  ft  tear. 
Year  chafes  year,  decay  puriues  decay, 
Still  drops  fome  joy  from  with'ring  life  away; 
New  forms  arife,  and  diff  rent  views  engage, 
Superfluous  lags  the  vet'ran  on  the  ftage, 
Till  pitying  Nature  figns  the  lad  releafe, 
And  bids  afflicled  worth  rttire  to  peace. 

But  few  there  are  whom  hours  like  thefe  await, 
Who  fet  unclouded  in  the  gulphs  of  Fate. 
FromLydia's  monarch  ihould  the  fearch  defcend, 
By  Solon  caution'd  to  regard  his  end, 
In  life's  lail  fcene  what  prodigies  liirprife, 
Fears  of  the  brave,  and  follies  of  the  wile ! 
Prom  Marlb'rougrrs  eyes  the  dreams  of  dotage 
^\.nd  Swift  expires  a  driv'ler  and  a  lhovv.     [flow, 

The  *  teeming  mother,  anxious  for  her  race, 
Begs  for  each  birth  the- fortune  of  a  face: 
Yet  Vane  could  tell  what  ills  from  beauty  fpring : 
And  Sedley  curs't  the  form  that  pleus'd  a  king. 
Ye  nymphs  of  rofy  lips  and  radiant  eyes, 
Whom  Pleafure  keeps  too  bufy  to  be  wile, 
Whom  joys  with  fort  varieties  invite, 
£y  day  the  frolic,  and  the  dance  by  nighr, 

t  Yer.  239—345, 


To  Int'reft,  Prudence;  and  to  Flattery,  Pride. 
Here  beauty  falls  betrayed,  defpis'd,  diitrelt, 
And  hiding  Infamy  proclaims  the  reft. 
Where  f  then  lhail  Hope  and  Fear  their  objecls 
fin 
Muft  dull  Sufpenfe  corrupt  the  fhgnant  mind? 
Mult  helplefs  man,  in  ignorance  ledate, 
Roil  darkling  down  the  torrent  of  his  fate? 
Muft  no  diflike  alarm.  hes  rife, 

No  cries  invoke  the  mercies  of  the  Ikies  ? 
Enquirer,  ce^ife,  petitions  yet  remain 
Which  Keav'n  may  hear,  nor  deem  religion  vain, 
Still  raile  for  good  the  fupplicating  voice, 
But  leave  to  Heav'n  the  meaiure  and  the  choice, 
Safe  in  his  pow'r,  whole  eyes  difcern  afar 
The  fecret  ambufh  of  a  fpecious  pray'r, 
Implore  his  aid,  in  his  decifions  reft, 
Secure  whate'er  he  gives,  he  gives  the  beft. 
Yet  when  the  fenfe  of  facred  prefence  fires, 
And  llrcng  devotion  to  the  Ikies  afpires, 
Pour  forth  thy  fervours  for  a  healthful  mind, 
Obedient  paflions,  and  a  will  refign'd  ; 
For  love,  which  lcarce  collective  man  can  fill  ; 
For  patience,  fov'reign  o'er  tranlmuted  ill  j 
For  faith,  th^t,  panting  for  a  happier  feat, 
Counts  death  kind  Nature's  fign.d  of  retreat: 
Thefe  goods  for  man  the  laws  of  Heav'n  ordaiu, 
Thefe  goods  he  grants,  who  grants  the  pow'r  to 

gain  5 
With  thefe  celeilial  Wifdorn  calms  the  mind, 
And  makes  the  Happinefs  lhe  does  not  find. 


§   10 1.     EUgy  en  the  Death  of  LaJy  Coventry, 
Written  in  1760.      Mafon. 
The  midnight  clock  has    toll'd — and,  hark 
the  bell  [found  > 

Of  death  beats  flow  !  heard  ys  the  note  pro- 
It  paufes  now;  and  now,  with  riling  kneii, 
Flings  to  the  hollow  gale  its  fullen  ibund. 

Yes-^Coventry  is  dead.     Attend  the  ftrain, 
Daughters  of  Albion  !  ye  that,  light  as  air, 

So  oft  have  tripp'd  in  her  rantaftic  train, 
With  hearts  as  gay,  and  faces  half  as  fair: 

For  fhe  was  fair  beyond  your  brighteft  bloom 
(Thisenvy  owns,  lince now  her  bloom  is  fled); 

Fair  as  the  forms  that,  wove  in  Fancy's  loom, 
Float  in  light  viflon  round  the  poet's  head. 


\  Ver.  3^5 — 366, 
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Whene'er  with  foft  lerenity  me  m-uTd, 

Or  caught  the  orient  blufh  of  quick  furprife, 

How  fweetly  mutable,  how  brightly  wild, 
The  liquid  luftre  darted  from  her  eyes  ! 

Each  look,  each  motion,  wak'd  a  new-born  grace, 
That  o'er  her  form  its  tranfient  glory  call: 

Some  lovelier  wonder  foon  ufurp'd  the  place, 
Chas'd  by  a  charm  ftill  lovelier  than  the  laft. 

That  bell  again  !    It  tells  us  what  the  is; 

On  what  (he  was,  no  more  the  ft  rain  prolong : 
Luxuriant  fancy,  paufe  !  an  hour  like  this 

Demands  the  tribute  of  a  ferious  fong. 

Maria  claims  it  from  that  fable  bier, 

Where  cold  and  wan  the  flumb'rer  refls  her 
head  ; 

Jn  ftill  fm  ill  whifpers  to  reflection's  ear 
She  breathes  the  folemn  dictates  of  the  dead. 

O  catch  the  awful  notes,  and*  lift  them  loud ! 

Proclaim  the  theme  by  fage,  by  fool  rever'd; 
Hear  it,  ye  young,  ye  vain,  ye  great,  ye  proud  ! 

'Tis  Nature  fpeaks,  and  Nature  will  be  heard. 

Yes;  ye  fhall  hear,  and  tremble  as  ye  hear, 
Whil  ,  high  with  health,  your  hearts  exulting 

E'en  in  the  midlt  of  pleafure's  mad  career,  [leap ; 
The  mental  monitor  mall  wake  and  weep  ! 

For  fay,  than  Coventry's  propitious  ftar, 
What  brighter  planet  on  your  births  arofe  ? 

Or  i  ave  of  fortune's  gifts  an  ampler  fhare, 
In  life  to  laviih,  or  by  death  to  lofe  ? 

Early  to  lofe!  While,  borne  on  bufy  wing, 
Ye  fip  the  nectar  of  each  varying  bloom ; 

Nor  fear,  while  balking  in  the  beams  of  fpring, 
The  wint'ry  ftorm  that  fweeps  you  to  the  tomb; 

Think  of  her  fate!  revere  the  heavenly  hand 
That  led  her  hence,  tho'  foon,  by  fteps  fo  (low ; 

Long  at  her  couch  Death  took  his  patient  (land, 
And  menac'd  oft,  and  oft  withheld  the  blow : 

To  give  reflection  time,  with  lenient  art, 
Each  fond  delufion  from  her  foul  to  fleal ; 

Teach  her  from  folly  peaceably  to  part, 

And  wean  her  from  a  world  me  lov'd  fo  well. 

Say,  are  you  fure  his  mercy  fhall  extend 

To  you  fo  long  a  fpan  ?  Alas,  ye  figh !    [friend, 

Make  then,  while  yet  ye  may,  your  God  your 
And  learn  with  equal  eaie  to  fleep  or  die  I 

Nor  think  the  Mufe,  whofe  fober  voice  ye  hear, 
Contracts  with  bigot  frown  her  fullen  brow ; 

Cafts  round  religion's  orb  the  mifts  of  fear,  [glow. 
Or  fhades  with  horrors  what  with  fmiles  mould 

No — fhe  would  warn  you  with  feraphic  fire, 
Heirs  as  ye  are  of  heaven's  eternal  day; 

Would  bid  you  boldly  to  that  heaven  afpire, 
Not  fink  and  liumber  in  your  cells  of  clay. 

Know,  ye  were  form'd  to  range  yon  azure  field, 
In  yon  ethereal  founts  of  blifs  to  lave: 

Force  then,  fecure  in  faith's  protecting  fhield, 
Thefting  from  death,thevict'ry  from  thegrave! 

Is  thisthe  bigot's  rant  ?  Away,  ye  vain !   [fteep: 
Your  hopes,  your  fears,  in  doubt,  in  dullnefs 
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Oo  footh  your  fouls  in  ficknefs,  grief,  or  pain, 
With  the  fad  folace  of  eternal  fleep ! 

Yet  will  I  praife  you,  triflers  as  you  are, 
More  than  thofepreachers  of  your  fav'rite  creed, 

Who  proudly  fwell  the  brazen  throat  of  war, 
Who  from  the  phalanx,  bid  the  battle  bleed, 

Nor  wifh  for  more;  who  conquer  but  to  die. 

Hear,  Folly,  hear,  and  triumph  in  the  tale ! 
Like  you  they  reafon,  not  like  you  enjoy 

The  breeze  of  blifs  that  fills  your  filken  fail : 

On  pleafure's  glitt'ring  ftream  ye  gaily  fleer 
Your  little  courfe  to  cold  oblivion's  fhore; 

They  dare  the  ftorm,  and  thro'  th'  inclement  year 
Stem  the  rough  furge,  and  brave  the  torrent's 
roar. 

Is  it  for  glory  ?   That  juft  Fate  denies ; 

Long  muft  the  warrior  moulder  in  his  fhroud, 
Ere  from  her  trump  the  heaven-breath'd  accents. 

That  lift  the  hero  from  the  fighting  crowd !  [rife 

Is  it  his  grafp  of  empire  to  extend  ? 

To  curb  the  fury  of  infulting  foes? 
Ambition,  ceafe  !  the  idle  conteft  end : 

'Tis  but  a  kingdom  thou  canft  win  or  lofe. 

And  why  muft  murder'd  myriads  lofe  their  all 
(If  life  be  all),  why  defolation  low'r 

With  familh'd  frown  on  this  affrighted  ball, 
That  thou  may  ft  flame  the  meteor  of  an  hour  ? 

Go,  wifer  ye,  that  flutter  life  away, 
Crown  with  the  mantlingjuicethegoblet high? 

Weave  the  light  dance,  with  feftive  freedom  gay. 
And  live  your  moment,  fince  the  next  ye  die  I 

Yet  know,  vain  fceptics !  know,  th'  Almighty 
Mind, 

Who  breath'd  on  man  a  portion  of  his  fire, 
Bade  his  free  foul,  by  earth  nor  time  confin'd, 

To  heav'n,  to  immortality  afpire. 

Nor  fhall  the  pile  of  hope  his  mercy  rear'd 
By  vain  philofophy  be  e'er  deftroy'd : 

Eternity,  by  all  or  wiftVd  or  fear'd, 
Shall  be  by  all  or  fuffer'd  or  enjoy'd! 

•  Note.  In  a  book  of  French  verfes,  intitled, 
Ou-vres  du  Pbilofophe  de  Sans  Souci,  and  lately 
reprinted  at  Berlin  by  authority,  under  the  title 
of  Poefies  Diver/ex,  may  be  found  an  Epiftle  to 
Marfhal  Keith,  written  profeffedly  againft  the 
immortality  of  the  foul.  By  way  of  fpecimen  of 
the  whole,  take  the  following  lines : 

De  l'avenir,  cher  Keith,  jugeons  par  le  paffe : 
Comme  avant  que  je  fuffe  il  n'avoit  point  penfe; 
Dememe,apres  ma  mort,quandtoutesmes  parties, 
Par  la  conniption  feront  aneanties, 
Par  un  meme  deftin  il  ne  penfera  plus ! 
Non,  rien  n'eft  plus  certain,  foyons  en  convaincu. 

It  is  to  this  Epiftle  that  the  latter  part  of  the 
Elegy  alludes. 


§  102.    Elegy  to  a  young  Nobleman  hewing  the 

Vni'verfity.      Mafon. 
Ere  yet,  ingenuous  youth,  thy  fteps  retire  [vale, 
From  Cam's  fmooth  margin,  and  the  peaceful 

Where 
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Where  Science  call'd  thee  to  herdudious  quire, 

And  met  thee  muling  in  her  cloiilers  pale; 
O  let  thy  friend  (and  may  he  boaft  the  name!) 

Breathe  from  his  artlefs  reed  one  parting  lay: 
A  lay  like  this  thy  early  virtues  claim, 

And  this  let  voluntary  friend  (hip  pay. 
Yet  know,  the  time  arrives,  the  dang'rous  time, 

When  all  thofe  virtues,  op'ning  now  fo  fair, 
Tranfplanted  to  the  world's  tempeihious  clime, 


Be  dill  thyfelf :  that  open  path  of  truth, 

Which  led  thee  here,  let  manhood  firm  purfuej 
Retain  the  fweet  limplicity  of  youth  j 

And  all  thy  virtue  dictates  dare  to  do. 
Still  fcorn,  with  confcious  pride,  the  ma(k  of  art, 

On  vice's  front  let  fearful  caution  low'r  j 
And  teach  the  diffident,  difcreeter  part 

Of  knaves  that  plot,  and  fools  that  fawn  for 
pow'r. 


Mud  learn  each  paiTion's  boiil'rous  breath  to :  So,  round  thy  brow  when  age's  honours  fpread. 


bear ; 
There,  if  ambition,  pedilent  and  pale, 

Or  luxury  (hould  taint  their  vernal  glow  ; 
If  cold  felf-intered,with  her  chillinggale,  [blow; 

Should  blall  th'  unfolding  bloflbms  ere  they 

If  mimic  hues,  by  art  or  fafhion  fpread, 

Theirgenuine  limple  colouring  mould  fupply; 

O  may  with  them  thefe  laureate  honours  fade, 
And  with  them  (if  it  can)  my  friendfhip  die! 

Then  do  not  blame,  if,  tho'  thyfelf  infpire, 
Cautious  I  flrike  the  panegyric  firing; 

The  mule  full  oft  purfues  a  meteor  fire, 

And,  vainly  vent'rous,  (bars  on  waxen  wing: 

Too  actively  awake  at  friendship's  voice, 
The  poet's  bofom  pours  the  fervent  drain, 

Till  lad  reflection  blames  the  hairy  choice, 
And  oft  invokes  oblivion's  aid  in  vain. 

Call  we  the  (hade  of  Pope  from  that  bled  bow  Y>  I 


When  death's  cold  hand  unftrings  thy  Ma- 
Con's  lyre, 
When  the  green  turf  lies  lightly  on  his  head, 

Thy  worth  lhall  fome  fuperior  bard  infpire: 
He  to  the  amplefl  bounds  of  time's  domain 

On  raptures  plume  (hall  give  thy  name  to  fly; 

Fortruft,  with  re v'rence  trull,  this  Sabine  drain, 

'  The  Muie  forbids  the  virtuous  man  to  die/ 

|  — 

§   103.     the  Choice  of  Hercules:  from  the  Greek 

of  Prodicus.     Bp .  Lo  w  th . 

Now  had  the  fon  of  Jove,  mature,  attain'd 

The  joyful  prime;  when  youth,  elate  and  gay, 
Steps  into  life,  and  follows  unreitrain'd      [way. 

Where  pafiion  leads,  or  prudence  points  the 
In  the  pure  mind,  at  thofe  ambiguous  years, 

Or  vice,  rank  weed,  firft  drikes  her  pois'nous 
Or  haply  virtue's  op'ning  bud  appears       [rootj 

By  jult  degrees,  fair  bloom  of  faired  fruit  ! 


Where  thron'dheiitswithmanyatunefullage;'  For,  if  on  youth's  untainted  thought  impred, 
Alk,  if  he  ne'er  bemoans  that  haplefs  hour        jThe  gen'rous  purpofe  ftiil  (hall  warm  the  manly 
When  St.  John's  name  illumin'd  glory's  page. '  *   bread. 

Afk,  if  the  wretch,  who  dar'd  his  mem'ry  dain  ; '  As  °n  S-^V  jflefting  °n  his  3ge 

Afk,  if  his  country's,  his  religion's  foe,  \     l?v  hlS'heft  deeds  now  ripe,  Alcides  fought 

Deferv'd  the  meed  that  Marlbro'  faiid  to  gain;  Kectireme"t>  nurfe  ot  contemplation  fage, 

The  deathlels  meed  he  only  could  bedow  :  ,SteP  ro>10"  mg  dep,  and  thought  fucceeding 

The  bard  will  tell  thee  the  mifguided  praile      |  MufoJ,  ^  fedy  pace  the  youth  purfued 
Clouds  the  celeitial  funifcne  ot  his  bread;  His  walk,  and  loll  in  mediation  iirTfd 

!  Far  in  a  lonely  vale,  with  folitude 

Converting;  while  intent  his  mind  furvey'd 


He  heaves  a  (igh  amid  the  realms  of  red. 


If  Pope  thro'  friendfhip  fail'd,  indignant  view,     '  The  dubious  path  of  life :  before  him  lay,  [  way. 

Yet  pity,  Dryden— -hark,  whene'er  he  fings,   I  Here  virtue's  rough  alcentjtherepleafure's'flow'ry 
How  adulation  drops  her  courtly  dew  ;  Much  did  the  view  divide  his  wav'ring  mind: 

On  titled  rhymers  and  inglorious  kings  !  Now    glow'd  his    bread  with  gen'rous  third  of 

See,  from  the  depths  of  his  exhaudlefs  mine,        Nowlove of eafetofofter thoughts  inclin'd  [fame; 

His  glitt'ring  (lores  the  tuneful  fpendthriftUlr,lsy,dinSfouI»andquench,dther^ing flames 
throws :  w  n,xl°J_^  °fti  Uy°  ,female  fbrms  he  fpies  : 

Where  fear  or  int'red  bids,  behold  they  (hine ; 

NowgraceaCromwell's,  nowa  Charles's  brows. 
Born  with  too  gen'rous  or  too  mean  a  heart, 

Dryden  !  in  vain  to  thee  thofe  dores  were  lent; 
Thy  fweeted  numbers  but  a  trifling  art : 

Thy  dronged  diction  idly  eloquent. 
The  fimpled  lyre,  if  truth  directs  its  lays, 

Warbles  a  melody  ne'er  heard  from  thine: 
Not  to  difgult  with  falfe  or  venal  praile, 

Was  Parnell's  modeit  fame,  and  may  be  mine. 
Go  then,  my  friend,  nor  let  thy  candid  bread 

Condemn  me,  if  I  check  the  plaufive  firing ; 
Go  to  the  wayward  world ;  complete  the  red ; 

Be  what  the  pured  muie  would  wifh  to  lino-. 


Direct  to  him  their  iteps  they  feem  to  bear  j 
Both  large  and  tall,  exceeding  human  fize ; 

Both,  far  exceeding  human  beauty,  fair. 
Graceful,  yet  each  with  different gracethey  move; 
This  finking  facred  awe;  that,  fofterwinning  love! 
The  fird  in  native  dignity  lurpaffd; 

Artlefs  and  unadorn'd  (he  pleas'd  the  more ; 
Health  o'er  her  looks  a  genuine  ludre  cad; 

A  ved  more  white  than  new-fallen  lnow  flie 
Augud  (he  trod,  yet  moded  was  her  air;   [wore- 

Serene  her  eye,  yet  darting  heavenly  fires 
Still  flie  drew  near;  and  nearer  dill  more  fair, 

More  mild,  appear'd :  yet  fuch  as  might  infpire 
Pleaiure  corrected  with  an  awful  fear; 
Majedically  fweet,  and  amiably  fevere. 

The 
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The  other  dame  feemM  even  of  fairer  hue;         I  Thro'  Slander  call  me  Sloth  (detraction  vain  !), 


But  bold  her  mien,  unguarded  rov'd  her  eye, 


Heed  not  what  Slander,  vain  detractor,  (ays; 
Lnder,ftiH'prompttrue  merit  to  defame, [name. 
To  blot  the  brighteft  worth-,  and  blall  the  faireft 

'By  this  arriv'd  the  fair  maje  itic  Maid; 


And  her  fiuuVd  cheeks  confefs'd  at  nearer  view  Slander,{til]prompttrue  merit  to  defame. [name." 

The  horrow'd  blufhes  of  an  artful  dye. 
All  foft  and  delicate,  with  airy  fwim 

Lightly  flie  dane'd  along;  her  robe  betrayM 


Thro'  the  clear  texture  every  tender  limb, 

PleightmingthechanusitonlyfeemMtoihade: 
And  as  it  flow'd  adown,  fo  loofe  and  thin,  [flc'n. 
Her  ftaturelhewM  more tall,moremowy  white  her 

Oft  with  a  finite  (Tie  viewM  herfelf  afkance ; 

Even  on  her  (hade  a  conicious  look  (he  threw  : 
Then  all  around  her  call  a  careiefs  glance, 

To  mark  what  gazing  eyes  her  beauty  drew. 
As  they  came  near,  before  that  other  maid 

Approaching  decent,  eagerly  (lie  prefs'd 
With  hafty  ltep  ;  nor  of  repuh'e  afraid,  [drefs'd  ; 

With  freedom  bland  the  wond'ring  youth  ad- 
With  winning  fond ne is  on  his  neck  (he  hung; 


She  all  the  while,  with  the  fame  modeft  pace* 
i  Cdmpos'd  advane'd:  aKnow,Hcrcules,>,mefaid 
h  manly  tone,  "thy  birth  of  heavenly  race: 
Thy  tender  age,  that  !ov"d  inftrudtion's  voice, 

Promised  thee  generous,patient,brave,and  wife: 
I  When  manhood  mould  confirm  thy  glorious 
Now  expectation  waits  to  fee  thee  riie.[choice,. 
j  Rife,  youth  !  exalt  thyfelf  and  me;  approve 
Thy  high  deicent  from  heaven,  and  dare  be 
worthy  Jove.  [difguife: 

j  But  what  trui.h  prompts,  my  tongue  (hall  not 
The  iteep  afcent  niuifc  be  with  toil  (ubdued  ; 
j  Watching  and  cares  muft  win  the  lofty  prize 
Propos'd  by  lieav'n — true  biiis  and  real  good. 


Sweet  as  the  honey-dew  How'd  her  enchanting  Honour  rewards  the  brave  and  bold  alone; 

She  fpurns  the  timorous-,  indolent, and  bafe: 

Danger  and  toil  (land  item  before  her  throne, 

Andguard  (fojov  e  com  man  ds)  the  fac  red  p  lace , 


tongue : 

**  Dear  Hercules,  whence  this  unkind  delay? 
Dear  youth,  wha 


t  doubts  can  thus  diffract  thy  ,,r,      .-6  ,     ,  v    J      n  t,         •   ,/       .,  >;n  '• 
,ere  I  lend  the  way,    [mind^   «™  'f^'.™^."^1'  1~ "  &'. 


Securely  follow  where  I  lead  the  way,    [ 

And  range  thro*  wilds  ofpleafure  unconfin'd. 

With  me  retire  from  noife,  and  pain,  and  care, 
Embath'd  in  blifs,  and  wrapt  in  endlefs  eafe: 

Kough  is  the  road  to  fame,  thro1  blood  and  war; 


And  pay  the  price  of  fame — labour,  and  care, 
and  pain. 

Wouldil  thou  engage  the  gods  peculiar  care  ? 
O  Hercules,  th'  immortal  pow'rs  adore! 


Smooth  is  my  way,  and  all  my  paths  are  peace,  j  With  a  pure  heart,  with  facriuce,  and  pray  'r 


With  me  retire,  from  toils  and  perils  free, 


Attend  their  altars,  and  their  aid  implore. 


Leave 'honour  to  the  wretch!  pleafures  were  made  Or,v/ouldlt.  thou  gain  thycountry^sloudapplaufc, 


|or  tht 


e. 


€t  Then  will  I  grant  thee  all  thy  fours'  defire; 
All 


Lov'd  as  her  father,  aS  her  god  ado;  \i? 
Be  thou  trie  bold  afferter  of  her  cauie; 

Her  voice  in  council,  in  the  fight  her  fword  ; 


nerous  blood. 


that  may  charm  thine  ear,  and  plcafe  thy ,  ln  peacCj  in  war>  purl-ue  thy  coun 

,   W*f  i1 ,  r  ...      I  For  her,  bare  thy  bold  bread,  and  poi 

All  that  the  thought  can  frame,  or  with  require, 

To  iteep  thy  ravihVd  fenfes  in  delight : 
The  fumptuous  feait,  enhanced  with  mufic's 

Fitteft  to  tune  the  melting  foul  to  love,  [(bund, 
Rich  odours,  breathing  choiceit  fweets  around; 

The  fragrant  bow*r,cool  fountain,  (hady  grove; 

Frefli  flowVs  to  itrew  thy  couch,  and  crown  thy 

bead:  [thy  bed. 

Joy  mail  attend  thy  ftcps,  and  eafe  (hall  fmooth 


s  £ 


cod; 

pour  thy  ge- 


"  Thefe  will  I  freely,  conftantly  fupply, 

Fleafure's  not  earned  with  toil,  nor  mix"d  with 

Far  from  thy  reft  repining  want  (hall  fly,  [woe; 
Nor  labour  bathe  in  fweat  thy  careful  brow. 

Mature  the  copious  harveit  {hail  be  thine, 
Let  the  laborious  hind  iubdue  the  (oil ; 

Leave  the  rafh  foldier  fpoils  of  war  to  win, 
'  Won  by  the  foldier  thou  (halt  (hare  the  fpoiJ: 

Theie  fofter  cares  my  belt  allies  employ, 

New  pleafures  to  invent,  to  vyifh,and  to  enjoy. '* 

Her  winning  voice  the  youth  attentive  caught : 
He  gaz'd  Impatient  en  the  finding  maid; 


Woulditthou,toquelltheproudandliftth'oppreft, 
In  arts  of  war  and  matchlefs  ftrerigth  excel  ? 

Firft  conquer  thou  thyfelf:  to  eafe,  to  reft, 
To  each  foft  thought  of  pleafure,  bid  farewel. 

The  night  alternate,  due  to  fweet  repole, 
.In  watches  wane;  in  painful  march,  the  day: 

CongeaPd  amidit  the  rigorous  winter's  mows, 
Scorch'd  by  the  Cummer's  thir(t-in  flaming  ray, 

Thy  harden'd  limbs  (hall  boaft  f  "uperior  might :. 

Vigour  ihall  brace  thine  arm,reiiitieis  inthenght." 

"  Hear'ft  thou  what  monfters  then  thou  muft 

[prove  ?" 
What    -  .  gentle  youth,  (lie  bids   thee 

(Abrupt  iays'sloih) — "  111  fit  thy  tender  age 
Tumult  and  wars,  fit  age  for  joy  and  love. 
Turn,  gentle  youth,  to  me,  to  love,  and  joy! 

To  tneie  I  lead  :  no  moniters  here  (had  Hay 
Thine  eafy  courfe;  no  cares  thy  peace  annoy  j 
-  I  lead  to  blifs  a  nearer,  fmoot'her  way: 


Short  is  my  way,  fair,  eafy,  fmooth,  and  plain: 
Still  gaz'd,  and  liilen'd;  then  her name  befougnt  • .  Turn  gentie  youth— with  me  eternal  pleafures 
"My  name,  fair  youth,  isHapp;iiefs," (he  (aid.  j  rcisjn.*' 


*  Well  can  my  friends  this  envied  truth  maintain 
They  mare  rav  blifs,  they  beft  can  ipeak  my 
praiK- 1 


Sl*  [thine  r 

<  V/hat  pleafures,  vain  miftaken  wretch,  are 
(Virtue  with  fcorn  replied)"who  ileep'it  in  eafe 

Infenfatej 
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Integrate  ;  whofe  foft  limbs  the  toil  decline 

That  iea!bnsbliis,:ind  makes  enjoymentpleafe-. 
Draining  the  copious  bowl  ere  thint  require  ; 

Feafting  ere  hunger  to  the  fealt  invite: 
Whole  taftelefs  joys  anticipate  defire, 

Whom  luxury  lupplies  with  appetite :  _ 
Yet  nature  loath*,  and  you  employ  in  vain 
Variety  and  art  to  conquer  her  difdain. 
"Thelparklingneclarcoordwithfnmmerfnows, 

The  dainty  board  with  choiceft  viands  fpread. 
To  thee  are  taftelefs  all!  fmcere  repofe 

Flies  from  thy  flow'ry  couch  and  downy  bed. 
For  thou  art  only  tir'd  with  indolence; 

Nor  is  thy  deep  with  toil  and  labour  bought, 
Th'  imperfect  deep,  that  lulls  thy  languid  ienfe 

In  dull  oblivious  interval  of  thought; 
Thatkindlyltealsth'inaclivehoursrnvay[theday, 
From  the  long  ling'ringfpace,that  lengthens  out 
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u  Nor  need  my  friends  the  various  coftly  feafr, 

Hunger  to  them  th*  effects  of  art  fupvlies; 
Labour  prepares  their*  weary  limbs  to  reft; 

Sweet  is  their  fleep;  light,  cheerful,   ftrong, 

they  rife.  [nown 

Thro'  health,  thro'  joy,  thro'  pleafure  and  re- 

They  tread  my  paths :  and  by  a  foft  defcent 
At  length  to  age  all  gently  linking  down, 

Look  back  with  tranfport  on  a  life  well  fpent, 
In  which  no  hour  flew  unimproved  away;  [day. 
In  which  fomegen'rous  deed  diltinguHh'd  ev'ry 
"  And  when  the  deiHn'd  term  at  lengh's  com- 

Their  afhes  reft  in  peace,  eternal  fame  [plete, 
Sounds  wide  their  praife :  triumphant  o'er  fate, 

In  fkcred  Cong  for  ever  lives  their  name. 
This,  Hercules,  is  happinefs  !  obey 


My  voice,  and  live:  let  thy  celeftial  birth 
Lift  and  enlarge  thy  thoughts :  behold  the  way 
That  leads  to  fame,  and  raifes  thee  from  earth, 
**  From  bounteous  nature's  unexhaufted  ftores  I  Immortal  !  Lo.  I  guide  thy  freps,  Arife,  [ikies." 

Flows  the  pure  fountain  of  iinceie  delights:  iPurfue  the  glorious  path  and  "claim  thy  native 
Averie  to  her,  you  walte  the  joylefc  hours ;       j  Her  words  breathe  tire  celeftial,  and  impart 

Sleep  drowns  thy  days,  and  not  rules  thy       New  vjgour  to  h[s  fov^  ti-l2t  fudden  car 
Immortal  tho'  thouart,  indignant  Jove  [nights. ,  The  generous  flame :  with  great  intent  his  he 

Huri'd  thee  from  heav'n,  th'  immortals  bhis- |     Sw^ls  furlr.and  labours  with  exalted  thought, 
nil  place,  jThe  mift  of  error  from  his  eyes  dilbeil'd, 

For  ever  bamftVd  from  tne  realms  above,  Thr<y  all  her  frail(jfiil  arts,  in  clearelt  light, 

To   dwell  on  earth  with  man's  depenerate  sloth  iu  her  native  form  he  now  behe]d . 
Fitter  abode!  on  earth  alike  difgrae'd;    [race .       Unveird  fl1e  ftood  confeft  before  his  fight: 
Rejeaed  by  the  wife,  and  by  the  fool  embrac'd>  Fallfe  siren!— All  her  vaunted  charms,tha"t  ihone 
•  Fond  wretch,  that  vainly  weeneft  all  delight  I  So  frefh.  erewhile  and  fair,  now  wither'd,  pale, 

To  gratify  the  fenfe,  referv'dfor  thee  !  and  gone. 

Yet  the  molt  plcafing  object  to  the  fight.  ':  No  more  the  rofy  bloom  in  fweet  difguife   [grace 

Thine  own  fair  action  never  didit  thou  fee.    j      >. Talks  her  cUiTembled  looks  ;  each  borrow'd 
Tho'  lull'd  with  fofteft  founds  thou  Heft  along,  j  Leaves  her  wan  check  ;  pale  fickneis  clouds  her 

Soft mufic,warblingvoices,melting  lays,  [fong       Livid  and  funk,andpa':Iions  dim  herface. [eyes 
Ne'er  didit  thou  hear,  more  fweet  than  fweeteit  t  As  when  fair  Lis  has  awhile  difplay'd 

Charming  the  foul,  thou  ne'er  didlt  hear  thy  ;  Her  wat'ry  arch  with  gaudy  painture  gay, 
No — to  thy  revels  let  the  fool  repair  ;  [praife !  |  While  yet  we  gaze  the  glorious  colours  fade, 
To  fuch  go  fmooth  thy  fpeech,  and  fpread  thy  j      And  from  our  wonder  gently  fteal  away 


tempting  fnare. 
«*  Vaft  happinefs  enjoy  thy  gay  allies  ! 

A  youth  o/  follies,  an  old  age  of  cares  ; 
Young  yet  enervate,  old  yet  never  wile,  [pairs. 

Vice  waltes  their  vigour,  and  their  mind  im- 
Vain,  idle,  delicate,  in  thoughtlefs  eafe,  [f'pend ; 

Referving  woes   for  age,    their  prime  they 
All  wretched,  hopelefs,  in  the  evil  days, 

With  forrow  to  the  verge  of  life  they  tend. 
Griev'd  with  the  prefent,  of  the  pall  aiham'd, 
They  live  and  are  defpis'd;  they  die,  nor  more 
are  nam'd. 

**  But  with  the  gods,  and  godlike  men  I  dwell ; 

Me,  his  fupreme  delight,  th'  Almighty  Sire 
Regards  well  pleas'd:  whatever  works  excel, 

All,  or  divine  or  human  I  inroi-e. 
Counfel  with  ftrength,  and  inciuftry  with  art, 

•In  union  meet  conjoin 'd  with  me  refide  : 
My  dictates  arm,  inftrucl,  and  mend  the  heart, 

The  fureft  policy,  the  wifeft  guide.        [bind 
With  me  true  friendfhip  dwells  :  fhe  deigns  to 
Thole  generous  fouls  alone,  whom   I  before 
liave  join'd. 


Where  fhone  the  beauteous  phantom,  erfl  fo 

bright, 
Now  low'rs  the  low-hung  cloud,  all  gloomy  to 

the  light. 
But  VirLue  more  engaging,  all  the  while  [rene. 
Diiclos'd  new  charms,  more  lovely,  more  fe- 
Beaming  fweet  influence,  a  milder  fmiie 
'  Soften'd  the  terrors  of  her  lofty  mien. 
"  Lead,  goddefs;  I  am  tliine  L"  tranfported  cried 
Alcides;  "  O  propitious  pow'r,  thy  way 
Teach  me  !  poiTcfs  my  foul  !  be  thou  my  guide: 

From  thee  oh  never,  never  let  me  ftray !" 
Wh ile ardent  thus  the  youth  his  vows  addreiVd, 
With  all  the  goddefs  fili'd,  already  giow'd  his 

b  re  ait. 

The  heav'nly  maid  with  ftrength  divine  endued 

His  daring  foul;  there  ail  her  powVs  <. 
Firm  conih.ncy,  undauntc  -de,   [bi 

Enduring  patience,  arm'd  his  mighty  mind, 
Unmov'o  in  toils,  in  dangers  undifmay'd, 

By  many  a  hardy  deea  and  bold  emprize, 
From  fierceft  monfters,  thro'  her  oowerful  aid, 

He  freed  the  earth  I  tnro'herhe  gain'dtheikies. 

'Twas 
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'Twas  Virtueplac'dhiminthebleftabode;  [god. 
Crown'd  with  eternal  youth,  among  the  gods  a 


§   104.     The  Hermit.     Parnsll. 
Far  in  a  wild,  unknown  to  public  view, 
From  youth  to  age  a  rev'rend  Hermit  grew 5 
The  mofs  his  bed,  the  cave  his  humble  cell: 
His  food  the  fruits,  his  drink  the  cryftal  well: 
Remote  from  man,  with  God  he  pafs'd  his  days, 
PrayY  all  his  buiinefs,  all  his  pleafure  praife. 

A  life  {o  facred,  fuch  ferene  repofe, 
Seem'd  heav'n  itfelf  till  one  fuggeilion  rofe — 
That  vice  mould  triumph,  virtue  vice  obey; 
This  fprung  fome  doubt  of  Providence's  {way. 
His  hopes  no  more  a  certain  profpecl  bcalt, 
And  all  the  tencur  of  his  foul  is  loft. 
So  when  a  fmooth  expanfe  receives  impreft 
Calm  nature's  image  on  its  wat'ry  breaft,[grow, 
Down    bend  the  banks,    the  trees  depending 
And    ikies    beneath  with    anfwering    colours 
But  if  a  (lone  the  gentle  fea  divide,    [glow: 
Swift  ruffling  circles  curl  on  ev'ry  iide, 
And  glimmering:  fragments  of  a  broken  fun; 
Banks,  trees,  and  flues  in  thick  diforder  run. 

To  clear  this  doubt,  to  know  the  world  by 
To  find  if  books  or  fwains  report  itright,[llght, 
(For  yet  by  fwains  alone  the  world  he  knew, 
Whole  feet  came  wand'ringo'er  the  nightly  dew) 
He  quits  his  cell;  the  pilgrim  ftalt  he  bore, 
Ancl  fixYl  the  fcallop  in  his  hat  before ! 
Then  with  the  fun  a  riling  journey  went, 
Sedate  to  think,  and  watching  each  event. 

The  morn  was  wafted  in  the  pathlefs  grafs, 
And  long  and  lonefome  was  the  wild  to  pafs; 
But  whenthefouthernfun  had  warm'd  the  day, 
A  youth  came  porting  o'er  a  croliing  way  ; 
His  raiment  decent,  his  complexion  fair, 
And  foft  in  graceful  ringlets  wav'd  his  hair: 
Then  near  approaching,"  Father,  hail  !"  hecried : 
And  "  Hail,  my  foil!"  the  rev'rend  fire  replied: 
Words  follow'd  words,  from  queition  anfwer 

llow'd, 
And  talk  of  various  kind  deceiv'd  the  road; 
Till  each  with  other  pleas'd,  and  loth  to  part, 
While  in  their  age  they  differ,  join  in  heart. 
Thus  ftands  an  aged  elm  in  ivy  bound, 
Thus  youthful  ivy  clal'ps  an  elm  around. 
Now  funk  the  fun  ;  the  doling  hour  of  day 
Came  onward,  mantled  o'er  with  fober  grey  ; 
Nature  in  filence  bid  the  world  repofe: 
When  near  the  road  a  flately  palace  rofe.  [pafs, 
There,  by  the  moon,  through  ranks  of  trees  they 
Whofe  verdure  crown'd  their  Hoping  fides  of 
It  chane'd  the  noble  mafrer  of  the  dome    [grafs. 
Stillmadehishoufethewand'ringftranger's  home; 
Yet  ftill  the  kindnefs,  from  a  thirft  of  praife, 
ProvYi  the  vain  flouriih  of  expenfive  eafe. 
The  pair  arrive:  the  liveried  fervants  wait; 
Their  lord  receives  them  at  the  pompous  gate. 
The  table  groans  with  coftly  piles  of  food, 
And  all  is  more  than  hofpirably  good,    [drown, 
Then,   led  to   reft,  tlit!   day's    long  toil  they 
Deep  funk  in  flt^p,  and  iilk,  7£&  heaps  of  down. 


At  length  'tis  morn,  and  at  the  dawn  of  day 
Along  the  wide  canals  the  Zephyrs  play  j 
Frefh  o'er  the  gay  parterres  the  breezes  creep, 
And   fhake    the  neighb'ring   wood   ro  banilh 
Up  rife  the  guefts  obedient  to  the  call;     [fleep. 
Au  early  banquet  deck'd  the  fplendid  hall; 
Rich  lulcious  wine  a  golden  goblet  grae'd, 
Which  the  kind  mafter  fore'dtheguefts  to  tafte, 
Then,  pieas'd  and  thankful,  from  the    porch 

they  go; 
And,  but  the  landlord,  none  had  caufe  of  woe : 
His  cup  was  vanifh'd;  for  in  fecret  guife 
The  younger  gueft,  purloin'd   the    glitt'ring 
As  one  who  fpies  a  ferpent  in  his  way,      [prize. 
Glift'ning  and  balking  in  the  fummer  ray, 
Diforder'd  Hops  to  fhun  the  a/mger  near, 
Then  walks  with  faintnefs  oii,  and  looks  with 
So  feem'd  the  fire,  when  far  upon  the  road  [fear  j 
The  fhining  fpoil  his  wily  partner  fhow'd. 
He  ftopp'd  with  filence,  walk'd  with  trembling 

heart, 
And  much  he  wifh'd,  but  durft  not  afk,  to  part : 
Murm'ring  he  lifts  his  eyes,  and  thinks  it  hard 
That  gen'rous  aclions  meet  a  bale  reward. 

While  thus  they  pafs,  thefunhisglorylhrouds, 
The  changing  fkies  hang  out  their  fable  clouds ; 
A  found  in  air  preiag'd  approaching  rain, 
And  beafts  to  covert  feud  acrofs  the  plain. 
Warn'd  by  the  figns,  the  wand'ring  pair  retreat 
To  feek  for  melter  at  a  neighb'ring  feat : 
'Twas  built  with  turrets  on  a  rifmg  ground, 
And  ftrong,  and  large,  andunimprovMaroundj 
Its  owner's  temper,  tim'rous  and  fevere, 
Unkind  and  griping  caused  a  defert  there. 
As  near  the  miler's  heavy  doors  they  drew, 
Fierce  riling  gufts  with  liidden  fury  blew  ; 
The  nimble  lightningmix'd  with  fhow'rsbegan, 
And  o'er  their  heads  loud  rolling  thunder  ran, 
Here  long  they  knock,  but  knock  or  call  invain, 
Driv'n  by  the  wind  and  batter'd  by  the  rain. 
At  length  fome  pity  warnrfd  the  mailer's  bread 
('Twas  then  his  threfhold  firft  receiv'd  a  gueft): 
Slow  creaking  turns  the  door  with  jealous  care, 
And  half  he  welcomes  in  th'  fhiv'ring  pair ; 
One  frugal  faggot  lights  the  naked  walls,  [calls: 
And  nature's  fervour  through  their  limbs  re- 
Bread  of  the  coarfer  fort  with  meagre  wine, 
(Each  hardly  granted)  ferv'd  them  both  to  dine  : 
And  when  the  tempeft  firft  appear'd  to  ceafe, 
A  ready  warning  bid  them  part  in  peace. 

With  ftill  remarkthepond'ringHermit  view'd, 
In  one  fo  rich  a  life  Jo  poor  and  rude; 
And  why  fhoul.d  fuch  (within  himfelf  he  cried) 
Lock  the  loft  wealth  a  thoufand  want  befide  ? 
But  what  new  marks  of  wonder  fbon  took  place 
In  ev'ry  fettling  feature  of  his  face, 
When  from  his  veft  the  young  companion  bore 
That  cup  the  gen'rous  landlord  own'd  before. 
And  paid  profufely  with  the  precious  bowl 
The  ftinted  kindnefs  of  this  rhurlifh  foul ! 
But  now  the  clouds  in  airy  tumult  fly  j 
The  fun  emerging  opes  an  azure  fky; 
A  frefher  green  the  fmelling  leaves  difphy, 
And,  glitt'ring  as  they  tremble,  cheer  the  day: 

The 
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The  weather  courts  them  from  the  poor  retreat,!  Surprife  in  fecret  chains  his  words  fufpends, 
And  the  glad  mailer  bolts  the  wary  gate.  And  in  a  calm  his  fettling  temper  ends. 

While  hence  they  walk  the  Pilgrim's  bofom  But  filence  here  the  beauteous  angel  broke 


wrought 

With  all  the  travail  of  uncertain  thought; 
His  partner's  acts  without  their  caufe  appear; 
'Twas  there  a  vice;  and  feem'd  a  madnefs  here: 
Detefling  that,  and  pitying  this,  he  goes, 
Lolt  and  confounded  with  the  various  fhows. 
Nownight'sdimihadesagaininvolvethe  iky ; 
.Again  the  wand'rers  want  a  place  to  lie: 


: 


Again  they  fearch,  and  rind  a  lodging  nigh 
The  foil  improv'd  around,  the  maniion  neat, 
And  neither  poorly  low  nor  idly  great, 
It  feem'd  to  fpeak  its  mailer's  turn  of  mind, 
Content,  and  not  for  praife  but  virtue  kind. 
Hither  the  walkers  turn  with  weary  feet, 
Then  blefs  the  manfion,  and  the  mailer  greet. 
Their  greeting  fair,  beftow'd  with  modeft  guife, 
The  courteous  mailer  hears  and  thus  replies  : 

«'  Without  a  vain,  without  a  grudging  heart, 
To  him  who  gives  us  all,  I  yield  a  part; 
From  him  you  come,  for  him  accept  it  here, 
A  frank  and  fober,  more  than  coflly  cheer.'" 
He  fpoke,  and  bid  the  welcome  table  fpread, 
Then  talk'd  of  virtue  till  the  time  of  bed ; 
When  the  grave  houfehold  round  his  hall  repair, 
Warn'd  bya  bell,and  clofe  the  hours  withpray'r. 
At  length  the  world  renew'd  by  calm  repofe, 
Was  ilrong  for  toil ;  the  dappled  morn  arofe 
Before  the  Pilgrims  part,  the  younger  crept, 
Near  the  clos'd  cradle,  where  an  infant  flept, 
And  writh'd  his  neck:  the  landlord's  littlepride, 
O  flrange  return !  grew  black,  and  gafp'd,  and 
Horror  of  horrors  !  what!  his  only  fon?   [died, 
How  look'd  our  Hermit  when  the  fa6l  was  done? 
Not  hell,  tho'  hell's  black  jaws  in  funder  part, 
And  breathe  bluefire,could  more  aflaulthisheart. 
Confus'd  and  ilruck  with  filence  at  the  deed, 
He  flies ;  but,  trembling  fails  to  fly  with  fpeed. 
His  fteps  the  youth  purfues:  the  country  lay 
Perplex'd  with  roads  ;  a  fervant  fhew'd  the  wray : 
A  river  crofs'd  the  path ;  the  paflage  o'er 
Was  nice  to  find  ;  the  fervant  trod  before : 
Longarmsofoaksan  open  bridge  fupplied,  [glide. 
Anddeepthe  wavesbeneaththe  bending  branches 
The  youth,  who  feem'd  to  watch  a  time  to  fin, 
Approach'd  the  carelefs  guide,andthrufl  him  in: 
Plunging  he  falls;  and  rifing  lifts  his  head  ; 
Then  flaming  turns  and  finks  among  the  dead. 

Wild  fparklingrage  inflames  the  father's  eyes ; 
He  burfls  the  bands  of  fear,  and  madly  cries, 
*  Detefledwretch!"— Butfcarcehis  fpeech  began, 
When  the  flrange  partner  feem'dno  longer  man. 
His  youthful  face  grew  more  ferenely  fweetj 
His  robeturn'd  white,  and  flow'd  upon  hisfeet; 
Fair  rounds  of  radiant  points  in  veil  his  hair; 
Celeftial  odours  breathe  through  purpled  air; 
And  wings  whofe  colours  glitter'd  on  the  day, 
Wide  at  his  back  their  gradual  plumes  difplay. 
The  form  ethereal  burfls  upon  his  fight, 
And  moves  in  all  the  majefty  of  light. 

Tho*  loud  at  firfl  the  Pilgrim's  pafhon  grew, 
Sudden  he  gaz'd  and  will  not  what  to  do  j 


(The  voice  of  muflc  ravifh'd  as  he  fpoke): 
"  Thypray'r,thypraife,thylifeto  vice  unknown, 
In  fweet  memorial  rife  before  the  throne: 
Thefe  charms  f  uccefs  in  our  bright  region  find, 
And  force  an  angel  down  to  calm  thy  mindj 
For  this  commiflion'd,  I  forfook  the  fky — 
Nay,  ceafe  to  kneel ! — thy  fellow-fervant  T. 

"  Then  know  the  truth  of  government  divine, 
And  let  thefe  temples  be  no  longer  thine. 

"  The  Maker  juftlyclaims  that  world  he  made, 
In  this  the  right  of  Providence  is  laid ; 
Its  facred  majeily  through  all  depends 
Oh  ufing  fecond  means  to  work  his  ends; 
'Tis  thus  withdrawn  in  flate  from  human  eye, 
The  Pow'r  exerts  his  attributes  on  high ; 
Your  actions  ufes,  nor  controuls  your  will, 
And  bids  the  doubting  fons  of  men  be  flill.prife, 
"  What  flrange  eventscan  flrike  with  morefur- 
Thanthofewhichlatelyilruckthywond'ringeyes  ? 
Yet,  taught  by  thefe,  confefs  th  Almighty  jufl ; 
And,  where  you  can't  unriddle,  learn  to  trufl. 
"  The  great  vain  man,whofar'd  on  coftlyfood, 
Whofe  life  was  too  luxurious  to  be  good ; 
Who  made  his  iv'ry  flands  with  goblets  fhine, 
Andforc'dhisgueflstomorningdraughtsofwinej 
Has  with  the  cup,  the  gracelefs  cultom  loft, 
And  flill  he  welcomes,  but  with  lefs  of  cofl. 

"Themeanfufpiciouswretch,whofebolteddoor 
Ne'er  mov'd  in  pity  to  the  wand'ring  poor, 
With  him  I  left  the  cup,  to  teach  his  mind 
That  Heaven  can  blefs,  if  mortals  will  be  kind. 
Confcious  of  wanting  worth,  he  views  the  bowl, 
And  feels  companion  touch  his  grateful  foul. 
Thus  artifls  melt  the  fullen  ore  of  lead, 
With  heaping  coals  of  fire  upon  its  head ; 
In  the  kind  warmth  the  metal  learns  to  glow, 
And  loofe  from  drofs,  the  filver  runs  below. 

"  Long  had  our  pious  friend  in  virtue  trod, 
Butnowthechildhal&wean'dhis  heart  fromGod| 
(Child  of  his  age)  for  him  he  liv'd  in  pain, 
And  meafur'd  back  his  fleps  to  earth  again. 
To  what  excefles  had  his  dotage  run  ! 
But  God,  to  fave  the  father,  took  the  fon. 
To  all  but  thee  in  fits  he  feem'd  to  go; 
And  'twas  my  miniflry  to  deal  the  blow. 
The  poor  fond  parent,  humbled  in  the  duft, 
Now  owns  in  tears  the  punifhment  was  jufl. 
"But  how  had  all  his  fortunes  felt  a  wrack, 
Had  that  falfe  fervant  fped  in  fafety  back  ! 
This  night  his  treafur'd  heaps  he  meant  to  ileal, 
And  what  a  fund  of  charity  would  fail  ! 
Thus  Heaven  inftru6ts  thy  mind:  this  trial  o'er, 
Depart  in  peace,  reiign,  and  fin  no  more." 

On  founding  pinionsherethe  youth  withdrewj 
The  fage  flood  wond'ring  as  the  feraph  flew. 
Thus  look'd  Elifha,  when,  to  mount  on  high, 
His  mafler  took  the  chariot  of  the  fky: 
The  fiery  pomp  afcending  left  the  view ; 
The  prophet  gaz'd,  and  wifh'd  to  follow  too. 
The  bending  Hermit  here  a  pray'r  begun : 
Lord  I  as  in  heaven,  on  earth  thy  'will  be  done. 

Then, 
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Then,  gladly  turning,  fought  his  ancient  place, 
And  pafs'd  a  life  of  piety  and  peace. 


$  105. 


The  Golden  Verfes  of  Pythagoras. 

Fitzgerald. 

First,    the    Supreme   doth    higheft  rev'rence 

claim  ; 
life  with  religious  awe  his  facred  name  : 
Affurd  he  views  thy  ways,  let  nought  controul 
The  oath  thou  once  haft  bound  upon  thy  foul. 

Next  to  the  heroes  bear  a  grateful  mind, 
Whole  glorious  cares  and  toils  have  bleft  man- 
Let  juft  refpect  and  decent  rites  be  paid  [kind. 
To  the  immortal  manes  of  the  dead. 
Honour  thy  parents,  and  thy  next  of  kind  ;      \ 
And  virtuous  men  wherever  thou  canft  find,    ,  , 
In  the  fame  bond  of  love  let  them  be  joiifd.    j 

Ufeful  and  iteady  let  thy  life  proceed, 
Mild  ev'ry  word,  good-natui'd  ev'ry  deed; 
Oh,  never  with  the  man  thou  lov'ft  contend  ! 
But  bear  a  thoufand  frailties  from  thy  friend. 
Rathly  inrlaufd,  vain  fuleen,  and  flight  furmife, 
To  real  feuds,  and  endlefs  difcords  rife. 

O'er  luff,  o'er  anger,  keep  the  itricteft  rein$ 
Subdue  thy  (loth,  thy  appetite  reflrain. 
With  no  vile  action  venture  to  comply, 
Not  tho'  unfeen  by  ev'ry  mortal  eye. 
Above  all  witnelles  thy  confcience  fear, 
And  more  than  all  mankind  thyfelf  revere. 

One  way  let  ail  thy  words  and  actions  tend, 
Reafon  their  conltant  guide,  and  truth  their  end. 
And  ever  mindful  of  thy  mortal  ftate, 
How  quick,  how  various  are  the  turns  of  fate; 
How  here,  how  there,  the  tides  of  fortune  roll : 
Kow  foon  impending  death  concludes  the  whole, 
Compofe  thy  mind,  and  free  from  anxious  flrife 
Endure  thy  portion  of  the  ills  of  life : 
Tho'  ilill  the  good  man  ftands  fecurefrom  harms, 
Nor  can  misfortune  wound,  whom  virtue  arms. 

Difcourfe  in  common  converfe,  thou  wilt  find 
$ome  to  improve,  and  fome  to  taint  the  mind; 
Grateful  to  that  a  due  obfervance  pay. 
Beware,  left  this  entice  thy  thoughts  affray  ; 
And  bold  untruths  which  thou  artforc'd  to  hear, 
Receive  difcreetly  with  a  patient  ear-. 

Woulft  thou  be  juftly  rank'd  among  the  wife, 
Think  ere  thou  doft,  ere  thou  refolv'itadvife. 
Still  let  thy  aims  with  fage  experience  fquare, 
And  plan  thy  conduct  with  fagacious  care; 
So  malt  thou  all  thy  courfe  with  pleature  run, 
Nor  wifh  an  action  of  thy  life  undone. 

Among  the  various  ends  of  thy  deiires, 
*Ti.s  no  interior-place  thy  health  requires. 
Firmly  for  this  from  all  excef's  refrain, 
Thy  cups  be  mr)d'raate,  and  thy  diet  plain: 
Nor  yetunelegant  thy  board  fupply, 
But  {bun  the  naufeous  pomp  of  luxury. 
Let  fpleen,  by  cheerful  converfe  be  withftood, 
And  honeit  labours  purify  the  blood. 

Each  night,  ere  needful  {lumber  jfeals  thy  eyes, 
Home  to  thy  foul  let  theie  reflections  riie  : 
How  has  this  day  my  duty  feen  exprefsM  ? 
What  have  I  d^ne,  omitted,  or  tranfgrefs'd  ? 


Then  grieve  the  moments  thou  haft  idly  fpent; 
The  reft  will  yield  thee  comfort  and  content. 

Bethefe  good  rules  thy  ftudy  and  delight, 
Practife  by  day,  and  ponder  them  by  night ; 
Thus  ill  thy  thoughts  to  virtue's  height  fhallrifej 
And  truth  fnall  ftand  unveiPd  before  thy  eyes. 
Of  beings  the  whole  f)  item  thou  (halt  fee, 
Rang'd  as  they  are  in  beauteous  harmony, 
Whilft  all  depend  from  one  fuperior  caufe, 
And  Nature  works  obedient  to  her  laws. 
Hence,  as  thou  labourTt  with  judicious  care 
To  run  the  courfe  allotted  to  thy  (hare, 
Wifdom  refulgent  with  a  heavenly  ray 
Shall  clear  thy  profpect,  and  direct  thy  way. 

Then  all  around  compaflionately  view, 
The  wretched  ends  which  vain  mankind  purfuej 
Tofs'd  to  and  fro  by  each  impeteous  guft, 
The  rage  of  paffion,  or  the  fire  of  luff, 
No  certain  ftay,  no  fafe  retreat  they  know, 
But  blindly  wander  through  a  maze  of  woe* 
Meanwhile  congenial  viknefs  works  within, 
And  cuftom  quite  fubdues  the  foul  to  fin. 
Save  us  from  this  diftrefs,  Almighty  Lord, 
Our  minds  illumine,  and  thy  aid  afford  ! 

But  O  !  fecure  from  all  thy  life  is  led, 
Whofe  feet  the  happy  paths  of  virtue  tread* 
Thou  ftand'ft  united  to  the  race  divine, 
And  the  perfection  of  the  ikies  is  thine. 
Imperial  reafon,  free  from  all  controul^ 
Maintains  her  juft  dominion  in  thy  foul : 
Till  purg'd  at  length  from  every  finful  ftain, 
When  friendly  death  fliall  break  the  cumbroui 

chain, 
Loos'd  from  the  body  thou  malt  take  thy  flighty 
And  range  immortal  in  the  fields  of  light. 


§   to6.     On  Cheerfulnefs.     Fitzgerald. 
Fair  as  the  dawning  light!  aufpiciou9  gueft ! 
Source  of  all  comfort  to  the  human  breait  j 
Depriv'd  of  thee,  in  fad  defbair  we  moan, 
And  tedious  roll  the  heavy  moments  on. 
Though  beauteous  objects  all  around  us  rife, 
To  charm  the  fancy  and  delight  the  eyes  ; 
Though  art's  fair  works  and  nature's  gifts  con- 

fpire 
To  pleafe  each  fen fe,  and  fatiate  each  defire, 
'Tis  joylefs  all.*— till  thy  enliv'ning  ray 
Scatters  the  melancholy  gloom  away. 
Then  opens  to  the  foul  a  heavenly  icene, 
Gladnefs  and  peace,  all  fprightly,  all  ferene. 
Where  doft  thou  reign,  lay,  in  what  bleft 

retreat, 
To  choofe  thy  manilon,  and  to  fix  thy  feat  ? 
Thy  facred  prefence  how  fhall  we  explore  ? 
Can  avYice  gain  thee  with  her  golden  (lore  ? 
Can  vain  ambition  with  her  boailed  charms 
Tempt  thee  within  her  wide-extended  arms  ? 
No,  with  Content  alone  canft  thou  abide, 
Thy  filter,  ever  fmiling  by  thy  fide. 

When  boon  companions  void  of  ev'ry  care 
Crown  the  full  bowl, and  therich  banquetfh 


are  ^ 
are,  V 
e  re?  j 


And  give  a  loofe  to  plealure — art  thou  then 
Or  when  th1  aflembled  great  and  fair  advance 
To  celebrate  the  naaik/tke  play,  the  dance, 
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Whilft  beauty  fpreads    its  fweeteft   charms  "J 
around,  ( 

And  airs  ecftatic  fwell  their  tuneful  found,      f 
Art  thou  within  the  pompous  circle  found  ?  J 
Does  not  thy  influence  more  fed  ate  ly  mine  ? 
Can  fuch  tumultuous  joys.as  thefe  be  thine  ? 
Surely  more  mild,  ftiore  conilant  in  their  courfe, 
Thy  pleasures  iffue  from  a  nobler  fource; 
From  Tweet  difcrerion  ruling  in  the  breaft, 
From  pafiions  temper'd,  and  from  luits  repreft; 
From  thoughts  unconfeious  of  a  guilty  fniart, 
And  the  calm  trail  Jports  of  an  honed  heart. 

Thy  aid,  O  ever  faithful,  ever  kind ! 
Thro'   life,  thro'  death,  attends  the  virtuous 

mind  ; 
Of  angry  fate,  wards  from  us  ev'ry  blow, 
Cures  ev'ry  ill,  and  foftens  ev'ry  woe. 
Whatever  good  our  mortal  itate  defr.es, 
What  wifdom  finds,  or  innocence  infpires; 
From  nature's  bounteous  hand  whatever  flows, 
Whatever  our  Maker's*  providence  bellows, 
By  thee  mankind  enjoys;  by  thee  repays 
A  grateful  tribute  of  perpetual  praife. 


§  107.  0?i  Industry.     Fitzgerald. 
Qv  een  of  all  virtues!  for  whate'er  we  call 
Godlike  .ind  great,  'tis  thou  obtain' ft  it  all. 

too  arduous  for  thy  ftfong  tiiay, 
And  art  and  nature  own  thy  potent  fway. 
Infpir'd  by  thee  to  each  fnperior  aim, 
We  prefs  with  ardour  thro"  the  paths  of  f:me, 
Up  to  the  iacred  top,  and  leave  behind 
Th'  inglorious  crowd,  the  herd  of  human  kind; 
While  wifdom  round  us  pours  her  heavenly  ray, 
And  old  experience  guides  our  fteady  way. 
No  anxious  care,  no  fu;ious  bafts  controul 
The  free  habitual  vigour  of  the  foul. 
Each  part,  each  ftation  gracefully  we  fill, 
And  bend  and  (h  fortune  to  our  will. 

The  hero,  down  thro1  ev'ry  age  renown'd, 
With  triumph,praife,and  glorious  titles  crow  ad, 
By  thee  has  gain'd  his  honourable  lpoils, 
And  mighty  fame  atchiev'd  by  mighty  toils. 
The  fige,  whilft  learning  ftudious  he  purfues, 
By  thee  the  ftubborn  fciences  fubdues; 
Thro'  truth's  wide  fields  expatiates unconfin'd, 
And  ftores  for  ever  his  capacious  mind. 
Nor  feek  the  lower  ranks  thy  aid  in  vain  ; 
The  poor  mechanic  and  the  laboring  fwain: 
Heal th,peace,and  fweet  contentto  theie  it  brings, 
More  precious  prizes  than  the  wealth  of  kin^s. 
When  whelming  round  us  death's  fad  terrors 

roll, 
'Tis  thou  fpeak'ft  peace  and  comfort  to  the  ibul. 
Then  if  our  recollecting  thoughts  prefent 
A  well-piann'd  life  in  virtuous  Labour  fpent ; 
Jf  ufeful  we  have  pais'd  thro'  every  ftage, 
And  paid  our  debt  of  fervice  to  the  age; 
If  frill  we  've  made  our  duty  our  delight, 
Nor  hid  our  matter's  talent  from  our  fight, 
All  's  well,  'tis  all  by  our  own  heart  appro  v'd, 
From  hence  we  pais,  by  God  aad  manbelov'd; 
Cheerful  we  pafs,to  Heaven's  high  will  relign'd, 
And  leave  a  biefied  memory  behind. 


§  108.     A  Thought  upon  Death,     Fitzgerald. 

'Tis  vain,  my  foul,  'tis  impious  all, 

The  human  lot  to  mourn, 
That  life  {o  foon  mult  fleet  away, 

And  duit  to  duft  return. 
Alas !  from  death  the  terrors  fly, 

When  once  'tis  underftoodj 
'Tis  Nature's  call,  'tis  God's  decree, 

And  is,  and  muft  be  good. 
Wearied  his  limbs  with  honeft  toil, 

And  void  of  cares  his  breaft, 
See  how  the  lab'ring  hind  finks  down 

-  Each  night  to  wholefome  reft. 
No  naufeous  fumes  perplex  his  fleepj 

No  guilty  ftarts  furprife  ; 
The  vitions  that  his  fancy  forms, 

All  free  and  cheerful  rife. 
So  thou,  nor  led  by  lufts  aftray, 

Nor  rall'd  with  anxious  icrife, 
With  virtuous  induftry  fulfil 

The  plain  intent  of  life. 
Pafs  calmly  thy  appointed  day, 

And  ufefully  employ, 
And  then  thou  'art  lure  whate'er  fucceed 

Is  reft,  and  peace,  and  joy. 


§  109.     Tie  Fire-Side.     Cotton. 

Dear  Chloe,  while  the  bufy  crowd, 

The  vain,  the  wealthy,  and  the  proud, 
In  Folly's  maze  advance; 
Tho'  singularity  and  pride 
Be  calid  our  choice,  we  '11  ftep  afide*  . 

Nor  join  the  giddy  dance. 
From  the  gay  world  we  '11  oft  retire 
To  our  own  family  and  fire, 

Where  love  our  hours  employs  j, 
'No  noify  neighbour  enters  here, 
No  intermeddling  ftranger  near, 
To  fpoil  our  heart-felt  joys. 
'  If  folid  happinefs  we  prize, 
1  Within  our  breaft  this  jewel  lies ; 

And  they  are  fools  who  roam: 
■The  world  has  nothing  to  beftow; 
I  from  our  own  felves  our  joys  muft  flow, 
And  that  dear  hut,  our  home. 

Of  reft  was  Noah's  dove  bereft, 
When  with  impatient  wing  the  left 

That  fafe  retreat,  the  ark ; 
Giving  her  vain  excurfion  o'er, 
The  disappointed  bird  once  more 

Explor'd  the  facred  bark. 
Tho'  fools  fpurn  Hymen's  gentle  pow'rs, 
We,  who  improve  his  golden  hours, 

By  fweet  experience  know, 
That  marriage,  rightly  underftood, 
Gives  to  the  tender  and  the  good 

.  A  paradife  below. 
Our  babes  mail  richeft  comforts  br~ue  ; 
If  tutor1  d  right,  they  '11  prove  :>  faring 

Whence  pleasures  ever  rife  : 
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We  'II  form  their  mind*,  with  ftudious  care, 
To  all  that  's  manly,  good  and  fair, 

And  train  them  for  the  fkies. 
While  they  our  wifeft  hours  engage, 
They  'il  joy  our  youth,  fupport  our  age, 

And  crown  our  hoary  hairs : 
They  '11  grow  in  virtue  ev'ry  day, 
And  thus  our  fondeft  loves  repay, 

And  recompence  our  cares. 
No  borrow'd  joys,  they  're  all  our  own, 
While  to  the  worid  we  live  unknown, 

Or  by  the  world  forgot : 
Monarchs  !   we  envy  not  your  ftate  j 
We  look  with  pity  on  the  great, 

And  blei's  our  humble  lot. 
Our  portion  is  not  large,  indeed; 
But  then  how  little  do  we  need  ! 

For  nature's  calls  are  few  : 
In  this  the  art  of  living  lies, 
To  want  no  more  than  may  funice, 

And  make  that  little  do. 
We  '11  therefore  relifh,  with  content, 
Whate'er  kind  Providence  has  lent, 

Nor  aim  beyond  our  poW'r; 
For,  if  our  ftock  be  very  finall, 
'  1  is  prudence  to  enjoy  it  all, 

Nor  lofe  the  prefent  hour. 
To  be  refign'd  when  ills  betide, 
Patient  when  favours  are  denied, 

And  pleas'd  with  favours  given  j 
Dear  Chloe,  this  is  wifdom's  part; 
This  is  that  incenfe  of  the  heart 

Whole  fragrance  i'mells  to  heaven. 
We  '11  afk  no  long  protracted  treat, 
Since  winter  life  is  feldom  fweet; 

But,  when  our  feaft  is  o'er, 
Grateful  from  table  we  '11  arife, 
Nor  grudge  our  fons  with  envious  eyes 

The  relics  of  ourftore. 
Thus,  hand  in  hand,  thro'  life  we  '11  go; 
Its  chequer'd  paths  of  joy  and  woe 

With  cautious  fteps  we  'lb tread; 
Quit  its  vain  fcenes  without  a  tear, 
Without  a  trouble  or  a  fear, 

And'mingle  with  the  dead. 
While  confcience,  like  a  faithful  friend, 
Shall  thro'  the  gloomy  vale  attend, 

And  cheer  our  dying  breath; 
Shall,  when  all  other  comforts  ceafe, 
Like  a  kind  angel  whifper  peace, 

And  fmooth  the  bed  of  death. 


§  no.     VISIONS  for  the  Entertainment  and  In 

Jlruction  of  younger  Minds.         Cotton. 

Virginibus  puerifque  canto,     hor. 

TO    THE    READER. 

A  uthors,  you  know,  of  greater!  fame, 
Thro'  modefty  fuppi  el's  their  name* ; 


Forego  the  fearch,  my  curious  friend, 

And  hufband  time  to  better  end. 

All  my  ambition  is,  I  own, 

To  profit  and  to  pleafe  unknown ; 

Like  ft  reams  fupplied  from  fprings  below, 

Which  fcatter  blemngs  as  they  flow. 

Were  you  difeas  d,  or  prefs'd  with  pain, 
Straight  you  'd  apply  to  Warwick  Lane. 
The  thoughtful  Doctor  feels  your  pulfe 
(No  matter  whether  Mead  or  Hulfe), 
Writes — Arabic  to  you  and  me— 
Then  figns  his  hand,  and  takes  his  fee. 
Now,  fhould  the  fage  omit  his  name, 
Would  not  the  cure  remain  the  fame  ? 
Not  but  phyficians  iign  their  bill, 
Or  when  they  cure,  or  when  they  kill., 

'Tis  often  known,  the  mental  race 
Their  fond  ambitious  fires  difgrace. 
Dar'd  I  avow  a  parent's  claim, 
Critics  might  fneer,  and  friends  might  blame. 
This  dang'rous  fecret  let  me  hide, 
1  '11  tell  you  ev'ry  thing  befide: 
Not  that  it  boots  the  world  a  tittle, 
Whether  the  author  's  big  or  little ; 
Or  whether  fair,  or  black,  or  brown: 
No  writer's  hue  concerns  the  town. 

I  pafs  the  filent  rural  hour, 
No  ilave  to  wealth,  no  tool  to  pow'r: 
My  manfion's  warm,  and  very  neat; 
You  'd  lay,  '  A  pretty  fnug  retreat  !f 
My  rooms  no  coftiy  paintings  grace, 
The  humbler  print  fupplies  their  place. 
Behind  the  houfe  my  garden  lies, 
And  op^  ns  to  the  fouthern  ikies: 
The  diftant  hills  gay  profpe£ts  yield, 
And  plenty  fmiles  in  ev'ry  field. 

The  faithful  maitiff  is  my  guard  : 
The  feather 'd  tribes  adorn  my  yard; 
Alive  my  joy,  my  treat  when  dead, 
And  their  foft  plumes  improve  my  bed. 
.  My  cow  rewards  me  all  flie  can 
(Brutes  leave  ingratitude  to  man)  ; 
She  daily  thankful  to  her  lord, 
Crowns  with  necfareous  fweets-my  board: 
Am  I  difeas'd  ?  the  cure  is  known, 
Her  fweeter  juices  mend  my  own. 

I  love,  my  houfe,  and  feldom  roam ; 
Few  vifits  pleafe  me  more  than  home: 
I  pity  that  unhappy  elf 
Who  loves  all  company  but  felf; 
By  idle  pailions  borne  away 
To  opera,  mafquerade,  or  play ; 
Fond  of  thole  hives  where  Folly  reigns, 
And  Britain's  peers  receive  her  chains  j 
Where  the  pert  virgin  flights  a  name, 
And  (corns  to  redden  into  fhame. 
But  know,  my  fair,  to  whom  belong 
The  poet  and  his  artlcfs  fong, 
When  female  cheeks  refufe  to  glow, 
Farewell  to  virtue  here  below  1 
Our  fex  is  loft  to  ev'ry  rule; 
Our  fole  diftinction,  knave  or  fool 


And  would  you  wifh  me  to  reveal 
What  thefe  iuperior  wits  conceal  ? 

*  Though  Dr  Cotton   is  well  known  to  have  been  the  author  of  thefe  Vifions,  they  have  generally 
bten  pubiilhed  without  prefixing  his  name. 
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Tis  to  your  innocence  we  run ; 
Save  us,  ye  fair,  or  we  'r-e  undone; 
Maintain  your  modefty  and  ftation, 
So  women  (hall  preferve  the  nation. 

Mothers,  'tis  laid,  in  days  of  old, 
Efteem'd  their  girls  more  choice  than  gold; 
Too  well  a  daughter's  worth  they  knew, 
To  make  her  cheap  by  public  view: 
Few,  who  their  diamonds'  value  weigh, 
Expoie  thcfe  diamonds  ev'ry  day. 
Then,  if  Sir  Plume  drew  near,  and  frhil'd, 
The  parent  trembled  for  her  chiid  s 
The  firft  advance  alarm'd  her  breaft ; 
And  fancy  pictur'd  all  the  reft. 
But  now  no  mother  fears  a  foe ; 
No  daughter  fhudders  at  a  beau. 

Pleafure  is  all  the  reigning  theme ; 
Our  noon-day  thought,  our  midnight  dream. 
In  Folly's  chace  our  youths  engage, 
And  lhamelefs  crowds  of  tott'ring  age. 
The  die,  the  dance,  th1  intemp'rate  bowl, 
With  various  charms  engrofs  the  foul. 
Are  gold,  fame,  health,  the  terms  of  vice  ? 
The  frantic  tribes  fhall  pay  the  price.  • 
But  tho'  to  ruin  poll  they  run, 
They  '11  think  it  hard  to  be  undone. 

Do  not  arraign  my  want  of  tafte, 
Or  fight,  to  ken  where  joys  are  plac'd. 
They  widely  err  who  think  me  blind ; 
And  I  difclaim  a  ftoic's  mind. 
Like  yours  are  my  fenfations  quite ; 
I  only  ftrive  to  feel  aright. 
My  joys,  like  ftreams,  glide  gently  by; 
Tho'  fmall  their  channel,  never  dry; 
Keep  a  ftill,  even,  fruitful  wave, 
And  blefs  the  neighb'ring  meads- they  lave. 

My  fortune  (for  I'll  mention  all, 
And  more  than  you  dare  tell)  is  fmall ; 
Yet  ev'ry  friend  partakes  my  ftore, 
And  want  goes  fmiling  from  my  door. 
Will  forty  ihillings  warm  the  breaft 
Of  worth  or  induftry  diftreit — 
'  This  fum  I  cheerfully  impart, 
'Tis  fourfcore  pleafures  to  my  heart ; 
And  you  may  make,  by  means  like  thefe, 
Five  talents  ten,  whene'er  you  pleafe. 
'Tis  true,  my  little  purfe  grows  light; 
But  then  I  fleep  fo  fweet  at  night ! 
This  grand  fpecific  will  prevail 
When  all  the  doctor's  opiates  fail. 

You  aflc  what  party  I  purfue; 
Perhaps  you  mean,  *  Whofe  fool  are  you?' 
The  names  of  party  I  deteft ; 
Badges  of  flavery  at  belt : 
I  Ve  too  much  grace  to  play  the  knave, 
And  too  much  pride  to  turn  a  flave. 

I  love  my  country  from  my  foul, 
And  grieve  when  knaves  or  fools  controul: 
I  'm  pleas'd  when  vice  and  folly  fmart, 
Or  at  the  gibbet  or  the  cart: 
Yet  always  pity  where  I  can ; 
Abhor  the  guilt,  but  rriourn  the  man. 


Now  the  religion  of  your  poet — 
Does  not  this  little  preface  (how  it ! 
My  Vifions  if  you  lean  with  care, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  you  '11  find  it  there. 
And  if  my  actions  fuit  my  fong, 
You  can  't  in  confeience  think  me  wrong. 


§111.  Fifion  I.  Slander.    Infcrtbedto  Mifs  **•*. 
My  lovely  girl,  I  write  for  you, 
And  pray  believe  my  Vilions  true ; 
They  '11  form  your  mind  to  ev'ry  grace; 
They  '11  add  new  beauties  to  your  face; 
And  when  old  age  impairs  your  prime, 
You  '11  triumph  o'er  the  fpoils  of  time. 
Childhood  and  youth  engage  my  pen; 
Tis  labour  loft  to  talk  to  men : 
Youth  may  perhaps  reform  when  wrong; 
Age  will  not  liften  to  my  long. 
He  who  at  fifty  is  a  fool, 
Is  far  too  ftubborn  grown  for  fchool. 

What  is  that  vice  which  ftill  prevails, 
When  almoft  ev'ry  paiTion  fails ; 
Which  with  our  very  dawn  begun, 
Nor  ends  but  with  our  fetting  fun ; 
Which,  like  a  noxious  weed,  can  fpoil 
The  faireft  flow'rs,  and  choke  the  foil  1 
'Tis  Slander — and,  with  fhame  I  own, 
The  vice  of  human  kind  alone. 

Be  Slander,  then,  my  leading  dream, 
Tho'  you  're  a  ftranger  to  the  theme  ; 
Thy  fofter  breaft,  and  honeft  heart, 
Scorn  the  defamatory  art; 
Thy  foul  aflerts  her  native  Ikies, 
Nor  afks  detraction's  wings  to  rife ; 
In  foreign  fpoils  let  others  mine, 
Intrinfic  excellence  is  thine. 
The  bird  in  peacock's  plumes  who  fhone 
Could  plead  no  merit  of  her  own ; 
The  filly  theft  betray'd  her  pride, 
And  fpoke  her  poverty  befide. 

Th'  infidious  iland'ring  thief  is  worfe 
Than  the  poor  rogue  who  fteals  your  purfe. 
Say,  he  purloins  your  glitt'ring  ftore ; 
Who  takes  your  gold,  takes  tram — no  more ; 
Perhaps  he  pilfers — to  be  fed — 
Ah  !  guiltlefs  wretch  who  fteals  for  bread  I 
But  the  dark  villain  who  mail  aim 
To  blaft,  my  fair,  thy  fpotlefs  name, 
He'd  fteal  a  precious  gem  away, 
Steal  what  both  Indies  can  't  repay ! 
Here  the  ftrong  pleas  of  want  are  vain, 
Or  the  more  pious  pleas  of  gain. 
No  finking  family  to  fave  ! 
No  gold  to  glut  th'  infatiate  knave  ! 

Improve  the  hint  of  Shakfpeare's  tongue; 
'Twas  thus  immortal  Shakfpeare  fung  * : 
And  truft  the  bard's  unerring  rule, 
For  nature  was  that  poet's  fchool. 

As  I  was  nodding  in  my  chair, 
I  faw  a  rueful  wild  appear ; 
No  verdure  met  my  aching  fight, 
But  hemlock  and  cold  aconite ; 


*  Othello. 
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Two  very  pois'nous  plants,  'tis  true, 
But  not  ib  bad  as  vice  to  you. 

The  dreary  profpecl  fpread  around  j 
Deep  fnow  had  whiten'd  all  the  ground: 
A  bleak  and  barren  mountain  nigh, 
Expos'd  to.  ev'ry  friendlefs  fky  ! 
Here  foul-mouth'd  Slander  lay  reclin'd, 
Her  fnaky  trefics  hifs'd  behind-, 
'  A  bloated  toad-ftool  rais'd  her  head, 
'  The  plumes  of  ravens  were  her  bed*}' 
She  fed  upon  the  viper's  brood, 
And  flak'd  her  impious  thirft  with  blood. 

The  riling  fun,  and  weftern  ray, 
Were  witnefs  to  her  diftant  fway. 
The  tyrant  claim'd  a  mightier  bolt 
Than  the  proud  Perfian  e'er  could  boaft. 
No  conqueft  grae'd  Darius"  fon  f, 
By  his  own  numbers  half  undone: 
Succefs  attended  Slander's  pow'r; 
She  reap'd  freih  laurels  ev'ry  hour. 
Her  troops  a  deeper  fcarlet  wore 
Than  ever  armies  knew  before. 

No  plea  diverts  the  fury's  Vag€, 
The  fury  fpares  nor  fex  nor  age. 
E'en  Merit,  with  deflructave  charms, 
Provokes  the  vengeance  of  her  arms. 

Whene'er  the  tyrant  founds  to  war, 
Her  canker'd  trump  is  heard  afar. 
Pride,  with  a  heart  unknown  to  yield, 
Commands  in  chief,  and  guides  the  field ; 
He  ftalks  with  vaft  gigantic  ilride, 
And  (batters  fear  and  ruin  wide  : 
So  the  impetuous  torrents  (weep 
At  once  whole  nations  to  the  deep. 

Revenge,  that  bafe  Hefperian  JT,  known 
A  chief  fupport  of  Slander's  throne, 
Amid  ft  the  bloody  crowd  is  ihen, 
And  treach'ry  brooding  in  his  mien  ; 
The  monfter  often  chang'd  his  gait, 
But  march'd  refolv'd  and  fix'd  as  fate* 
Thus  the  fell  kite,  whom  hunger  flings, 
Now  fiowly  moves  his  out~flretch'd  wings  y 
Now  fwift  as  lightning  bears  away, 
And  darts  upon  his  trembling  prey. 

Envy  commands  a  facred  band, 
With  fvvord  and  poifon  in  her  hand. 
Around  her  haggard  eye-balls  roll  j 
A  thousand  fiends  poffefs  her  foul. 
The  artful  unfufpected  fprite 
With  fatal  aim  attacks  by  night. 
Her  troops  advance  with  tilent  tread, 
And  ftab  the  hero  in  his  bed; 
Or  moot  t'  e  wing'd  malignant  lie, 
And  female  honours  pine  and  die. 
So  prowling  wolves,  when  darknefs  reigns, 
Intent  on. murder,  fcour  the  plains  ; 
Apnrcach  the  folds  where  lambs  repofe, 
Whole  guilelefs  bieails  fufpect  no  foes } 


The  favage  gluts  his  fierce  defires, 
And  bleating  innocence  expires. 

Slander  fmil'd  horribly,  to  view 
How  wide  her  cenquefts  daily  grew  J 
Around  the  crowded  levees  wait, 
Like  oriental  Haves  of  flate; 
Of  either  fex  whole  armies  preft, 
But  chiefly  of  the  fair  and  heft. 

Is  it  a  breach  of  friend/hip's  law, 
To  fay  what  female  friends  I  faw? 
Slander  afiumes  the  idol's  part, 
And  claims  the  tribute  of  the  heart; 
The  bed  in  fbme  unguarded  hour, 
Have  bow'd  the  knee,  and  own'd  her  pow'r 
Then  let  the  poet  not  reveal 
What  candour  wi  flies  to  conceal. 

If  I  beheld  fome  faulty  fair, 
Much  worfe  delinquents  crowded  there: 
Prelates  in  facred  lawn  I  faw, 
Grave  phyfic,  and  loquacious  law; 
Courtiers,  like  fummer  flies,  abound; 
And  hungry  poets  fvvarm  around. 
But  now  my  partial  flory  ends, 
And  makes  my  females  full  amends. 

If  Albion's  iflc  fuch  dreams  fuiiiis, 
'Tis  Albion's  ifle  which  cures  the  ills: 
Fertile  of  ev'ry  worth  and  grace. 
Which  warm  the  heart  and  flufh  the  face. 

Fancy  difcios'd  a  fmiling  train 
Of  Britifh  nymphs  that  tripp'd  the  plain* 
Good-nature  firft,  a  fylvan  queen, 
Attir'd  in  robes  of  cheerful  green ; 
A  fair  and  i  mi  ling  virgin  fhe  ! 
With  ev'iy  charm  that  mines  in  thee. 
Prudence  afTum'd  'the  chief  command, 
And  bore  a  mirror  in  her  hand  ; 
Grey  was  the  matron's  head  by  age, 
Her  mind  by  long  experience  ffige ; 
Of  ev'ry  diftant  ill  afraid, 
'And  anxious  for  the  flmp'ring  maid. 
The  Graces  dane'd  before  the  fair; 
And  white-rob'd  Innocence  was  there. 
The  trees  with  golden  fruits  were  crownM, 
And  rifing  flow'rs  adorn 'd  the  ground; 
Fhe  fun  difplay'd  eacli  brighter  ray, 
And  fhone  in  all  the  pride  of  day: 

When  Slander  ficken'd  at  the  fight, 
And  fculk'd  away  to  fhun  the  light. 


§  112.     Vijhn  II.     P leaf u  re, 
HEAR,  ye  fair  mothers  of  our  ifle, 
Nor  fcorn  your  Poet's  homely  ftyle. 
What  tfao"  my  thoughts  be  quaint  or  new, 
I'll  warrant  that  my  doctrine  *s  true: 
Or,  if  my  fentiments  be  old, 
Remember  truth  is  Veiling  gold. 

You  judge  it  of  important  weight, 
To  keep  your  rifing  offspring  flraight; 


*  Garth's  Difpenfarory. 

f  Xerxes,  king  of  Perfta,  and  fon  of  Darius. 


He  invaded  Greece  with  a  1  army  confiding  of  more 
than  a  million  of  men  (fom  fay  more  Chan  two  millions) ;  who,  together  with  tluir  ca.tle,  |  cri  b*J  ia 
a  great  meaiure  thrwugh  the  inability  of  the  countries  to  fupply  fuch  a  vA\  hoft  with  provifioo. 
•    X  Hefperia  includes  Italy  as  well  as  Spain;  and  the  inhabitants  of  both  are  remarkable  for  their 
revengeful  difpofitions. 
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For  this  fuch  anxious  moments  feel, 
And  alk  the  friendly  aids  of  fteel  ; 
For  this  import  the  diftant  cane, 
Or  flay  the  monarch  of  the  main. 
And  (hall  the  foul  be  warp'd  afide 
By  paffion,  prejudice,  and  pride? 
Deformity  of  heart  I  call 
The  worll  deformity  of  all. 
Your  cares  to  body  are  connn'd  ; 
Few  fear  obliquity  of  mind. 
Why  not  adorn  the  better  part  ? 
This  is  a  noble  theme  for  art. 
For  -what  is  form,  or  \\ hat  is  face, 
But  the  foul's  index,  or  its  cafe  ? 

Now  take  a  limile  at  hand, 
Compare  the  mental  foil  to  land. 
Shall  fields  be  tili'd  with  annual  care, 
And  minds  lie  fallow  ev'ry  year? 
Oh,  fmce  the  crop  depends  on  you, 
Give  them  the  culture  which  is  due ; 
Hoe  ev'ry  weed,  and  drefs  the  foil, 
So  harvest  dial!  repay  your  toil. 

If  human  minds  refemhle  trees 
(As  evYy  moralift  agrees), 
Pnflne  all  the  ftragglers  of  your  vine, 
Then  ihall  the  purple  chillers  mine. 
The  gard'ner  knows  that  fruitful  life 
Demands  his  falutary  knife ; 

r  ev'ry  will  luxuriant  (hoot 
Or  robs  the  bloom,  or  ftarves  the  fruit. 

A  fatiriir.  *  in  Roman  times, 
When  Rome,  like  Britain,  groan'd  with  crimes, 
AiTerts  it  for  a  facred  truth, 
That  pleafures  are  the  bane  of  youth  j 
That  fbrrows  fuch  purfuits  attend, 
Or  fuch  purfuits  in  fonowa  end  : 
That  all  the  wild  advenfrer  gains, 
Are  perils,  penitence,  and  pains. 
Approve,  ye  fair,  the  Roman  page, 
And  bid  your  fons  revere  the  iage; 
In  ftody  fpend  their  midnight  oil, 
And  ftring  their  nerves  by  manly  toil. 
Thus  mail  they  grow,  like  Temple,  wifej 
Thus  future  Lockes  and  Newtons  rife} 
Or  hardy  chiefs  to  wield  the  lance, 
.And  lave  us  from  the  chains  of  France. 
Yes,  bid  your  fons  betimes  forego 
TlK>fe  treachYous  patios  where  pleafures  griw, 
Where  the  young  mind  is  Folly's  Have ; 
Where- ev'ry  virtue  find?  a  grave. 

Let  each  bright  character  be  nam'd, 
For  wifdom  or  for  valour  fam'd. 
Are  the  dear  youths  to  fcience  prone  ? 
Tell  how  th'  immortal  Bacon  fhone ! 
Who,  leaving  meaner  joys  to  kings, 
Soar'd  high  on  contemplation's  wings  j 
Rang'd  the  fair  fields  of  nature  o'er, 
Where  r.  .-ver  mortal  trod  before  : 
-  Bacon  !   whofe  vaft  capacious  plan 
Befpoke  him  angel  more  than  mm  ! 

Does  love  of  martial  fame  in  ->ire  ? 
CUerilh,  ye  fair,  the  ger.'rous  ri 

*  Periins, 


Teach  them  to  fpurn  inglorious  reft, 
Andfou*e  the  hero  in  their  breaft : 
Painty  Oefly's  vanquifh'd  field  anew, 
Their  fouls  lhall  kindle  at  the  view  ; 
Refolv'd  to  conquer  or  to  fall, 
When  Liberty  and  Britain  call. 
Thus  ihall  they  rule  the  crimfon  plain, 
Or  hurl  the:r  thunders  thro'  the  main  ; 
Gain  with  their  blood,  nor  grudge  the  coft, 
What  their  degen'rate  fires  have  loll: 
The  laurel  thus  fhall  grace  their  brow, 
As  Churchill's  once,  or  Warren's  now. 

One  iummer's  eveaing,  as  I  ftray'd 
Along  the  filent  moon -light  glade, 
With  thefe  rerieclions  in  my  breaft, 
Beneath  an  oak  I  funk  to  reft ; 
A  gentle  ilumber  intervenes, 
And  fancy  drefs 'd  inftruclive  fcenes. 

Methough.t  a  fpacious  road  I  fpied, 
And  irately  trees  adorn'd  its  fide ; 
Frequented  by  a  giddy  crowd 
Of  thoughtlefs  mortals,  vain  and  loud ; 
Who  tripp'd  with  jocund  heel  along, 
And  bade  me  join  their  fmiling  throng. 

I  ftraight  obey'd — perfuafion  hung 
Like  honey  oh  the  fpeaker's  tongue  : 
A  cloudlefs  fun  improv'd  the  day, 
And  pinks  and  rofes  itrew'd  our  way. 

Now  as  our  journey  we  purfue, 
A  beauteous  fabric  rofe  to  viewj 
A  ftately  dome,  and  fweetly  grac'd 
With  ev'ry  ornament  of  tafte. 
This  ilructure  was  a  female's  claim, 
And  Pleafure  was  the  Monarch's  name. 

The  hall  we  enter'd  uncontrourd, 
And  law  the  queen  enthron'd  on  gold: 
Arabian  fweets  perfum'd  the  ground, 
And  laughing  Cunid's  flutter'd  round; 
A  flovving  veil  adorn'd  the  fair, 
And  flow'ry  chaplets  wreath'd  her  hair. 
Fraud  taught  the  queen  a  tli^ufand  w. 
A  thouiajid  foft  infidious  fmiles ; 
Love  taught  her  lifping  tongue  to  fpeak, 
And  form'd  the  dimple  in  her  cheek  j 
The  lily  and  the  damafic  rofe 
The  tinclure  of  her  face  compofe^ 
Nor  did  the  god  of  wit  difdain 
To  mingle  with  the  mining  train. 
Her  vot'ries  flock  from  various  parts, 
And  chiefiy  youth  refign'd  their  hearts  j 
The  old  in  fparing  numbers  prefs'd, 
But  awkward  devotees  at  beft  ! 

*  Now  let  us  range  at  large,'  we  cried, 
'  Turo'  all  the  garden's  boafted  pride.' 
:nes  fp.ead  the  iilver  flow'r, 
ck  the  wall,  or  weave  the  bow'r; 
nea  mix  in  am'rous  play, 
\nd  bn  athe  their  fragrant  lives  away, 
licre  riiing  myrtles  form  a  (hade; 
There  rotes  biufh,  and  fGent  the  glade  j 

orange,  wirh  a  vernal  face, 
'.Years  tv'ry  rich  autvimnal  grace  j 
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While  the  young  blofibms  here  unfold, 
There  fhines  the  fruit  like  pendent  gold. 
Citrons  their  balmy  fvveets  exhale, 
And  triumph  in  the  diftant  gale. 
Now  fountains,  murmuring  to  the  fong, 
Roll  their  tranilucent  ftreams  along; 
Thro'  all  the  aromatic  groves 
The  faithful  turtles  coo  their  loves; 
The  lark  afcending  pours  his  notes, 
And  linnets  fwell  their  rapt'rous  throats. 

Pleafure,  imperial  fair  !  how  gay 
Thy  empire,  and  how  wide  thy  fway ! 
Enchanting  queen,  how  f'oft  thy  reign  ! 
How  man,  fond  man  !  implores  thy  chain! 
Yet  thine  each  meretricious  art, 
That  weakens  and  corrupts  the  heart : 
The  childim  toys,  and  wanton  page, 
Which  fink  and  proftit  ute  the  fbige ! 
The  mafquerade,  that  juft  offence 
To  virtue,  and  reproach  to  fenfe  1 
The  midnight  dance,  the  mantling  bowl, 
And  all  that  diflipate  the  foul ; 
All  that  to  ruin  man  combine, 
Yes,  fpecious  harlot !  all  are  thine. 

Whence  fprung  th'  accurfed  lull  of  pl?-y» 
Which  beggars  thoufands  in  a  day  ? 
Speak,  forc'refs,  fpeak  (for  thou  canft  tell), 
Who  call'd  the  treach'rous  card  from  hell: 
Now  man  profanes  his  reasoning  pow'rs, 
i  rofanes  fweet  friendihip's  facred  hours; 
Abandon'd  to  inglorious  ends, 
And  faithlefs  to  himfelf  and  friends ; 
A  dupe  to  ev'ry  artful  knave, 
To  ev'ry  abje<5t  wifh  a  flave: 
But  who  againft  himfelf  combines, 
Abets  his  enemy's  defigns. 
When  rapine  meditates  a  blow, 
He  ihares  the  guilt  who  aids  the  foe. 
Is  man' a  thief  who  fteals  my  pelf — 
How  great  his  theft  who  robs  himfelf  ? 
Is  man,  who  gulls  his  friend,  a  cheat — 
How  heinous,  then,  is  felf- deceit  ? 
Is  murder  juftly  deem'd  a  crime — 
How  black  his  guilt  who  murders  time ! 
Should  cuilom  plead,  as  cuftom  will, 
Grand  precedents  to  palliate  ill; 
Shall 'modes  and  forms  avail  with  me, 
When  reafon  di/avows  the  plea  ? 
Who  games  is  felon  of  his  wealth, 
His  time,  his  liberty,  his  health  : 
Virtue  forfakes  his  fordid  mind. 
And  Honour  {corns  to  ftay  behind. 
From  man  when  thefe  bright  cherubs  part, 
Ah,  what's  the  poor  deferted  heart ! 
A  favage  wild  that  mocks  the  light ! 
Or  chacs,  and  impervious  night ! 
Each  gen'rous  principle  deitroy'd, 
And  daemons  crowd  the  frightful  void: 

Shall  Slam's  elephant  fupply 
1  he  baneful  defeating  die  ! 
Again  it  the  honeil  fylvan's  will, 
You  taugl  v'ry  talk  to  kill. 

HeaWn,  fontl  its  favours  to  diipenfe, 
Gave  him  that  weapon  for  defence: 


That  weapon  for  his  guard  defign'd, 
You  render'd  fatal  to  mankind. 
He  plann'd  no  death  for  thoughtlefs  youth  j 
You  gave  the  venom  to  his  tooth. 
Blufh,  tyrant,  blufh  !  for,  oh  !   'tis  true, 
That  no  fell  ferpent  bites  like  you. 

The  gueils  were  order'd  to  depart ; 
Reluctance  iat  on  every  heart : 
A  porter  fhew'd  a  di it' 'rent  door, 
Not  the  fair  portal  known  before. 
The  gates,  methought,  were  open'd  wide  j 
The  crowds  defcended  in  a  tide  : 
But  oh  !  ye  heavens,  what  vait  furprife 
Struck  the  adv<:nt'rers'  frighted  eyes  ! 
A  barren  heath  before  us  lay, 
And  gath'ring  clouds  obfeur'd  the  day; 
The  darkneis  rofe  in  finoky  fpires ; 
The  lightnings  flafh'd  their  livid  fires; 
Loud  peals  of  thunder  rent  the  air, 
While  vengeance  chill'd  our  hearts  with  fear. 

Five  rutnlefis  tyrants  fway'd  the  plain, 
And  triumph'd  o'er  the  mangled  flain. 
Here  fat  Diftafte,  with  lickly  mien, 
And  more  than  half  devour' d  with  fpleen  : 
There  flood  Remorfe  with  thought  oppreft, 
And  vipers  feeding  on  his  brealt : 
Then  Want,  dejected,  pale,  -and  thin, 
With  bones  juft  darting  thro'  his  fkin; 
A  ghafily  fiend ! — and  clofe  behind, 
Difeafe  his  aching  head  reclin'd; 
His  everlafting  thirft  confefs'd 
The  fires  which  rag'd  within  his  breaft  : 
Dtath  clos'd  the  train!  the  hideous  form 
Smil'd,  unrelenting,  in  the  itorm ; 
When  itraight  a  doleful  fhriek  was  heard  : 
I  'woke — the  vifion  difappear'd. 

Let  not  the  unexperiene'd  boy 
Deny  that  pleafures  will  deftroy; 
Or  fay  that  dreams  are  vain  and  wild, 
Like  fairy  tales  to  pleafe  a  child. 
Important  hints  the  wife  may  reap 
From  fillies  of  the  foul  in  deep  : 
And  i'ince  there  's  meaning;  in  my  dream, 
The  moral  merits  your  efleem. 


§   113.     Vifion  III.     Health. 
Attend  my  Vi lions,  thoughtlefs  youths, 
Ere  long  you  '11  think  them  weighty  truths  \ 
Prudent  it  were  to  think  10  now, 
Ere  age  has  filver'd  o'er  your  brow  : 
For  he,  who  at  his  early  years 
H.;is  fown  in  vice,  mail  reap  in  tears. 
If  folly  has  poffefs'd  his  prime, 
Difeafe  mall  gather  ftrength  in  time: 
Poifon  mall  rage  in  ev'ry  vein  ; 
Nor  penitence  dilute  the  flain  : 
And  when  each  hour  fhall  urge  his  fate, 
Thought,  like  the  doctor,  comes  too  late, 

The  fubject  of  my  fong  is  Health, 
A  good  fuperior  far  to  wealth. 
Can  the  young  mind  diftruit  its  worth  ? 
Confuit  the  monarchs  of  the  earth  : 
Imperial  czars,  and  fultans,  own 
No. gem  fo  bright  that  decks  their  throne ;    > 
0  6  Each 
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Each  for  this  pearl  his  crown  would  quit, 
And  turn  a  ruftic,  or  a  cit. 

Mark,  tho*  the  bleifing's  loft:  vvith  eafe, 
*Tis  not  recovered  when  you  pleale. 
Say  not  that  gruels  fliall  avail  ; 
For  ialutary  gruels  fail: 
Say  not,  Apollo's  fons  fucceed; 
Apollo's  ion  is  Egypt's  *  reed. 
How  fruitlefs  the  phylician's  (kill, 
How  vain  the  penitential  pill, 
The  marble  monuments  proclaim; 
The  humbler  turf  confirms  the  fame! 
Prevention  is  the  better  cure; 
So  lays  the  proverb,  and  'tis  fure. 

Would  you  extend  your  narrow  fpan, 
And  make  the  molt  of  life  you  can; 
Would  you,  when  med'eines  cannot  fave, 
Defcend  with  eafe  into  the  grave- 
Calmly  retire,  like  evening  light, 
And  cheerful  bid  the  world  good  night  ? 
Let  Temp1  ranee  conftantly  preiide; 
Our  heft  phyiician,  friend,  and  guide ! 
Would  you  to  wifdom  make  pretence, 
Proud  to  be  thought  a  man  of  fenfe  ? 
Let  Temp'rance  (always  friend  to  fame) 
With  fteady  hand  direct  your  aim  ! 
Or,  like  an  archer  in  the  dark, 
Your  random  ihaft  will  mifs  the  mark : 
For  they  who  (light  her  golden  rules, 
In  wiidom's  volume  ft  and  for  fools. 

But  morals,  unadorn'd  by  art, 
Are  feldom  known  to  reach  the  heart: 
I  '11  therefore  ftrive  to  raiie  my  theme 
With  all  the  fcenery  of  a  dream. 

Soft  were  my  numbers,  fweet  my  reft, 
Such  as  the  infant's  on  the  bre.i:. 
When  fancy,  ever  on  the  wing, 
And  fruitful  as  the  genial  fpring, 
Prefented  in  a  biaze  of  light, 
A  new  creation  to  my  light. 

A  rural  landfcape  I  deicried, 
Pre  ft  in  the  robes  of  fummer  pride; 
The  herds  adorn'd  the  Hoping  hills  ; 
That  glitter'd  with  their  tinkling  rills; 
Below.,  the  fleecy  mothers  it  ray 'd, 
And  round  their  fportive  lambkins  play'd. 

Nigh  to  a  murmuring  brook  I  faw 
An  humble  cottage,  thatch'd  with  itraw; 
Behind,  a  garden,  that  fupplied 
Ail  things  for  ufe,  and  none  for  pride: 
Beauty  prevailed  thro'  ev'ry  part; 
But  more  of  nature  than  of  art. 
■     *  Hail,  thou  fweet,  calm,  unenvied  feat!-' 
I  faid,  and  blefs'd  the  fair  retreat; 
'  Here  would  I  pafs  my  remnant  days, 
'  Unknown  to  cenfure  or  to  praife ; 
'  Forget  the  world,  and  be  forgot, 
*  As  Pope  defcribes  his  veftal's  lot.* 

While  thus  I  mus'd,  a  beauteous  maid 
Stepp'd  from  a  thicket's  neighbouring  iliade; 
Not  Hampton's  gallery  can  boair, 
Nor  Hudlbn  paint,  fo  fair  a  toaft: 


She  claimed  the  cottage  for  her  own  : 
To  Health  a  cottage  is  a  throne. 

The  annals  fay  (to  prove  her  worth) 
The  Graces  fclemniz'd  her  birth. 
Garlands  of  various  now'rs  they  wrought, 
The  orchard's  bluihing  pride  they  brought: 
Hence  in  her  face  the  lily  ipeaks, 
And  hence  the  rofe  which  paints  her  cheeks  j 
The  cherry  gave  her  lips  to  glow; 
Her  eyes  were  debtors  to  the  iloe ; 
And,  to  complete  the  lovely  fair, 
'Tis  faid  the  chefnut  ftain'd  her  hair. 

The  virgin  was  averfe  to  courts, 
But  often  Teen  in  rural  fports: 
When  in  her  roly  velt  the  morn 
Walks  o'er  the  dew-befpangled  lawn, 
The  nymph  is  nrft  to  form  the  race, 
Or  wind  the  horn,  and  lead  the  chace, 

Sudden  I  heard  a  fhouting  train; 
Glad  acclamations  fiU'd  the  plain; 
Unbounded  joy  improv'd  the  fcene, 
For  Health  .was  loud  proclaim'd  a  queen. 

Two  fmiling  cherubs  grae'd  her  throne 
(To  modern  courts,  I  fear,  unknown)  : 
One  was  the  nymph  that  loves  the  light, 
Fair  Innocence,  array'd  in  white; 
With  lifter  Peace  in  clofe  embrace, 
And  heaven  all  opening  in  her  face. 

The  reign  was  long,  the  empire  great,, 
And  Virtue  minifter  of  ftate. 
In  other  kingdoms,  ev'ry  hour,    . 
You  hear  of  Vice  preferred  to  power : 
Vice  was  a  perfect  ftranger  here ; 
No  knaves  engrofs'd  the  royal  ear: 
No  fools  obtain'd  this  monarch's  grace; 
Virtue  difpos'd  of  ev'ry  place. 

What  tlckly  appetites  are  ours, 
Still  varying  with  the  var)-ing  hours  ! 
And  tho'  from- good  to  bad  we  range, 
*  No  matter'  fays  the  fool,  '  'tis  change'' 

Her  fubjects  now  exprefs'd  apace 
Difiatis'faction  in  their  face; 
Some  view  the  ftate  with  Envy's  eye ; 
Some  were  difpleas'd,  they  knew  not  why; 
When  Faction,  ever  bold  and  vain, 
With  rigour  tax'd  their  monarch's  reign. 
Thus,  lhould  an  angel  from  above? 
Fraught  with  benevolence  and  love, 
Defcend  to  earth,  and  here  impart 
Important  truths  to  mend  the  heart, 
Would  not  th'  inftrucrive  gueft  difpenfe 
With  paiiion,  appetite,  and  fenfe, 
We  mould  his  heavenly  lore  defpife, 
And  lend  him  to  his  former  ikies. 
A  dang'rous  hoftile  pow'r  arofe 
To  Health,  whofe  houlehold  were  her  foes: 
A  harlot's  looie  attire  lhe  wore, 
And  Luxury  the  name  ilie  bore. 
This  prince  fs  of  unbounded  fway, 
Whom  AuVs  fofter  fons  obey, 
Made  war  againft  the  queen  of  Health 
Aiiiited  by  the  troops  of  Wealth. 


*  Tn  allufion  to  2  Kin^s,  xviii.  2 1. 
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The  queen  was  firft  to  take  the  field, 
Arm'd  with  her  helmet  and  her  Ihield  ; 
Temper'd  with  fuch  liiperior  art, 
That  both  were  proof  to  ev'ry  dart. 
Two  warlike  chief's  approacird  the  green, 
And  wond'rous  fav'rites  with  the  queen ; 
Both  were  of  Amazonian  race; 
Both  high  in  merit  and  in  place. 
Here  Refolution  march'd,  whofe  foul 
No  fear  could  (hake,  no  pow'r  controul ; 
The  heroine  wore  a  Roman  veil ; 
A  lion's  heart  informed  her  breaft. 
There  prudence  fhone,  vdiofe  l)ofom  wrought 
With  all  the  various  plans  of  Thought; 
'Twas  hers  to  bid  the  troops  engage, 
And  teach  the  battle  where  to  rage. 

And  now  the  Syren's  armies  prefs ; 
Their  van  was  headed  by  Excels; 
The  mighty  wings  that  form'd  the  fide, 
Commanded  by  that  giant  Pride; 
While  Sicknefs,  and  her  lifters,  Pain 
And  Poverty,  the  centre  gain: 
Repentance,  with  a  brow  i'evere, 
And  Death  were  ltation'd  in  the  rear! 

Health  rang'd  her  troops  with  matchlefs  art, 
And  acled  the  defenfive  part ; 
Her  army  polled  on  a  hill, 
Plainly  belpoke  fuperior  lkill. 
Hence  were  difcover'd,  through  the  plain, 
The  motions  of  the  hollile  train  : 
While  Prudence,  to  prevent  furprife, 
Oft  fallied  with  her  trulty  fpies  ; 
Explored  each  ambufcade  below, 
And  reconnoitred  well  the  foe. 
Afar  when  Luxury  def cried 
Inferior  force  by  art  fupplied, 
The  Syren  fpake — •  Let  Fraud  prevail, 
*  Since  all  my  num'rous  hofts  rmtft  fail;   - 
'  Henceforth  hollilities  fhall  ceafe  ; 
'  I'll  fend  to  Health  and  offer  peace.' 

Straight  (be  difpatch'd,  with  pow'rs  complete, 
Pleafure,  her  minifter,  to  treat. 
This  wicked  1'trumpet  topp'd  her  part, 
And  fow'd  fedition  in  the  heart ! 
Thro'  ev'ry  troop  the  poifon  ran  j 
All  were  infected  to  a  man. 
The  wary  generals  were  won 
By  Plea  fare's  wiles,  and  both  undone. 

Jove  held  the  troops  in  high  difgrace, 
/aid  badedifeafes  blalt  the  race; 
Look'd  on  the  queen  with  melting  eyes, 
And  fnatch'd  his  darling  to  the  ikies : 
Who  Hill  regards  thofe  wiferfew, 
That  dare  her  dilates  to  purfue. 
For  where  her  ftrieler  law  prevails, 
1  ho"1  paffion  prompts  or  vice  a  flails, 
Lorg  final!  tl  ey  cloud iffs  Ikies  behold, 
And  their  calm  fun-fet  beam  with  gold. 

§  114..     Vtfiori.  IV.     Content. 
Ma  nt  is  deceiv'd  by  outward  fliow — 
*Tis  a  'plain  homeipun  truth  I  kn'owj 
The  fraud  prevails  at  ev'ry  age, 
'  0  fays  the  fchool-boy  and  the  iage  : 


Yet  Hill  we  hug  the  dear  deceit, 
I  And  Itill  exclaim  againll  the  cheat. 
But  whence  this  inconlillent  part? 
Say,  moralius,  who  know  the  heait: 
If  you'll  this  labyrinth  purfue, 
I'll  go  before,  and  find  the  clue. 

I  dream'd  ('twas  on  a  birth-day  night) 
A  fumptuous  palace  role  to  fight:    - 
The  builder  had,  thro'  ev'ry  part, 
Obferv'd  the  chafteft  rules  of  art; 
Raphael  and  Titian  had  difplay'd 
All  the  full  force  of  light  and  (hades 
Around  the  livened  fervants  wait; 
An  aged  porter  kqit  the  g 

As  I  was  traverfmg  the  hall, 
Where  BrulTels  looms  adorn 'd  the  wall 
(Whole  lap'ltry  i'hews,  without  my  aid, 
A  nun  is  no  fuch  ufelefs  maid), 
A  graceful  perfon  came  in  view 
(His  form,  it  teems,  is  known  to  few); 
His  d'refs  was  uivdorn'd  with  lace, 
But  charms!  a  thouland  in  his  face. 

*  This,  Sir,  your  property  V ■  I  cried; 
'-  Mailer  and  manlion  coincide: 

Where  all,  indeed,  is  truly  great, 
And  proves  that  blils  may  dwell  with  flate: 
Pray,  Sir,  indulge  a  Granger's  claim, 
And  grant  the  favour  of  your  name.' 

*  Content!'  the  lovely  form  replied; 
But  think  not  here  that  I  reftde: 
Here  lives  a  Courtier,  bale  ana  fly; 
An  open,  honeft  r-nilic,  I. 

Our  tafte  and  manners  difagree; 
His  levee  bdafts  no  charms  for  me : 
For  titles,  and  the  fmiles  of  king-, 
To  me  are  cheap,  unheeded  things. 
('Tis  virtue  can  a'.one  impart 
The  patent  of  a  ducal  heart: 
Unleis  this  herald  fpeaks  him  great, 
What  {hall  avail  the  glare  of  Hate  ?) 
Thofe  fecret  charms  are  my  delight, 
Which  thine  remote  from  public  light— 
Paflions  fubdued,  deiires  at  reft : 
And  hence  his  chaplain  lharcs  my  bread* 
'  There  was  a  time  (his  grace  can  tell) 
I  knew  the  duke  exceeding  well; 
Knew  ev'ry  fecret  of  his  heart; 
In  truth,  we  never  were  a  pari": 
But  when  the  court  became  his  end, 
He  turn'd  his  back  upon  his  friend. 

*  One  day  I  call'd  upon  his  grace, 
Jull  as  the  duke  had  got  a  place : 

I  thought  (but  thought  amifs,  'tis  clear) 
I  Ihould  be  welcome  to  the  peer; 
Yes,  welcome  to  a  man  in  pow'r  ; 
And  Co  I  was — for  half  an  hour  : 
But  he  grew  weary  of  his  guefty 
And  foon  difcarded  me  his  breall; 
Upbraided  me  with  want  of  merit, 
But  mod  for  poverty  of  fpirir. 

*  You  relifli  not  the  great  man's  lot! 
Come,  halten  to  my  humbler  cot. 
Think  me  not  partial  to  the  great, 
I'm  a  fworn  foe  to  pride  and  Itate ! 


No 
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*  No  monarch  mares  my  kind  embrace  ; 

«   There's  lcarce  a  monarch  knows  my  face; 
«  Conrcnt  ihuns  courts,  and  oftner  &  wells 

*  With  model!  worth  in  rural  cells; 

■  There's  no  complaint,  tl  o'  brown  the  bread, 

*  Or  the  rude  turf  fulkun  the  head; 

'  Tho'  hard  the  couch,  and  coarfe  the  meat, 
'  Still  the  brown  loaf  and  fleep  arc  fvveet. 

1  Far  from  the  city  I  refde, 
«  And  a  thatch'd  cottage  all  my  pride. 
'  True  to  my  heart,  I  leldom  roam, 

*  Eccauie  I  Mud  my  joys  at  home  : 

*  For  foreign  vifits  then  begin 

*  When  the  man  feels  a  void  within. 

*  Hut  tho'  from  towns  and  crowds  I  fly, 
'  No  humorift,  nor  cynic,  I. 
f  Amidft  fequeiter'd  fhades  I  prize 
'  The  friendihips  of  the  good  and  wife. 

*  Bid  Virtu,  and  her  fons  attend, 

«  Virtue  wiii  tell  thee,  I'm  her  friend; 

<  Tell  thee  I'm  faithful,  conftant,  kind, 

.  and  lowly,  and  relign'd; 
«  Will  fay,  there's  no diitinction  known 

<  Betwixt  her  houfhould  and  my  own.' 

AUTHOR. 

If  thefe  the  friendihips  you  purfue, 
Your  friends,  I  fearj  are  very  few. 
So  little  company,  you  iay, 
Ye  t  fond  of  home  from  day  to  day ! 
How  do  you  fhun  Detraction's  rod? 
I  doubt  your  neighbours  think  you  odd ! 

CONTENT. 

I  commune  with  myfelf  at  night, 
And  aik  my  heart  if  all  're  right: 
If  '  Right'  replies  my  faithful  bread, 
I  fmile,  and  dole  my  eyes  to  reft. 

AUTHOR. 

You  feem  regardlefe  of  the  town  : 
Pray,  Sir,  hew  iland  you  with  the  gown  ? 

CONTENT. 

The  clergy  fay  they  love  me  well; 
Whether  they  do,  they  bell  can  tell: 
They  paint  me  modeifc,  friendly  wife, 
And  always  praiie  me  to  the  ikies: 
But  if  conviction's  at  the  heart, 
Why  not  a  correfpondent  part  ? 
For  (hall  the  learned  tongue  prevail, 
If  get  ions  preach  a  difPrent  tale? 
Who'll,  feek  my  door,  and  grace  my  walls, 
When  neither  dean  nor  prelate  calls? 

With  thofe  my  friendships  muft  obtain, 
Who  prize  their  duty  more  than  gain ; 
Soft  flow  the  hours  whene'er  we  meet, 
And  confeious  virtue  is  our  treat ; 
Our  harmlefs  breaits  no  envy  know, 
And  hence  we  fear  no  fecret  foe ; 
Our  walks  Ambition  ne'er  attends, 
And  hence  00  pow'rful  friends: 

We  with  the  belt  to  church  and  ftate, 
But  leave  the  fttcrage  to  the  great; 
Carelefs  who  riies  or  who  fails, 
And  never  dream  of  vacant  ftalls; 


Much  lefs,  by  pride  or  intTcft  drawn, 
Sigh  for  the  mitre  and  the  lawn. 
\)bferve  the  iecrets  of  my  art, 
1*11  fundamental  truths  impart; 
If  you  '11  my  kind  advice  purfue, 
I'll  quit  my  hut,  and  dwell  with  you. 

The  pafiions  are  a  num'rous  crowd, 
Imperious,  pofitive,  and  loud  : 
Curb  thefe  licentious  fons  of  ftrife  ; 
Hence  chiefly  rile  the  itorms  of  life: 
If  they  grow  mutinous,  and  rave, 
They  are  thy  mailers,  thou  their  Have. 

Regard  the  world  with  cautious  eye, 
Nor  raife  your  expectation  high. 
See  that  the  balanc'd  Icales  be  fucb, 
You  neither  fear  nor  hope  too  much : 
For  di (appointment's  not  the  thing; 
'Tis  pride  and  pamon  point  the  fting, 
Life  is  a  fea,  where  ftorms  muft  rife; 
'Tis  folly  talks  of  cloudlefs  Ikies; 
He  who  contracts  his  fwelling  fail, 
Eludes  the  fury  of  the  gale. 

Be  ftill,  nor  anxious  "thoughts  employ; 
Dikruft  embitters  prefent  joy : 
On  God  for  all  events  depend; 
You  cannot  want  when  God's  your  friend. 
Weigh  well  your  part,  and  do  your  bell; 
Leave  to  your  Maker  all  the  relt. 
The  hand  which  form'd  thee  in  the  womb, 
Guides  from  the  cradle  to  the  tomb. 
Can  the  fond  mother  flight  her  boy  ? 
Can  me  forget  her  prattling  joy  ? 
Say,  then,  mall  fov'reign  love  defert 
The  humble  and  the  honeft  heart  ? 
Heaven  may  not  giant  thee  all  thy  mind; 
Yet  fay  not  thou,  that  Keavns  unkind. 
God  is  alike  both  good  and  wife 
In  what  he  grants  and  what  denies  : 
Perhaps,  what  Goodnefs  gives  to-day, 
Te-morrow  Goodnefs  takes  away. 

You  lay,  that  troubles  intervene; 
That  forrows  darken  half  the  fcene. 
True — and  this  confequence  you  fee, 
The  world  was  ne'er  dengn'd  for  thee: 
You  're  like  a  panenger  below, 
That  ftays  perhaps  a  night  or  lb; 
But  ltil!  his  native  country  lies 
Beyond  the  bound'ries  of  the  Ikies. 

Of  Heaven  alk  virtue,  wifdom,  health, 
But  never  let  thy  pray'r  be  wealth. 
If  food  be  thine  (rho'  little  gold), 
And  raiment  to  repel  the  coid ; 
Such  as  may  Nature's  wants  fufBce, 
Not  what  from  pride  and  folly  rife ; 
If  foft  the  motions  of  thy  foul, 
A.nd  a  calm  confeience  crown  the  whole; 
Add  but  a  friend  to  all  this  ftore, 
You  can't  in  reafon  wifh  for  more: 
And  if  kind  Heaven  this  comfort  brings, 
'Tis  more  than  Heaven  bellows  on  kingj. 

He  fpake — the  airy  fpectre  flies, 
And  ftraight  the  fweet  illulion  dies, 
The  vilion,  at  the  early  dawn, 
Ccxfign'd  me  to  the  thoughtful  morn ; 
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To  all  the  cares  of  waking  clay, 
And  inconfiftent  dreams  of  day. 


§  115.     Vifion   V.     Happinefs, 
Ye  ductile  youths,  whofe  rifing  fun 
Hath  many  circles  ftill  to  run  ; 
Who  wifely  wifh  the  pilot's  chart, 
To  fleer  thro1  life  th'  unfteady  heart  ; 
And,  all  the  thoughtfal  voyage  paft, 
To  gain  a  happy  port  at  laft : 
Attend  a  Seer's  inftruclive  fong; 
For  moral  truths  to  dreams  bclqng. 
I  faw  this  wondrous  Vilion  loon, 
Long  ere  my  fun  had  reach'd  its  noon  5 
Juft  when  the  rifing  beard  began 
To  grace  my  chin,  and  tall  me  man. 

One  night,  when  balmy  llumbers  fned 
Their  peaceful  poppies  o'er  my  head, 
My  fancy  led  me  to  explore 
A  thoufand  fcenes  unknown  before. 
I  faw  a  plain  extended  wide, 
And  crowds  pour'd  in  from  ev'ry  fide; 
All  feem'd  to  Hart  a  diff'rent  game, 
Yet  all  declar'd  their  views  the  fame : 
The  chafe  was  Happinefs,  I  found; 
But  all,  alas  !  enchanted  ground. 

Indeed,  I  judg'd  it  wondrous  ftrange, 
To  fee  the  giddy  numbers  range 
Thro'  roads,  which  promised  nought,  at  belt, 
•But  forrow  to  the  human  breaft, 
Methought,  if  blifs  was  all  their  view, 
"Why  did  they  difPrent  paths  purfue? 
The  waking  world  has  long  agreed, 
That  Baglhot's  not  the  road  to  Tweed  : 
And  he  who  Berwick  feeks  thro'  Staines, 

Shall  have  his  labour  for  his  pains. 

As  Parnell  fays  *,  my  bofoni  wrought 
With  travail  of  uncertain  thought} 

And,  as  an  angel  help'd  the  dean, 

My  angel  chofe  to  intervene. 

The  drefs  of  each  was  much  the  famej 

And  virtue  was  my  feraph's  name. 

When  thus  the  angel  filence  broke-; 

Her  voice  was  muiic  as  Ihe  fpoke : 
'  Attend,  O  man !  nor  leave  my  fide, 

c  And  fafety  fha!l  thy  footfteps  guide;        , 

*  Such  truths  I'll  teach,  fuch  fecrets  (how, 

'  As  none  but  favour'd  mortals  know.' 
She  laid — and  llraight  we  march'd  along 

To  join  Ambition's  aclive  throng: 

Crowds  urg'd  on  crowds  with  eager  pace, 

And  happy  he  who  led  the  race. 

Axes  and  daggers  lay  unfeen 

In  ambufcade  along  the  green  ; 

While  vapours  ihed  dehn'ive  light, 

And  bubbles  mock'd  the  diftant  light. 
We  faw  a  Ihinir.g  mountain  rife, 

Whofe  tow'ring  fummit  reachM  the  fkies; 

The  Hopes  were  Iteep,  and  form'd  of  glafs, 

Painful  and  hazardous  to  pals  : 

Courtiers  and  ftatefmen  led  the  way; 

The  faithlefs  paths  their  fteps  betray; 

*  See  the 


This  moment  feen  aloft  to  foar, 
The  next  to  fall,  aiid  rife  no  more. 
'Twas  here  Ambition  kept  her  court, 
A  phantom  of  gigantic  port: 
The  fav'rite  that  fullain'd  her  throne 
Was  Falfehood,  by  her  vizard  known ; 
Next  Hood  Miftruft,  with  frequent  figh, 
Diforder'd  look,  and  fquinting  eye; 
While  meagre  Envy  claim'd  a  place; 
And  Jealoufy,  with  jaundie'd  face. 

*  But  where  is  Happinefs?'  I  cried. 
My  guardian  turn'd,  and  thus  replied : 

1  Mortal,  by  Folly  ftill  beguil'd, 
'  Thou  haft  not  yet  outftripp'd  the  child; 
'  Thou  who  haft  twenty  winters  feen 
'.  (I  hardly  think  thee  paft  fifteen) 

*  To  aik  if  happinefs  can  dwell 

*  With  ev'ry  dirty  imp  of  hell ! 
'  Go  to  the  fchool-boy;  he  (hall  preach 
4  What  twenty  winters  cannot  teach ; 
4  He  '11  tell  thee,  from  his  weekly  theme, 

*  That  thy  purfuit  is  all  a  dream ; 

*  That  blifs  ambitious  views  difowns, 
'  And,  felf-dependant,  laughs  at  thrones; 
c  Prefers  the  ihades,  and  lowly  feats, 
e  Whither  fair  Innocence  retreats. 
1  So  the  coy  lily  of  the  vale 

*  Shuns  eminence,  and  loves  the  dale.' 
I  blu/h'd;  and  now  we  crofs'd  the  plain, 

To  find  the  money-getting  train ; 

Thofe  filent,  fnug,  commercial  bands, 

With  bufy  looks,  and  dirty  hands. 

Amidft  tbefe  thoughtful  crowds,  the  ol<} 

Plac'd  all  their  happinefs  in  gold; 

And  furely,  if  there's  blifs  below, 

Thefe  hoary  heads  the  fecret  know. 

We  journey'd  with  the  plodding  crew, 

When  foon  a  temple  rofe  to  view; 

A  Gothic  pile!    with  mofs  o'ergrownj" 

Strong  were  the  walls,  and  built  with  ftone. 

Without,  a  thoufand  maftiffs  wait; 

A  thoufand  bolts  fecure  the  gate. 

We  fought  admiffion  long  in  v;fin, 

For  here  all  favours  fell  for  gain. 

The  greedy  porter  yields  to  gold ; 

His  fee  receiv'd,  the  gates  unfold. 

Aflembled  nations  here  we  found, 

And  view'd  the  cringing  herds  around, 

Who  daily  facrifie'd  to  Wealth 

Their  honour,  confeience,  peace,  and  health,. 

I  law  no  charms  that  could  engage  ; 

The  god  appear'd  like  fordid  age, 

With  hooked  nofe,  and  famifh'd  jaws, 

But  ferpent's  eyes,  and  harpy's  claws : 

Behind  Hood  Fear,  that  reftlefs  fprite, 

Which  haunts  the  watches  of  the  night  j 

And  viper  Care,  that  flings  fo  deep, 

Whofe  deadly  venom  murders  fleep. 

We  haften  now  to  Plealure's  ilow'rs, 
Where  the  gav  tribes  fat  crewn'd  with  flow'rs; 
Here  beauty  eVry  charm  difplay'd, 
And  love  inflam'd  the  yielding  maid; 
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Delicious  wine  our  tafce  employs} 
His  crimfon  bowl  exalts  our  joys. 
I  felt  its  sen'rous  pow'r,  and  thought 
The  pearl  was  found  that  long  I  fought. 
Determin'd  heYe  to  fix  my  home, 
I  blefs'd  the  change,  nor  wifh'd  to  roam: 
The  feraph  difapprov'd  my  fray  ; 
Spread  he   fair  plumes,  and  vvin^'d  away. 

Alas  !  whene'er  we  talk  of  blifs, 
How  prone  is  man  to  judge  amiis  ! 
See,  a  long  train  of  ills  con'.bires 
To  fcoorge  our  uncontroul'd  delires; 
Like  fummtr  fwarms  difeafes  crowd, 
Each  bears  a  crutch,  or  each  a  fhroud : 
Fever,  that  thirity  fury  came. 
With  inextinguifhable  flame ; 
Confumption,  fworn  ally  of  Death  ! 
Crept  llowly  on  with  panting  breath; 
Gout  roar'd,  and  fhew'd  his  throbbing  feet; 
And  Drcpfy  took  the  drunkard's  feat ; 
Stone  brought  his  tort'ring  racks  :  and  near 
Sat  Pally,  making  in  his  chair. 

A  mangled  youth,  beneath  a  made, 
A  melancholy  fcene  dii'ph 
His  nofeleis  face,  and  loathfome  flains, 
Proclaim'd  the  poifon  in  his  veins; 
He  rais'd  his  eyes,  he  fmote  his  breaft, 
He  wept  aloud,  and  thus  addrefs'd : 

*  Forbear  the  harlot's  falfe  embrace, 
'  Tho'  lewdnefs  wear  an  angel's  face : 

*  Be  wife,  by  my  experience  taught; 
'  I  die,  alas  !  for  want  of  thought  !' 

As  he  who  travels  Lybia's  plains, 
Where  the  fierce  lion  lawlefs  reigns, 
Is  feiz'd  with  fear  and  wild  difmay, 
When  the  grim  foe  obftruch  his  way; 
My  foul  was  pierc'd  with  equal  fright, 
My  tott'ring  limbs  oppos'd  my  flight: 
I  call'd  on  Virtue,  but  in  vain; 
Her  abfence  quicken'd  ev'ry  pain. 
At  length  the  flighted  angel  heard ; 
The  dear  refulgent  form  appear'd  : 

'  Prefumptuous  youth !  me  laid,  and  frown/d 
(My  heart-ftrings  flutter'd  at  the  found)  ; 
•.  Who  turns  to  me  reluctant  ears, 

*  Shall  ihed  repeated  floods  of  tears. 
'  Thefe  rivers  mall  for  ever  lall ; 

'  There's  no  retra&ing  what  is  paft: 

*  Nor  think  avenging  iils  to  fhun  ; 

'  Play  a  falfe  card,  and  you're  undone. 

*  Of  Pleafure's  gilded  baits  beware, 
'  Nor  tempt  the  Syren's  fatal  mare  ; 

'  Forego  this  curs'd  detefted  place  ; 
1  Abhor  the  ftrumpet,  and  her  race. 

*  Had  you  thofe  fofter  paths  purfu'd, 
'  Perdition,  ftripling,  had  enfued: 

*  Yes,  fly — you  Hand  upon  its  brink  l 
f  To-morrow  is  too  late  to  think. 

*  Indeed,  unwelcome  truths  I  tell, 

*  But  mark  my  facred  leflbn  well : 
'  With  me  whoever  lives  at  ftrife, 
'  Lofes  his  better  friend  for  life; 

<  With  me,  who  lives  in  friendfhip's  ties, 
'*  Finds  all  that's  fought  for  by  the  wife. 


*  Folly  exclaims,  and  well  (he  may, 

*  Becaufe  I  take  hermafk  away; 
'  If  once  I  bring  her  to  the  fun, 
'  The  painted  harlot  is  undone. 

*  But  prize,  my  child,  oh  prize  my  rules, 
'  And  leave  Deception  to  her  fools. 

*  Ambition  deals  in  tinfel  toys  ; 

'  Her  traffic  gewgaws,  fleeting  joys, 
1  An  errant  juggler  in  difguife, 
1  Who  ho'ds  falfe  optics  to  your  eyes. 
•'  But  all  !  how  quick  the  fnadows  pais! 

*  Tho'  the  bright  vilions  thro'  her  giafs 

*  Charm  at  a  diltancc  !  yet,  when  near, 
'  The  bafelefs  fabrics  diiappear. 

*  Nor  riches  boall  intrinlic  worth  ; 

1  Their  charms,  at  beil,  fuperior  earth : 
'  Thefe  oft  the  heaven-born  mind  enflave, 

*  And  make  an  honeft  man  a  knave.' 

"  Wealth  cures  my  wants  !"  the  mifer  cries; 

*  Be  not  deceiv'd — the  mifer  lies  ; 

'  One  want  he  has,  with  all  his  ltore, 

*  That  worlt  of  wants — the  want  of  more.' 

"  Take  Pleafure,  Wealth,  and  Pomp  away, 
u  And  where  is  Happinefs  ?"  you  fay. 

'  'Tis  here  — and  may  be  yours — for,  know, 

*  I'm  all  that's  Happinefs  beiow. 

'  To  Vice  I  leave  tumultuous  joys; 
'  Mine  is  the  ftill  and  fofter  voice! 

*  That  whifpers  peace  when  florins  invade, 
■  And  mufic  through  the  midnight  made, 

*  Come,  then,  be  mine  in  ev'ry  part, 
4  Nor  give  me  lefs  than  all  your  heart; 

{  When  troubles  difcompofe  your  breaff, 
9  I'll  enter  there  a  cheerful  gueft: 

*  My  converle  fhall  your  cares  beguile, 

*  The  little  world  within  (hall  i'mile. 

*  And  then  it  fcarce  imports  a  jot, 

*  Whether  the  great  world  frowns  or  not. 
1  And  when  the  doling  fcenes  prevail, 

*  When  wealth,  Hate,  pleafure,  all  fhall  fa.il j 
'  All  that  a  fooliih  world  admires, 

*  Or  Pailion  craves,  or  Pride  infpires  : 
1  At  that  important  hour  of  need, 

1  Virtue  lhall  prove  a  friend  indeed ! 

1  My  hands  lhall  fmooth  thy  dying  bed, 

1  My  arms  fuftain  thy  drooping  head: 

*  And  when  the  painful  ftruggle's  o'er, 

1  And  that  vain  thing,  the  world,  no  more  \ 
'  I'll  bear  my  fav'rite  fon  away 
1  To  rapture  and  eternal  day.' 


§   II 6.     V'tji on  VI.     FrterJJbtp 
Friendship!  thou  foft  propitious  pow'r! 
Sweet  regent  of  the  focial  hour  ! 
Sublime  thy  joys,  nor  underitood 
But  by  the  virtuous  and  the  good  i 
Cabal  and  Riot  take  thy  name, 
But  'tis  a  falfe  affected  claim; 
In  heaven  if  Love  and  Friendfhip  dwell 
Can  they  affociate  e'er  with  hell  ? 

Thou  art  the  fame  thro'  change  of  times, 
Thro'  frozen  zones  and  burning  climes  ; 
From  the  equator  to  the  pole, 
The  fame  kind  angel  through  the  whole  : 

And, 
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And,  fince  th}'  choice  is  always  free, 
.1  blefs  thee  for  thy  fmiles  on  me. 

When  fbrrows  iwell  the  tempefl  high ; 
Thou,  a  kind  port,  art  always  nigh; 
For  aching  hearts  a  fov'reign  cure, 
Not  foft  nepenthe  *  half  fo  fare  ! 
And,  when  returning  comforts  rife, 
Thou  the  bright  fun  that  gilds  our  fkies. 

While  theie  ideas  warm'd  my  breaft, 
Wy  weary  eyelids  Hole  to  reft ; 
"When  fancy  re-alfum'd  the  theme, 
And  furniuYd  this  inftruclive  dream  : 

I  fail'd  upon  a  ftormy  fea 
(Thoufands  embark'd  alike  with  me)  5 
t/ly  fkiff  was  fmall,  and  weak  beiide, 
Not  built,  mcthought,  to  item  the  tide. 
The  winds  along  the  furges  fwcep,   • 
The  wrecks  lie  fcatter'd  through  the  deep; 
.Aloud  the  foaming  billows  roar; 
Unfriendly  rocks  forbid  the  fhore. 

While  all  our  various  courfe  purfue, 
A  fpacious  ifle  falutes  our  view  : 
Two  queens  with  tempers  difPrir.g  wide, 
This  new-difcover'd  world  divide: 
A  river  parts  their  proper  claim* 
And  Truth  its  celebrated  name. 

One  fide  a  beauteous  tracl  of  ground 
Piefents,  with  living  verdure  crown'd  : 
The  feafons  temp'rate,  foft,  and  mild, 
And  a  kind  fun  that  always  fmil'd  : 
Few  {terms  moleft  the  natives  here : 
Cold  is  the  only  ill  they  fear. 
This,  happy  clime  and  grateful  foil, 
With  plenty  crowns  the  labourer's  toil. 

Here  Friend m ip's  happy  kingdom  grew: 
Her  realms  were  fmall,  her  fubjecls  few : 
A  thoufand  charms  the  palace  grace ; 
A  rock  of  adamant  its  bafe. 
Tho*  thunders  roll,  and  lightnings  fly. 
This  ttructure  braves  th'  inclement  Iky  : 
E'en  time  which  other  piles  devours, 
And  mocks  the  pride  of  human  powYs, 
Partial  to  Friendship's  pile  alone, 
Cements  the  joints,  and  binds  the  ftone: 
Ripens  the  beauties  of  the  place, 
And  calls  to  life  each  latent  grace. 

Around  the  throne  in  order  ftand, 
Four  Amazons,  a  trufty  band  ! 
Friends  ever  faithful  to  advife, 
Or  to  defend  when  dangers  rife* 
Here  Fortitude,  in  coat  of  mail  t 
There  Juflice  lifts  her  golden  fcale  1 
Two  hardy  chiefs,  who  perfevere, 
With  form  erect,  and  brow  fevere: 
Who  fmile  at  perils,  pains,  and  death, 
And  triumph  with  their  latett  breath, 

Temp'rance,  that  comely  matron's  near. 
Guardian  of  all  the  virtue's  here: 
Adorn'd  with  ev'ry  blooming  grace, 
Without  one  wrinkle  in  her  face. 


But  Prudence  moil  attracts  the  fight, 
And  mines  pre-eminently  bright. 
To  view  her  various  thoughts  that  rife, 
She  holds  a  mirror  to  her  eyes; 
The  mirror,  faithful  to  its  charge* 
Reflects  the  virgin's  foul  in  large. 

A  Virtue  with  a  fofter  air 
Was  handmaid  to  the  regal  fair. 
This  nymph,  indulgent,  conftant,  kind, 
Derives  from  Heaven  her  fnotLefs  mind; 
When  actions  wear  a  dubious  face, 
Puts  the  belt  meaning  on  the  caf«  ; 
She  fpreads  her  arms,  and  bares  her  breaft, 
Takes  in  the  naked  and  diilrefs'd; 
Prefers  the  hungry  orphan's  cries, 
And  from  her  queen  obtains  fupplies. 
The  maid,  who  a6ts  this  lovely  part, 
Grafp'd  in  her  hand  a  bleeding  heart. 
Fair  Charity,  be  thou  my  gtfeft, 
And  be  thy  conftant  couch  my  breaft! 

But  virtues  of  inferior  name 
Crowd  round  the  throne  with  equal  claim  5 
In  Loyalty  by  none  furpafs'd, 
They  hold  allegiance  to  the  Jaft* 
Not  ancient  records  e'er  can  mow 
That  one  deferted  to  the  foe. 

The  river's  other  iide  d;!p!ay'd 
Alternate  plots  of  flow'rs  and  lhade, 
Where  poppies  fhone  with  various  hi1?, 
Where  yielding  wiliows  plenteoul  gf<  v.  : 
And  humble  plants  f ,  by  trav'iJers  thought 
With  How  but  certain  poifon  fraught. 
Beyond  thefe  fcenes  the  eye  defcried 
A  pow'rful  realm  extended  wide  5 
Whofe  boundaries  from  nflrth-eaft  begun, 
And  ftretch'd  to  meet  the  Pmth-weit  fun. 
Here  Flatt'ry  boafts  defpotic  fWay, 
And  banks  in  all  the  warmth  of  day. 

Long  praclis'd  in  Deception's  (chocl, 
The  tyrant  knew  the  arts  to  rule; 
Elated  with  th*  imperial  robe, 
She  plans  the  conqueft  of  the  globe; 
And,  aided  by  her  fervile  trains, 
Leads  kings,  and  fons  of  kings,  in  chains. 
Her  darling  minifter  is  Pride 
(Who  ne'er  was  known  to  change  his  fide), 
A  friend  to  all  her  int'relts  jufr, 
And  a6tive  to  di {'charge  his  truftj 
Carefs'd  alike  by  high  and  low, 
The  idol  of  the  belle  and  beau  : 
In  ev'ry  fhape  he  (hews  his  (kill, 
And  forms  her  fubjecis  to  his  will; 
Enters  their  houles  and  their  hearts, 
And  gains  his  point  before  he  parts, 
Sure  never  minilter  was  known 
So  zealous  for  his  fov'reign's  throne ! 

Three  fitters,  fmiilar  in  mien, 
Were  maids  of  honour  to  the  queen; 
Who  farther  favours  mar'd  befule, 
As  daughters  of  her  ftatefman,  Pride. 


*  Nepenthe  is  an  herb  which,  being  infufed  in  wine,  difpels  grief.     It  is  unknown  to  the  moderns; 
but  i;>me  bejdeve  it  a  kind  of  opium,  and  ethers  take  it  fo>r  .1  fpecies  of  buHof;.  l-lin.  xvi.  n.  f.  &  xxv.  2. 
f  The  humble  plant  bends  down  before  the  touch,  as  the  fenfiti.e  plant  fhnru;,  from  the  touch; 
i:  r:-*  I  by  iome  to  be  the  flow  pcifonof  the  Indians. 
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The  firft,  Conceit,  with  tow'ring  creft, 
Who  look'd  with  fcorri  upon  the  reft; 
Fond  of  herfelf,  nor  his,  I  deem, 
Than  d  ache  is  in  her  own  efteem. 

N     t  Arreclation,  fair  and  young, 
With  half-jbrm'd  accents  on  her  tongue; 
Whofe  antic  ibapes,  and  various  face, 
Diftorted  ev'iy  native  grace. 

Then  Vanity,  a  wanton  maid, 
Fhurting  in  bruiVels  and  brocade; 
Fantaftic,  froJicibme,  and  wild, 
With  ail  the  trinkets  of  a  child. 

The  people,  loyal  to  the  queen, 
Wore  their  attachment  in  their  mien; 
With  cheerful  heart  they  homage  paid, 

nd  happieit  he  who  moftobey'd; 
While  they  who  (ought  their  ov»a  applaufe, 
Promoted  molt  their  fov'reign's  caufe. 
The  minds  of  all  were  fraught  with  guile; 
Their  mnnners  diilolute  and  vile; 
And  ev'ry  tribe,  like  Pagans,  run 
kneel  before  the  rifing  fun. 
But  now  ibir.e  ciam'rous  founds  arife, 
An*.1,  all  the  pleaiing  vifion  hies. 

Once  more  I  cios'd  my  eyes  to  deep, 
And  gain'd  th"  imaginary  deep; 
Fancy  prefided  at  the  helm, 
And  fteerY,  me  back  :o  Friendlhip's  realm. 
Jvc,  ch  :  with  horror  I  relate 
The  revolutions  or"  her  it  ate  ; 
The  Tr  f  could  hardly  more 

His  Afiat'C  tow'rs  deplore. 

For  Flatt'ry  view'd  thole  fairer  plains 
With  longing  eyes,  where  Friendship  reigns-. 
With  envy  heard  her  neighbour's  fame, 
And  often  iigh'd  to  gain  the  fame, 
At  length,  by  pride  and  int'rell  flr'd, 
To  Friendfliiu's  kingdom  me  afpir'd. 

And,  now  commencing  open  foe, 
She  plans  in  thought  fame  mighty  blow; 
Draws  out  her  forces  on  the  green,     , 
And  marches  to  invade  the  queen. 

The  river  Truth  the  holts  withiiood, 
And  roird  her  formidable  flood: 
Her  current  ftrong.  and  deep,  and  clear; 
No  fords  were  found,  no  I  -ear, 

But  as  tht  troops  approached  the  w\*ves, 
Their  fears  fuggeft  a  tkoufand  graves; 
They  all  retired  with  faiie  extreme, 
Ana  fhudder'd  at  the  dang  Yous  ibeam.. 

Hypocrify  the  gu'iph  explores ; 
She  forms  a  bridge,  and  joins  the  fhores, 
Thus  often  art  or  fraud  prevails, 
When  military  p rowels  fa 
The  troops  an  eafy  pail  age  find, 
And  vicVry  follows  clofe  behind. 

Friendfhip  with  ardour  charged  her  foes, 
And  now  the  right  promifcuous  grows  ; 
But  Flatt'ry  threw  a  poifort'd  dart, 
Aori  pi?rc'd  theemprefs  to  the  heart. 
The  Virtues  all  around  were  feen 
To  fall  in  he^aps  about  the  queen. 

*  At  P  rto  Bello.  f   Died  i 
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The  tyrant  ftrippM  the  manglad  fairj 
She  wore  her  fpoils,  aifum'd  her  air; 
And,  mounting  next  the  furferers  throne, 
Claim 'd  thf  queen's  titles  as  her  own. 
'  Ah,  injur'd  njaidl'  aloud  I  cried; 
*  Ah,  injur'd  maid!''  the  rocks  replied. 
But  judge  my  griefs,  and  lhare  them  too. 
For  the  f^d  tale  pertains  to  you; 
Judge,  reader,  how  ieva-e  the  wound, 
When  Friendfhip's  foes  were  mine,  I  found; 
When  the  fad  fcene  of  pride  and  guile 
Was  Britain's  poor  degen'rate  ifie! 

The  Amazons,  who  propped  the  Aile, 
Kaply  furvey'd  the  gen'ral  fate. 
Juftice  to  Powis  Hcufe  is  tied, 
And  Yorke  fuitains  her  radiant  head. 
The  virtue,  Fortitude,  appears 
In  open  day  at  Ligonier's; 
Illuftrious  heroine  of  the  iky, 
Who  leads  to  vanquifh  or  to  die  1 
Twas  -die  our  vet'rans  breafts  infpir'd, 
When  Belgia's  faithlefs  fens  retir'd: 
For  Tournay's  treaclfrous  tow'rs  can  tell 
Britannia's  children  greatly  fell. 
No  partial  Virtue  of  the  plain  '. 

She  rous'd  the  lions  of  the  main  : 

Hence  Vernon's  little  fleet  fucceeds  *, 

And  hence  the  gen'rous  Cornwall  bleeds  f. 

Hence  Grenville  glorious  j!— for  fhe  fmil'd 

On  the  young  hero  from  a  child. 
Tho'  in  high  life  fuch  virtues  dwell, 

The  '11  fait  plebeian  brealtsas  well.    f 

Say,  that  the  mighty  and  the  great 

Bla/e,  like  meridian  funs  offtate; 
Effulgent  excellence  dilplay, 

Like  Hallifax,  in  floods  of  day; 

Our  leffer  orbs  may  pour  their  light, 

Like  the  mild  cretcent  of  the  night. 

Tho'  pale  our  beams,  and  fmall  our  fpher:, 

Still  we  may  fhine  ferene  and  clear. 
Give  to  the  judge  the  fcarlet  gown  ; 

To  martial  fouls  the  civic  crown : 

What  then?  Is  merit  their's  alone? 

Have  we  no  worth  to  call  our  own  ? 

Shall  we  ncc  vindicate  our  part 

In  the  firm  brealt  and  upright  heart? 

Reader,  thefe  virtues  may  be  thine, 

Tho'  in  funeriorlife  they  fhine. 

I  can't  di fcharge  great  Hardwicke's  trufl:; 

True but  my  foul  may  Itill  be  juft: 

And  tho'  I  can't  the  Irate  defend, 

I  '11  draw  the  fword  to  ferve  my  friend. 

Two  golden  virtues  are  behind, 

Of  equal  import  to  the  mind; 

Prudence,  to  point  out  Wifdona's  war, 

Or  to  reclaim  us  when  we  ftray; 

Temp'rance,  to  guard  the  youthful  heart, 

When  Vice  and  Folly  throw  the  dart: 

Each  virtue,  let  the  world  agree, 

Daily  refides  with  you  and  me, 

And- when  our  fouls  in  friendfhip  joia, 

We  '11  deem  the  fociai  bond  divine; 

n  a  tate  enc^rjemsnt  \yuhihc  French  fleet. 

d  Spain. 
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Thro*  evYy  icene  maintain  our  truft, 
Nor  e'er  be  timid  or  unjult. 
That  breait,  where  Honour  builds  his  throne, 
That  breait,  which  Virtue  calls  her  own, 
Nor  Int'jreft  warps,  nor  Fear  appals, 
When  Danger  frowns,  or  Lucre  calls. 
No!  the  true  friend  collected  frands, 
Fearlefs  his  heart,  and  pure  his  hands : 
Let  Int'rett  plead,  let  itorms  arife, 
He  dares  be  honeft,  tho'  he  dies ! 
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§  117.     Vifion  VII.    Marriage.    Infer ibed  to 

Mifs  **. 

Fairest,  this  Vifion  is  thy  due; 
I  form'd  th"  inftructive  plan  for  you. 
Slight  not  the  rules  of  thoughful  age  5 
Your  welfare  actuates  every  page; 
But  ponder  well  my  facred  theme, 
And  tremble  while  you  read  my  dream. 

Thefe  awful  words,  *  till  death  do  part,' 
May  well  alarm  the  youthful  heart  : 
No  after-thought  when  once  a  wife, 
The  die  is  cad,  and  caft  for  life; 
Yet  thoufands  venture  ev'ry  day. 
As  fome  bafe  pailion  leads  the  way. 
Pert  Sylvia  talks  of  wedlock  fcenes, 
Tho'  hardly  enter'd  on  her  teens; 
Smiles  on  her  whining  fpark,  and  hears 
The  fugar'd  fpeech  with  raptur'd  ears; 
Impatient  of  a  parent's  rule, 
She  leaves  her  lire,  and  weds  a  fool. 
Want  enters  at  the  guardlefs  door, 
And  Love  is  fled,  to  come  no  more. 

Some  few  they  are  of  fordid  mould, 
Who  barter  youth  and  bloom  for  gold, 
Carelefs  with  what  or  whom  they  mate ; 
Their  ruling  pailion  's  all  for  ftate, 
But  Hymen,  gen'rous,  juft,  and  kin'd, 
Abhors  the  mercenary  mind  ; 
Such  rebels  groan  beneath  his  rod; 
For  Hymen  's  a  vindictive  god : 
*  Be  joylcfs  ev'ry  night,'  he  faid; 
'  And  barren  be  their  nuptial  bed!' 

Attend,  my  fair,  to  wifdom's  voice; 
A  better  fate  fliall  crown  thy  choice. 
A  married  life,  to  fpeak  the  belt, 
Is  ail  a  lottery  confeft: 
Yet,  if  my  fair  one  will  be  wife, 
I  will  infure  my  girl  a  prize. 
Tho'  not  a  prize  to  match  thy  worth: 
Perhaps  thy  equal  's  not  on  earth ! 

Tis  an  important  point,  to  know 
There  '5  no  perfection  here  below. 
Man  *s  an  odd  compound,  after  all; 
And  ever  has  been  fince  the  fall. 
Say,  that  he  loves  you  from  his  foul, 
Still  man  is  proud,  nor  brooks  controul ; 
And  tho'  a  Have  in  love's  fort  ichool, 
In  wedlock  claims  his  right  to  rule. 
The  beft,  in  fhort  has  faults  about  him ; 
If  few  thofe  faults,  you  muit  not  flout  him. 
With  fome,  indeed,  you  can't  difpenfe, 
As  want  of  temper  aad  of  fenfe: 
7 


For  when  the  fun  deferts  the  ildes, 
And  the  dull  winter  evenings  rife, 
Then  for  a  hufband's  focial  pow'r 
To  form  the  cairn,  converlive  hour; 
The  treafures  of  thy  breait  explore, 
From  that  rich  mine  to  draw  the  ore: 
Fondly  each  gen'rous  thought  refine, 
And  give  thy  native  gold  to  mine ; 
Shew  thee,  as  really  thou  ait, 
Tho'  fair,  yet  fairer  ftill  at  heart. 

Say,  when  life's  purple  blofibms  fade, 
As  foon  they  muft,  thou  charming  maid  1 
When  in  thy  cheek  the  roles  die, 
And  ficknefs  clouds  that  brilliant  eye; 
Say,  when  or  age  or  pains  invade, 
And  thofe  dear  limbs  lhall  call  for  aid ; 
If  thou  art  fetter'd  to  a  fool, 
Shall  not  his  tranfient  paffion  cool  ? 
J  And,  when  thy  health  and  beauty  end, 
Shall  thy  weak  mate  perfift  a  friend  ? 
But  to  a  man  of  fenfe,  my  dear, 
E'en  then  thou  lovely  malt  appear; 
He  '11  ihare  the  griefs  that  wound  thy  heart, 
And,  weeping,  claim  the  larger  part : 
Tho1  age  impairs  that  beauteous  face, 
He  '11  prize  the  pearl  beyond  its  cafe. 
In  wedlock  when  the  fexes  meet, 
Friendfhip  is  only  then  complete. 

*  Blefs'd  ftate  !   where  fouls  each  other  draw; 

*  Where  love  is  liberty  and  law!' 
The  choiceft  blefling  found  below, 
That  man  can  wifh,  or  Heaven  beftow! 
Truft  me,  thefe  raptures  are  divine, 
For  lovely  Chloe  once  was  mine ! 

Nor  fear  the  varnilh  of  my  ftyle; 
Tho'  poet,  I'm  elbang'd  to  guile. 
Ah  me  !  my  faithful  lips  impart 
The  genuine  language  of  my  heart ! 

When  bards  extol  their  patrons  high, 
Perhaps  'tis  gold  extorts  the  lie ; 
Perhaps  the  poor  reward  of  bread — 
BuL  who  burns  incenfe  to  the  dead  ? 
He,  whom  a  fond  affection  draws, 
Carelefs  of  cenfure  or  applaufe; 
Whofe  foul  is  upright  and  fmcere, 
With  nought  to  wifh  and  nought  to  fear. 

Now  to  my  vifionary  fcheme 
Attend,  and  profit  by  my  dream. 

Amidft  the  fi umbers  of  the  night, 
A  ftately  temple  rofe  to  fight; 
And  ancient  as  the  human  race, 
;If  Nature's  purpofes  you  trace: 
This  fane,  by  all  the  wife  rever'd, 
To  wedlock's  pow'rful  god  was  rear'd. 
Hard  by  I  faw  a  graceful  fage, 
His  locks  were  frofted  o'er  by  age; 
His  garb  was  plain,  his  mind  fercae, 
And  wifdom  dignified  his  mien. 
With  curious  fearch  his  name  I  fought, 
And  found  'twas  Hymen's  fav'rite,  Thought. 

Apace  the  giddy  crowds  advance, 
And  a  lewd  fatyr  led  the  dance.        , 

I  griev'd  to  fee  whole  thoufands  run, 
For  oh !  what  thoufands  were  undone ! 

The 
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The  fage,  when  thefe  mad  troops  he  fpied, 

In  pity  Mew  to  join  their  fide: 

The  c!i 'concerted  pairs  began 

To  rail  againft  him  to  a  man ; 

Vow'd  they  were  ftrangers  to  his  name, 

Nor  knew  from  whence  the  dotard  came. 

But  mark  the  fequel — for  this  truth 
Highly  concerns  impetuous  youth. 
Long  ere  the  honey  moon  could  wane, 
Perdition  feiz'd  on  ev'ry  twain  ; 
At  ev'ry  houfe,  and  all  day  long, 
Repentance  plied  her  fcorpion  thong : 
Difguil  was  there  with  frowning  mien, 
And  ev'ry  wayward  child  of  fpleen. 

Hymen  approach'd  his  awful  fane, 
Attended  by  a  num'rous  train. 
Love,  with  each  foft  and  namelefs  grace, 

s  firft  in  favour  and  in  place : 
Then  came  the  god,  with  folemn  gait, 
Whofe  ev'ry  word  was  big  with  fate  ; 
His  hand  a  tiamir.g  taper  bore, 
That  facred  fymbol,  fam'd  of  yore. 
Virtue,  adoni'd  with  every  charm, 
Suftain'd  the  god's  incumbent  arm; 
Beauty  imprcv'd  the  glowing  fcene 
With  all  the  roles  of  eighteen. 
Youth  led  the  gaily  fmiling  fair; 
His  purple  pinions  wav'd  in  air ; 
Weal tli,  a  clofe  hunks,  walk'd  hobbling  nigh, 
With  vulture-claw  and  eagle-eye, 
Who  threefcore  years  had  leen,  or  more 
('Tis  laid  his  coat  had  (een  a  fcore)  : 
Proud  was  the  wretch,  tho'  clad  in  rags, 
Prefuming  much  upon  his  bags. 

A  female  next  her  arts  difpiay'd ; 
Poets  alone  can  paint  the  maid : 
Truif.  me,  Hogarth  (tho'  great  thy  fame), 
'Twould  poi'e  thy  {kill  to  draw  the  fame; 
And  yet  thy  mimic  pow'r  is  more 
Than  ever  painter's  was  before. 
Now  fhe  was  fair  as  cygnet's  down, 
Now  as  Mat  Prior's  Emma  brown ; 
And,  changing  as  the  changing  rlow'r, 
Her  drefs  (he  varied  ev'ry  hour. 
'Twas  Fancy,  child — you  know  the  fair, 
Who  pins  your  gown,  and  fets  your  hair. 

Lo  !  the  god  mounts  his  throne  of  Hate, 
And  lits  the  arbiter  of  fate  : 
His  head,  with  radiant  glories  drefr, 
Gently  reclin'd  on  Virtue's  breaft. 
Love  took  his  Nation  on  the  right: 
His  quiver  beam'd  with  golden  light: 
Beauty  ufurp'd  the  fecond  place, 
Ambitious  of  diltinguilh'd  grace  ; 
She  claim'd  this  ceremonial  joy, 
Becaufe  related  to  the  boy ; 
Said  it  was  hers  to  point  his  dart, 
And  fpeed  his  paflage  to  the  heart ; 
While  on  the  god's  inferior  hand 
Fancy  and  Wealth  obtain'd  their  Hard. 

And  now  the  hallowed  rites  proceed, 
And  now  a  thousand  heart-ftrin^s  bleed. 
I  law  a  blooming,  trembling  bride, 
A  toothlefs  lover  jpin'd  her  fide  j 


Averfe  fhe  turn'd  her  weeping  face, 
And  fhudder'd  at  the  cold  embrace. 

But  various  baits  their  force  impart; 
Thus  titles  lie  at  Celia's  heart. 
A  paffion  much  too  foul  to  name, 
Coils  fupercilious  prudes  their  fame: 
Prudes  wed  to  publicans  and  finners  ; 
The  hungry  poet  weds  for  dinners* 

The  god  with  frown  indignant  view'd 
The  rabble  covetous  or  lewd ; 
By  ev'ry  vice  his  altar  ftain'd, 
By  ev'ry  fool  his  rites  prcfan'd: 
When  Love  compiain'd  of  Wealth  aloud, 
Affirming  Wealth  debauch'd  the  crowd ; 
Drew  up  in  form  his  heavy  charge, 
Deliring  to  be  heard  at  large. 

The  god  contents,  the  throng  divide, 
The  young  efpous'd  the  plaintiff's  iide; 
The  old  declar'd  for  the  defendant, 
For  age  is  money's  fworn  attendant. 

Love  laid,  that  wedlock  was  defign'd 
By  gracious  Heaven  to  match  the  mind; 
To  pair  the  tender  and  the  juit, 
And  his  the  delegated  trull: 
That  Wealth  had  play'd  a  knavifh  part, 
And  taught  the  tongue  t»  wrong  the  heart. 
But  what  avails  the  faithlefs  voice  ? 
The  injur'd  heart  difdains  the  choice. 

Wealth  ftraight  replied,  that  Love  was  blind, 
And  talk'd  at  random  of  the  mind: 
That  killing  eyes,  and  bleeding  hearts, 
And  all  th'  artillery  of  darts, 
Were  long  ago  exploded  fancies, 
And  laugh'd  at  even  in  romances. 
Poets  indeed  flyle  love  a  treat, 
Perhaps  for  want  of  better  meat : 
And  love  might  be  delicious  fare, 
Could  we,  like  poets,  live  on  air. 
But  grant  that  angels  feaft  on  love 
(Thofe  purer  effences  above), 
Yet  Albion's  fons,  he  underllccd, 
Preferr'd  a  more  fubitantial  food. 
Thus  while  with  gibes  he  drefVd  his  caufe, 
His  grey  admirers  hemm'd  applaufe. 
With  feeming  conqueft  pert  and  proud, 
Wealth  fhock  his  fides,  and  chuckled  loud; 
When  Fortune,  to  reflrain  his  pride, 
And  fond  to  favour  Love  befide, 
Op'ning  the  mifer's  tape -tied  veil, 
Difclos'd  the  cares  which  flung  his  breaft: 
Wealth  flood  abafh'd  at  his  dif grace, 
And  a  deep  crimfon  fluih'd  his  face. 

Love  fweetly  limper'd  at  the  light ; 
His  gay  adherents  laugh'd  outright. 
The  god,  tho'  grave  his  temper,  fmil'd; 
For  Hymen  dearly  priz'd  the  child. 
But  he  who  triumphs  o'er  his  brother, 
In  turn  is  laugh'dat  by  another. 
Such  cruel  fcores  we  often  nnd 
Repaid  the  criminal  in  kind : 
For  Poverty,  that  famhh'd  fiend  » 
Ambitions  of  a  wealthy  friend, 
Advanc'd  into  the  mifer's  place, 
And  ftar'd  the  (tripling  in  the  face; 

Whofe 
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Whofe  lips  grew  pale,  and  cold  as  clay: 
I  thought  the  chit  would  fwoon  away. 
The  god  was  ihidious  to  employ 
His  cares  to  aid  the  vanquifh'd  hoy: 
And  therefore  iiiued  his  decree, 
That  the  two  parties  ftraigTit  agree: 
When  both  obey'd  the  god's  commands, 
And  Love  and  Riches  join'd  their  hands. 

What  wond'rous  change  in  each  was  wrought, 
Believe  me,  fair,  furpafles  thought. 

If  Love  had  many  charms  before, 
He  now  had  charms  ten  thoufand  more: 
If  Wealth  had  ferpents  in  his  brealt, 
They  now  were  dead,  or  lull'd  to  reft. 

Beauty,  that  vain,  affected  thing, 
Who  join'd  the  hymeneal  ring, 
Approach'd,  with  round  unthinking  face; 
And  thus  the  trifler  ftates  her  cafe : 

She  laid  that  Love's  complaints,  'twas  known, 
Exactly  tallied  with  her  own  : 
That  Wealth  had  iearn'd  the  felon's  arts, 
And  robb'ci  her  of  a  thoufand  hearts ; 
Defiring  judgment  again  ft  Wealth, 
For  falfehood,  perjury,  and  fteaith  : 
All  which  the  could  on  oath  depofe; 
And  hop'd  the  court  would  liit  his  nofe. 

But  Hymen,  when  he  heard  her  name, 
CallM  her  an  interloping  dame; 
Look'd  through  the  crowd  with  angry  ftate, 
And  blam'd  the  porter  at  the  gate 
For  giving  entrance  to  the  fair, 
When  me  was  no  effential  there. 

To  fink  this  haughty  tyrant's  pride, 
He  order'd  Fancy  to  preiide. 
Hence,  when  debates  on  beauty  rife, 
And  each  bright  fair  difputes  the  prize, 
To  Fancy's  court  we  ftraight  apply, 
And  wait  the  fentence  of  her  eye; 
In  beauty's  realms  me  holds  the  teals, 
And  her  awards  preclude  appeals. 


§  1 18.     Vijitm  VJttL      Life. 
Let  not  th.e  young  tny  precepts  fhun  ; 
Who  {light  good  connlels  are  undone. 
Your  poet  fling  of  love's  delights, 
Of  halcyon  days  and  joyous  nights  j 
To  the  gay  fancy  lovely  theme;. ;  v 

And  fain  I  'd  hope  they  're  more  than  dreams. 
But,  if  you  pleafe,  before  we  part, 
I  'd  (peak  a 'language  to  your  heart. 
We  '11  talk  of  Lite,  tho'  much  I  fear 
Th'  ungrateful  tale  will  wound  your  ear. 
You  raife  your  (anguine  thoughts  too  high, 
And  hardly  know  the  reafon  why : 
But  fay,  Life's  tree  bears  golden  fruit, 
Some  canker  mall  corrode  the  root; 
Some  unexpected  ftorm  (hall  rife, 
Or  {torching  funs,  or  chilling  Ikies; 
And  (if  experienced  truths  avail) 
All  your  autumnal  hopes  ihall  fail. 

*  But,  poet,  whence  fuch  wide  extremes  ? 
'  Well  may  you  ftyle  your  labours  dreams. 
«  A  fon  of  ibrrow  thou,  I  ween, 
*  Whofe  Viiions  are  the  brats  of  Spleen. 


'  Is  blifs  a  vague,  unmeaning  name  ? 
'  Speak  then  the  paffions'  ufe  or  aim; 
■  "Why  rage  defires  without  controul, 
1  And  roufe  fuch  whirlwinds  in  the  foul? 
1  Why  Hope  erects  her  tow'ring  creft, 

*  And  laughs  and  riots  in  the  brealt  ? 

*  Think  not  my  weaker  brain  turns  round ; 
'  Think  not  ]  tread  on  fairy  ground ; 

*  Think  not  your  pulfe  alone  beats  true — 

*  Mine  makes  as  healthful  nnilic  too. 

*  Our  joys,  when  Life's  loft  fpring  we  trace, 

*  Put  forth  their  early  buds  apace. 

'  See  the  bloom  loads  the  tender  fhoot; 
'  The  bloom  conceals  the  future  fruit. 
{  Yes,  manhood's  warn  meridian  fun 
'  Shall  ripen  what  in  fpring  begun. 

*  Thus  infant  roles,  ere  they  blow, 

*  In  germinating  clufters  grow; 

*  And  only  wait  the  Cummer's  ray,  . 
1  To  burft,  and  bloflbm  to  the  day.' 

What  faid  the  gay  unthinking  boy? 
Methought  Hilario  talk'd  of  joy  ! 
Tell,  if  thou  canft,  whence  joys  arife, 
Or  what  thofe  mighty  joys  you  prize. 
You  '11  find  (and  tru-f  fuperior  years) 
The  vale  of  life  a  vale  of  tears. 
Could  wifdom  teach  where  joys  abound^ 
Or  riches  purchafe  them  when  found, 
Would  fceptred  Solomon  complain 
That  all  was  fleeting,  falfe,  and  vain  ? 
Yet  fceptred  Solomon  could  fay, 
Returning  clouds  obfcur'd  his  day. 
Thofe  maxims,  vthicb  the  preaciier  drew, 
The  royal  i:\gz  experient'd  true, 
fie  knew  the  various  ills  that  wait 
Our  infant  and  meridian  ftate; 
That  toys  our  eariieft  thoughts  engage, 
And  diif'rent  toys  rnatursr  age; 
That  grief  at  ev'ry  ftage  appears, 
But  different  griefs  at  dhf'rent  years  ; 
That  vanity  is  feen,  in  part, 
Infcrib'd  on  ev'ry  human  heart; 
In  the  child's  breaft  the  fpark  began, 
Grows  with  his  growth,  and  glares  in  man. 
But  when  in  life . we  journey  late, 
If  follies  die,  do  griefs  abate  ? 
Ah  !  what  is  life  at  fourfcore  years  ?  [and  tears 
One  dark,  rough  road,  of  flghs,  groans,  pains* 

Perhaps  you  '11  think  I  act  the  faaie 
As  a  fly  marper  plays  his  game: 
You  triumph  ev'ry  deal  that 's  raft, 
He  's  fure  to  triumph  at  the  laft  1 
Who  often  win*  fome  thoul'ands  more 
Than  twice  the  funis  you  won  before. 
But  I  'm  a  lofer  with  the  reft; 
For  life  is  all  a  deal  at  beft, 
Where  net  the  prize  of  wealth  or  fame 
Repays  the  trouble  of  the  game — 
(A  truth  no  winner  e'er  denied. 
An  hour  before  that  winner  died). 
Not  that  with  me  thefe  prizes  mine; 
For  neither  fame  nor  wealth  is  mine. 
My  cards,  a  weak  pkbeian  band, 
With  fcarce  an  honour  in  my  hand  I 

*  An 
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And,  iince  my  trumps  are  very  few, 
What  have  I  more  to  b'xift  than  you  ? 
Nor  am  I  gainer  by  your  fall ; 
That  harlot  Fortune  bubbles  all ! 
truth  (receive  it  ill  or  well), 
'Tis  melancholy  truth  I  tell. 
Why  mould  the  preacher  take  your  pence, 
And  (mother  truth  to  flatter  fenfe  ? 
I'm  fure  phyficians  have  no  merit, 
Who  kill  thro'  lenity  of  fpirit. 

Thar  life's  a  game,  divines  confefs; 
This  fays  at  cards,  and  that  at  chefs : 
]»  :t,  if  our  views  be  centred  here, 
'Tis  all  a  lofmg  game  I  fear. 

Sailors,  you  know,  when  wars  obtain, 
And  hoftile  veffels  crowd  the  main, 
If  they  difcover  from  afar 
A  bark  as  diftant  as  a  flar, 
Hold  the  perfpeclive  to  their  eyes, 
To  learn  its  colours,  Itrength,  and  fize ; 
And,  when  this  fecret  once  they  know, 
Make  ready  to  receive  the  foe. 
Let  you  and  I  from  iailors  learn 
Important  truths  of  like  concern. 

I  clos'd  the  day,  as  cuflom  led, 
With  reading,  till  the  time  of  bed; 
Where  Fancy,  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Again  difplay'd  her  magic  pow'r — 
(For  know  that  Fancy,  like  a  fprite, 
Prefers  the  filent  fcenes  of  night). 
She  lodg'd  me  in  a  neighb'ring  wood, 
No  matter  where  the  thicket  Hood ; 
The  Genius  of  the  place  was  nigh, 
And  held  two  pictures  to  my  eye. 
The  curious  painter  had  pourtray'd 
Life  in  each  juft  and  genuine  fhade. 
They,  who  have  only  known  its  dawn, 
May  think  thefe  lines  too  deeply  drawn; 
But  riper  years,  I  fear,  will  mew 
The  writer  artifts  paint  too  true. 

One  piece  prefents  a  rueful  wild, 
Where  not  a  fummer's  fun  had  fmil'd : 
The  road  with  thorns  is  cover'd  wide, 
And  Grief  fits  weeping  by  the  fide ; 
Her  tears  with  conftant  tenor  flow, 
And  form  a  mournful  lake  below ; 
Whofe  filent  waters,  dark  and  deep, 
Thro1  all  the  gloomy  valley  creep. 

Paftions  that  flatter,  or  that  flay, 
Are  beafts  that  fawn,  or  birds  that  prey. 
Here  Vice  a (fi  ur.es  the  ferpent's  fhape; 
There  Folly  peribnates  the  ape : 
Here  Av'rice  gripes  with  harpy's  claws; 
There  Malice  grins  with  tiger's  jaws: 
While  fons  of  Milchief,  Art,  and  Guile, 
Are  alligators  of  the  Nile. 

E'en  Pleafure  a6ts  a  treach'rous  part ; 
She  charms  the  lenle,  but  ltings  the  heart: 
And  when  fhe  gulls  us  of  our  wealth, 
Or  that  fuperior  pearl,  our  health, 
Reilores  us  nought  but  pains  and  woe, 
And  drowns  us  in  the  lake  below. 


There  a  commiflion'd  angel  {lands, 
With  defolation  in  his  hands ! 
He  fends  the  all-devouring  flame, 
And  cities  hardly  boalta  name  : 
Or  firings  the  peitilential  blall, 
And,  lo !  ten  thoufands  breathe  their  laft. 
He  fpeaksj— obedient  tempefls  roar, 
And  guilty  nations  a-e  no  more  : 
He  fpeaks — the  fury  Difcord  raves, 
And  1  weeps  whole  armies  to  their  graves; 
Or  Famine  lifts  her  mildew'd  hand, 
And  Hunger  howls  thro'  all  the  land. 

*  Oh  !  what  a  wretch  is  man  I*  I  cried  ; 

•  Expos'd  to  death  on  ev'ry  fide ! 

1  And  fure  as  borne  to  be  undone 

*  By  evils  which  he  cannot  fhun ! 
'  Befides  a  thoufand  baits  to  fin, 

*  A  thoufand  traitors  lodg'd  within  I 
i  For  foon  as  Vice  aflaults  the  heart, 

•  The  rebels  take  the  daemon's  part.* 

I  hgh,  my  aching  bofom  bleeds  ; 
When  ftraight  the  milder  plan  fucceeds. 
The  lake  of  tears,  the  dreary  more, 
The  fame  as  in  the  piece  before  : 
But  gleams  of  light  are  here  difplay'd, 
To  cheer  the  eye,  and  gild  the  fhade ; 
Affliction  fpeaks  a  fofterftyle, 
And  Difappointment  wears  a  fmile: 
A  group  of  virtue's  bloflbm  near; 
Their  roots  improve  by  ev'ry  tear 

Here  Patience,  gentle  maid  !  is  nigh, 
To  calm  the  ftorm,  and  wipe  the  eye : 
Hope  acls  the  kind  phyfician's  part, 
And  warms  the  folitary  heart: 
Religion  nobler  comfort  brings, 
Difarms  our  griefs,  or  blunts  their  flings; 
Points  out  the  balance  on  the  whole,— 
And  Heaven  rewards  the  flruggling  foul. 

But  while  thefe  raptures  I  purfue, 
The  Genius  fuddenly  withdrew 


§   119.     Vifion  tke  laft.     Death. 
'Tis  thought  my  Virions  are  too  grave  *  ; 
A  proof  I'm  no  defigning  knave. 
Perhaps,  if  int'reft  held  the  fcales, 
T  had  devis'd  quite  diff'rent  tales; 
Had  join'd  the  laughing,  low  buffoon, 
And  fcribbled  fatire  and  lampoon ; 
Or  ltirr'd  each  fource  of  foft  defire, 
And  fann'd  the  coals  of  wanton  fire: 
Then  had  my  paltry  Vifions  fold; 
Yes,  ail  my  dreams  had  turn'd  to  gold; 
Had  prov'd  the  darling  of  the  town, 
And  I — a  Poet  oi  renown  ! 

Let  not  my  awful  theme  furprife  5 
r.et  no  unmanly  fears  arife. 
T  wear  no  melancholy  hue ; 
No  wreaths  of  cyprels,  or  of  yew. 
The  fhroud,  the  coffin,  pall,  or  hearfe, 
Shal  1  ne'er  deform  my  fofter  verfe. 
Let  me  confign  the  fun'ral  plume, 
The  herald's  paint,  the  fculptur'd  tomb, 
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And  all  the  folemn  farce  of  graves, 
To  undertakers  and  their  (laves. 

You  know  that  moral  writers  fay, 
The  world's  a  ftage,  and  life  a  play ; 
That  in  this  drama  to  fucceed, 
Requires  much  thought  and  toil  indeed  ! 
There  ftill  remains  one  labour  more, 
Perhaps  a  greater  than  before. 
Indulge  the  fearch,  and  you  (hall  find 
The  harder  talk  is  ftill  behind : 
That  harder  talk,  to  quit  the  itage 
Tn  early  youth  or  riper  age  ; 
To  leave  the  company  and  place 
With  firmnefs,  dignity,  and  grace. 

Come,  then,  the  doling  fcenes  furvey ; 
*Tis  the  laft  act  which  crowns  the  play. 
Do  well  this  grand  decifive  part, 
And  gain  the  plaudit  of  your  heart. 
Few  greatly  live  in  Wifdorn's  eye — 
But,  oh  !  how  few  who  greatly  die  { 
Who,  when  their  days  approach  an  end, 
Can  meet  the  foe  as  friend  meets  friend. 

Inftructive  heroes  !  tell  us  whence     „ 
Your  noble  fcorn  of  fiefh  and  fenfe  1 
You  part  from  all  we  prize  fo  dear, 
Nor  drop  one  foft,  reluctant  tear; 
Part  from  thofe  tender  joys  of  life, 
The  friend,  the  parent,  child,  and  wife. 
Death's  black  and  ftormy  gulph  you  brave, 
And  ride  exulting  on  the  wave  ; 
Deem  thrones  but  trifles  all ! — no  more — 
Nor  fend  one  wifhful  look  to  more. 

For  foreign  ports,  and  lands  unknown, 
Thus  the  firm  failor  leaves  his  own; 
Obedient  to  the  fifing  gale, 
Unmoors  his  bark,  and  fpreads  his  fail  j 
Defies  the  ocean  and  the  wind, 
Nor  mourns  the  joys  he  left  behind. 

Is  Death  a  pow'rful  monarch  ?  True  : 
Perhaps  you  dread  the  ty rant, too  ! 
Fear,  like  a  fog,  precludes  the  light, 
Or  fwells  the  object  to  the  fight. 
Attend  my  vifionary  page, 
And  I'll  difarm  the  tyrant's  rage. 
Come,  let  this  ghaftly  form  appear  ; 
He's  not  fo  terrible  when  near. 
Diftance  deludes  th'  unwary  eye; 
So  clouds  feem  monfters  in  the  Iky: 
Hold  frequent  con veri'e  with  him  now, 
He'll  daily , wear  a  milder  brow, 
Why  is  my  theme  with  terror  fraught  ? 
Becaufe  you  fliun  the  frequent  thought. 
Say,  when  the  captive  pard  is  nigh, 
Whence  thy  pale  cheek  and  frighted  eye  ? 
Say,  why  difmay'd  thy  manly  breait, 
When  the  grim  lion  makes  his  creft ; 
Becaufe  thefe  lavage  fights  are  new  j 
No  keeper  fhudders  at  the  view  : 
Keepers  accnftom'd  to  the  icene, 
Approach  the  dens  with  look  facen 
Fearlefs  their  grifly  charge  explore, 
And  fmile  to  hear  the  tyrants  roar. 

*  Ay — but  to  die  !  to  bid  adieu ! 
■  An  everlafting  farewel  tqo ! 


*  Farewel  to  ev'ry  joy  around  !    , 

c  Oh,  the  heart  fickensat  the  found  V 

Stay,  llripling — thou  art  poorly  taught: 
Joy,  did  ft  thou  fay  ?  difcard  the  thought. 
Joys  are  a  rich  celeltial  fruit, 
And  fcorn  a  fublunary  ro©t: 
What  wears  the  face  of  joy  below, 
Is  often  found  but  fplcndid  woe. 
Joys  here,  like  unfubltantial  fame, 
Are  nothings  but  a  pompous  name; 
Or  elfe,  like  comets  in  the  fphere, 
Shine  with  deftruction  in  their  rear. 

Paffions,  like  clouds,  obfeure  the  fight,       ^ 
Hence  mortals  feldom  judge  aright. 
The  world's  a  harlh  unfruitful  foil, 
Yet  ftill  we  hope,  and  ftill  we  toil ; 
Deceive  ourfelves  with  wond'rous  art, 
And  di {appointment  wrings  the  heart. 

Thus,  when  a  mill  collects  around, 
And  hovers  o'er  a  barren  ground, 
The  poor  deluded  trav'ller  fpies 
Imagin'd  trees  and  ftruct tires  rife  ; 
But,  when  the  fhrouded  fun  is  clear, 
The  defert  and  the  rocks  appear. 

*  Ah — but  when  youthful  blood  runs  high, 
'  Sure  'tis  a  dreadful  thing  to  die  ! 
'  To  die !  and  what  exalts  the  gloom, 
'  I'm  told  that  man  furvives  the  tomb  ! 
'  O  !   can  the  learned  prelate  find 
'  What  future  kenes  await  the  mind  \ 
'*  Where  wings  the  lbul,  diflodg'd  from  clay  ? 
1  Some  courteous  angel  point  the  way  ! 

*  That  unknown  fomewhere  in  the  Ikies, 

4  Say,  where  that  unknown  fomewhere  lies  j 
'  And  kindly  prove,  when  life  is  o'er, 
'  That  pains  and  forrows  are  no  more  : 

*  For  doubtlefs,  dying  is  a  curie, 

*  If  prefent  ills  be  chang'd  for  worfe.'  | 

Hufh,  my  young  friend,  forego  the  theme, 
And  liften  to  your  poet's  dream. 

Ere  while  I  took  an  ev'n'fig  walk, 
Honorio  join'd  in  focial  talk. 
Along  the  lawns  the  zephyrs  fweep  ; 
Each  ruder  wind  was  lull'd  ah'eep. 
The  Iky,  all  beauteous  to  behold, 
Was  ftreak'd  with  azure,  green,  and  gold  ; 
But  tho'  ferenely  foft  and  fair, 
Fever  hung  brooding  in  the  air; 
Then  fettled  on  Honorio's  brean, 
Which  fhudder'd  at  the  fatal  gueft . 
No  drugs  the  kindly  willi  fulfil; 
Difeafe  eludes  the  doctor's  fkiil : 
The  poifon,  fpread  thro'  all  the  frame, 
Ferments,  and  kindles  into  flame. 
From  fide  to  fide  Honorio  turns, 
And  now  with  thirft  infatiate  burns : 
His  eyes  reiign  their  wonted  grace, 
Thofe  friendly  lamps  expire  apace  ? 
The  brain's  an  ufelefs  organ  grown  ; 
And  Rcafon  tumbled  from  his  throne. 

But,  while  the  purple  furges  glow, 
The  currents  thicken  as  they  flow  : 
The  blood  in  ev'ry  diftant  part 
Stagnates  and  difappoint*  the  heart; 
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Defrauded  of  its  crimfon  ftore, 
The  vital  engine  plays  no  more. 

Honorio  dead,  the  fun'ral  bell 
Call'd  ev'ry  friend  to  bid  farewell. 
I  join'd  the  melancholy  bier, 
And  dropp'd  the  unavailing  tear. 

The  clock  ftruck  twelve — when  nature  fought 
Repofe  from  all  the  pangs  of  thought; 
And,  while  my  limbs  were  funk  to  reft, 
A  Viilon  footh'd  my  troubled  breaft. 

I  dream'd  the  fpeilre  Death  appear'd  ! 
I  dream 'd  his  hollow  voice  I  heard  ! 
Methought  th'  imperial  tyrant  wore 
A  ilate  no  prince  affum'd  before  ; 
All  nature  retch'd  a  general  groan, 
And  lay  expiring  round  his  throne. 

1  gaz'd — when  ftraight  arofe  to  fight 
The  molt  detefted  fiend  of  night. 
He  muffled  with  unequal  pace, 
And  confcious  fhame  deform'd  his  face. 
With  jealous  leer  he  fquinted  rouud, 
Or  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
From  hell  this  frightful  monfter  came; 
Sin  was  his  fire,  and  Guilt  his  name. 
This  fury,  with  officious  care, 
Waited  around  the  fov'reign's  chair; 
In  robes  of  terror  drefs'd  the  king, 
And  arm'd  him  with  a  baneful  iting  ; 
Gave  flercenefs  to  the  tyrant's  eye, 
And  hung  the  fword  upon  his  thigh. 
Difeafes  next,  a  hideous  crowd  ! 
Proclaiin'd  their  matter's  empire  loud, 
And  all,  obedient  to  his  will, 
Flew  in  commiflion'd  troops  to  kill. 

A  riling  whirlwind  makes  the  poles, 
And  lightning  glares,  and  thunder  rolls. 
The  monarch  and  his  train  prepare 
To  range  the  foul  tempeltuous  air. 
Straight  to  his  moulders  he  applies 
Two  pinions  of  enormous  fize ! 
Methought  I  faw  the  ghaifly  form 
Stretch  his  black  wings  and  mount  the  ftorm: 
When  Fancy's  airy  horfe  I  11  rode. 
And  join'd  the  army  on  the  road. 
As  the  grim  conqu'ror  urg'd  his  way, 
He  fcatter'd  terror  and  difmay. 
Thoulands  a  penfive  afpeCf.  wore, 
Thoufands  who  fneer'd  at  death  before. 
Life's  records  rife  on  ev'ry  fide, 
And  Confcience  fpreads  thofe  volumes  wide; 
Which  faithful  regiilers  were  brought 
By  pale-eyed  Fear  and  bufy  Thought. 
Thofe  faults  which  artful  men  conceal, 
Stand  here,  engrav'd  with  pen  of  Heel, 
By  Confcience,  that  impartial  fcribe  ! 
Whole  honelt  palm  dildainsa  bribe: 
Their  aclions  all  like  critics  view, 
And  all  like  faithful  critics  too. 
As  Guilt  had  ftain'd  life's  various  ftage, 
What  tears  of  blood  bedew 'd  the  page  ! 


All  fhudder'd  at  the  black  account, 
And  fcarce  believ'd  the  vatt  amount ! 
All  vow'd  a  fudden  change  of  heart, 
Would  death  relent,  and  fheath  his  dart. 
But,  when  the  awful  foe  withdrew, 
All  to  their  follies  fled  anew. 

So  when  a  wolf,  who  fconrs  at  large, 
Springs  on  the  fhepherd's  fleecy  charge, 
The  flock  in  wild  diforder  fly, 
And  caft  behind  a  frequent  eye; 
But,  when  the  victim's  borne  away, 
They  rum  to  pailure  and  to  play. 

Indulge  my  dream,  and  let  my  pen 
Paint  thofe  unmeaning  creatures,  men. 

Carus,  with  pain  and  ficknefs  worn, 
Chides  the  flow  night,  and  lighs  for  morn, 
Soon  as  he  views  the  eaftern  ray 
He  mourns  the  quick  return  of  day : 
Hourly  laments  protracted  breath, 
And  courts  the  healing  hand  of  death. 

Verres,  opprefs'd  with  guilt  and  ihamr, 
Shipwreck'd  in  fortune,  heath,  and  fame: 
Pines  for  his  dark,  fepulchral  bed, 
To  mingle  with  th'  unheeled  dead. 

With  fourfcore  year  Natho  bends, 

A  burden  to  himfeif  anc  friends  ! 
And  with  impatience  feems  to  wait 
The  friendly  hand  of  ling'ring  Fate. 
So  hireling's  Wife  their  labour  done, 
And  often  eye  the  weftern  fun. 

The  monarch  hears  their  various  grief; 
'Defcends,  and  brings  the  wifh'd  relief. 
On  Death  with  wild  fu«  prize  they  ftar'dj 
All  feem'd  averfe  !  all  unprepar'd  ! 

As  torrents  iweep  with  rapid  force, 
The  grave's  pale  chief  purfued  his  courfe. 
No  human  pow'r  can  or  withiland, 
Or  fliun,  the  conquefts  of  his  hand. 
Oh  !  could  the  prince  of  upright  rrffnd, 
And  as  a  guardian  angel  kind, 
With  ev'ry  heart-felt  worth  befide. 
Turn  the  keen  lhaft  of  death  alide, 
When  would  the  brave  Auguihis  join 
The  alhes  of  his  facred  line  ! 
But  Death  maintains  no  partial  war; 
He  mocks  a  fultan  or  a  czar: 
He  lays  his  iron  hand  on  al! — 
Yes,  kings,  and  fons  of  kings,  mull  fall  1 
A  truth  Britannia  lately  felt, 
And  trembled  to  her  centre *  ! 

Could  ableff.  Hate  (men  ward  the  blow, 
Would  Grenville  own  this  common  foe  ? 
For  greater  talents  ne'er  were  known 
To  grace  the  tav'rite  of  a  throne. 

Could  genius  fave — wit,  learning,  fire— ^ 
Tell  me  would  Chefterfield  expire  ? 
Say,  would  his  glorious  fun  decline, 
And  let  like  your  pale  ftar  or  mine  ? 

Could  ev'ry  virtue  of  the  iky — 
Would  Herring  f,  Butler  J,  Seeker  ||,  die  * 


*  Referring  to  the  de.^th  of  his  late  Royal  Highnefs  Frederic  Prince  of  Wales. 

f  Archbifhop  of  Canterbury.  %  Late  Bifhop  of  Durham.        ||  Bifhop  of  Oxford. 
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Wny  this.addrefs  to  peerage  all? 
Uniiiled  Allen's  virtue's  call  ! 
If  Allen's  worth  demands  a  place, 
Lords  with  your  leave,  'tis  no  difgrace. 
Though  high  your  ranks  in  heralds  rolls, 
Know,  Virtue  too  ennobles  fouls 
By  her  that  private  man's  renown'd 
Who  pours  a  thou  find  bleflings  round. 
While  Allen  takes  Affliction's  part, 
And  draws  out  all  his  gen'rous  heart, 
Anxious  to  feize  the  fleeting  day, 
Left  ujimprov'd  it  ileal  away; 
While  thus  he  walks  with  jealous  ftrife, 
Through  goodnefs,  as  he  walks  through  life  j 
Shall  not  I  mark  his  radiant  path  ? — 
Rile,  Mufe,  and  ling  the  Man  or  Bath  ! 
Publifh  abroad,  could  goodnefs  iave, 
Allen  would  difappoint  the  grave; 
Tranllated  to  the  heavenly  more, 
Like  Enoch,  when  his  walk  was  o'er. 

Nor  Beauty's  pow'rful  pleas  reftrain: 
Her  pleas  are  trifling,  weak,  and  vain  ; 
For  women  pierce  with  ihrieks  the  air, 
Smite  the  bare  breafts,  and  rend  their  hair; 
All  have  a  doleful  tale  to  tell, 
How  friends,  fons,  daughters,  hufbands  fell! 

Alas  !  is  life  our  fav'rite  theme — 
*Tis  all  a  vain  or  painful  dream ; 
A  dream  which  fools  or  cowards  prize, 
But  flighted  by  the  brave  or  wife. 
Who  lives,  for  others  ills  muft  groan, 
Or  bleed  for  forrows  of  his  own; 
Mull  journey  on  with  weeping  eye, 
Then  pant,  fink,  agonize,  and  die. 

*  And  fhall  a  man  arraign  the  ikies, 

*  Becaufe  man  lives,  and  mourns,  and  dies  V 

*  Impatient  Reptile  !'  Reafon  cried  ; 

*  Arraign  thy  paiTion  and  thy  pride : 

*  Retire,  and  commune  with  thy  heart; 

*  Aik  whence  thou  cam'ft,  and  what  thou  art 

*  Explore  thy  body  and  thy  mind, 

*  Thy  ftation  too  why  here  aftign'd. 

4  The  feavch  {hall  teach  thee  life  to  prize, 

*  And  make  thee  grateful,  good,  and  wife. 
c  Why  do  you  roam  to  foreign  climes, 

'  To  fludy  nations,  modes,  and  times; 

'  A  fcience  often  dearly  bought, 

'  And  often  what  avails  you  nought  ?        * 

*  Go,  man,  and  aft  a  wife.-  part, 

*  Study  the  fcience  of  your  heart : 
This  home  philofophy,  you  know, 

'  Was  priz'd  fome  thoufand  years  ago*. 
'Then  why  abroad  a  frequent  gueft  ? 

*  Why  fuch  a  ftranger  to  your  breait  ? 
'  Why  turn  fo  many  volumes  o'er, 
'Till  Dodfley  can  fupply  no  more  ? 

«  Not  all  the  volumes  ou  thy  fhelf 

*  Are  worth  that  fingle  volume,  Self: 
'   For  who,  this  (acred  book  declines, 

*  Howe'er  in  other  arts  he  fhines, 

*  Tho'  fmit  with  Pindar's  noble  rage, 
'  Or  vers'd  in  Tully's  manly  page; 


Tho'  deeply  read  in  Plato's  fchool, 

With  all  his  knowledge,  is  a  fool. 

'  Proclaim  the  truth — Say,  what  is  man? 

His  body  from  the  dull  began; 

And  when  a  few  ihort  years  are  o'er, 

The  crumbling  fabric  is  no  more. 

*  But  whence  the  foul? — From  heaven  it  came- 
O  prize  this  intellectual  flame! 

This  nobler  felf  with  rapture  fcan  ; 
'Tis  mind  alone  which  makes  the  man. 
Trait  me,  there's  not  a  joy  on  earth, 
But  from  the  foul  derives  its  birth* 
Aik  the  young  rake,  (he'll  anfwer  right), 
Who  treats  by  day  and  drinks  by  night, 
What  makes  his  entertainment  ihine  ?• 
What  gives  the  relifh  to  his  wine  ? 
He'll  tell  thee  (if  he  (corns  the  beait) 
That  fociai  pleafures  form  the  feaft. 
The  charms  of  beauty  too  ill  all  cloy, 
Unlefs  the  foul  exalts  the  joy. 
The  mind  mull  animate  the  face, 
Or  cold  and  taitelefs  ev'ry  grace 

*  What!  muft  the  foul  her  pow'rs  difpenfe, 
To  raife  and  fwell  the  joys  of  fenie  ? 
Know,  too,  the  joys  of  fenie  controul 

And  clog  the  motions  of  the  foul ; 
Forbid  her  pinions  to  afpire, 
Damp  and  impair  her  native  fire; 
And  f'ure  as  fenie,  that  tyrant!  re:gns, 
She  holds  the  emprefs  Soul  in  chains; 
Inglorious  bondage  to  the  mind, 
Heaven  born,  fublime,  and  unconfin'd  ! 
She's  independant,  fair,  and  great, 
And  juilly  claims  a  large  eftate  ; 
She  aiks  no  borrow'd  aids  to  fhine; 
She  boafts  within  a  golden  mine ; 
But,  like  the  treafures  of  Peru, 
Her  wealth  lies  deep,  and  far  from  view. 
Say,  fhall  the  man  who  knows  her  worth, 
Debafe  her  dignity  and  birth  ? 
Or  e'er  repine  at  Heaven's  decree, 
Who  kindly  gave  her  leave  to  be  ; 
CalTd  her  from  nothing  into  day, 
And  built  her  tenement  of  clay  ? 
Hear  and  accept  me  for  your  guide 
(Reafon  (hall  ne'er  defert  your  fide)  : 
Who  liftens  to  my  wifer  voice, 
Can't  but  applaud  his  Maker's  choice  ; 
Pleas'd  with  that  firft  and  fov'reign  caufe, 
Pleas'd  with  unerring  Wifdom's  laws: 
Secure,  fince  fov'reign  goodnefs  reigns; 
Secure,  fince  fov'reign  pow'r  obtains. 
1  With  curious  eyes  review  thy  frame; 
This  fcience  fhall  direct  thy  claim. 
Doit  thou  indulge  a  double  view, 
A  long, long  life,  and  happy  too? 
Perhaps  a  farther  boon  you  crave- 
To  lie  down  eafy  in  the  grave. 
Know,  then,  my  dictates  mull  prevail, 
Or  furely  each  fond  wiih  fhatl  fail. 
1  Come,  then,  is  happinefs  thy  aim  ? 
'  Let  mental  joys  be  all  thy  game. 


*  <  Know  tbyfelf  f  a  celebrated  faying  of  Chilo,  one  ot  the  Seven  Wife  Men  of  Greece. 
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*  Repeat  the  fearch,  and  mend  your  pace, 
'  The  capture  (hail  reward  the  chace. 

*  Let  ev'ry  minute,  as  it  fp rings, 

*  Convey  frefh  knowledge  on  its  wings  ; 

*  Let  ev'ry  minute,  as  it  tiies, 

*  Record  thee  good,  as  well  as  wife. 

1  While  fuch  purfuits  your  thoughts  engage, 
1  In  a  few  years  you  '11  live  an  age. 
'  Who  meafures  life  by  rolling  years? 
'  Fools  meafure  hy  revolving  ipheres. 

*  Go  tho«i,  and  fetch  th'  unerring  rule 

'  From  Virtue';,  and  from  Wifdom's  fchool. 
4  Who  well  improves  life's  (horted  day 
'  Will  fcarce  regret  its  letting  ray; 
4  Contented  with  b!s  (hare  of  light, 

*  Nor  fear  nor  wifh  th'  approach  of  night: 
'  And  when  dileale  aflaults  the  heart, 

'  When  ficknefs  triumphs  over  art, 

*  Reflection  on  a  life  well  part 

*  Shall  prove  a  cordial  to  the  lafh 

*  This  med'eine  (hall  the  foul  fuftain, 
'  And  foften  or  fufpend  her  pain ; 

*  Shall  break  Death's  fell  tyrannic  pow'r, 

*  And  calm  the  troubled  dying  hour.' 
Bled  rules  cf  cool  prudential  age! 

I  liften'd  and  rever'd  the  fage. 

"When,  lo!  a  form  divinely  bright 

Deicends,  and  burfts  upon  my  light  ; 

A  feraph  of  illudrious  birth 

^Religion  was  her  name  on  earth)  ; 

Supremely  fweet  her  radiant  face, 

And  blooming  with  celedial  grace! 

Three  Alining  cherubs  form'd  her  tram, 

Wav'd  their  light  wings,  and  reach'd  the  plain ; 

Faith,  with  lublime  and  piercing  eye, 

And  pinions  fluttering  for  the  Iky  5 

Here  Hope,  that  fmiling  angel,  Hand?, 

And  golden  anchors  grace  her  hands; 

There  Charity  in  robes  of  white, 

Faired  and  fav'rite  maid  of  light ! 

The  feraph  (pake-*— *  "Tis  rea foil's  part 

*  To  govern  and  to  guard  the  heart ; 

*  To  lull  the  wayward  foul  to  red, 

'   When  hopes  and  fears  diftracl  the  breaft ; 
v*  Reafon  may  claim  this  doubtful  ftrife, 

*  And  lleer  thy  bark  thro'  various  life. 

'  But  when  the  dorms  of  Death  are  nigh, 

*  And  midnight  darknefs  veils  the  fky, 

*  Shall  reafon  then  direct  thy  fail, 

'  Difperfe  theclonds,  or  link  the  gale  ? 

*  Stranger,  this  (kill  alone  is  mine, 

*  Skill  that  tranfeends  bis  (canty  line. 

'  That  hoary  fage  has  counfeil'd  right 

*  Be  wile,  nor  fcorn  his  friendly  li-<ht. 

*  Revere  thyfelf—  thou  'rt  near  allied 
'  To  angels  on  thy  better  tide. 

*  How  various  e'er  their  ranks  or  kinds, 
'  Angels  are  but  unbodied  minds  : 

-  When  the  partition  walls  decay, 

*  Men  emerge  angels  from  their  clay} 

*  Yes,  when  the  frailer  body  dies, 

'  The  foul  aflerts  her  kindred  (kies: 

*  Bat  minds,  tho'  lprung  from  heavenly  race, 
'  Mud  firil  be  tutor'd  for  the  place: 


•'  (The  joys  above  are  underftood 

•  And  relilh'd  only  by  the  good). 
1  Who  (hallaflume  this  guardian  care? 

Who  (hall  fecure  their  birthright  there? 
Souls  are  my  charge — to  me  'tis  given 
To  train  them  for  their  nati  »e  heaven. 

*  Know,  then — Who  bow  the  early  ki.ee, 
1  And  give  the  willing  heart  to  me  ; 

•  Who  wifely,  when  temptation  waits, 

;  Elude  her  frauds,  and  fparn  her  baits  j 
c  Who  dare  to  own  my  injur'd  caufe, 
1  Tho' fools  deride  my  iacredlawsj 
'  Or  (com  to  deviate  to  the  wrong, 

•  Tho'  Perfecution  lifts  herthcffigj 
:  Tho'  all  the  ions  of  hell  confpire 

'  To  raife  the  (take,  and  light  the  fire — 
'  Know,  that  for  Inch  iuperior  fouls 
1  There  lies  a  blils  beyond  the  poles  j 
'  Where  fpirits  (hine  with  purer  ray, 

•  And  brighten  to  meridian  day;  [rules, 
f  Where  love,  where  boundleis  Friendfhip 

!  (No  friends  that  change,  no  lov:  that  coois !) 
'  Where  riling  floods  of  knowledge  roll, 
!  And  pour,  and  pour  upon  the  foul !' 

*  But  where  's  the  paflage  to  the  (kies  ?'— « 
f  The  road  thro'  Death's  black  valley  lies. 

'  Nay,  do  not  fhudder  at  my  tale  ; 

!  Tho'  dark  the  (hades,  yet  lafe  the  vale. 

'  This  path  the  bed  of  men  have  trod, 

{  And  who  'd  decline  the  road  to  God? 

1  Oh  !  'tis  a  glorious  boon  to  die  ! 

1  This  favour  can't  be  priz'd  too  high.' 

While  thus  (he  fpake,  my  looks  exprefs'd 
The  raptures  kindling  in  my  breaft: 
My  foul  a  fix'd  attention  gave; 
When  the  ftern  monarch  of  the  grave 
With  hausrhty  ftrides  approach'd — amaz'd 
I  (tood,  and  trembled  as  I  gaz'd. 
The  feraph  caim'd  each  anxious  fear, 
And  kindly  wip'd  the  falling  tear; 
Then  haden'd  with  expanded  wing 
To  meet  the  pale,  terrific  king. 
But  now  what  milder  fcenes  arife! 
The  tyrant  drops  his  hoitileguife: 
He  feems  a  youth  divinely  fair; 
In  graceful  ringlets  waves  his  hair; 
His  wings  their  whit'ning  plumes  difplay, 
His  burnifh'd  plumes  reflect  the  day; 
Light  flows  his  mining  azure  veft, 
And  all  the  angel  dands  confeft. 

I  view'd  the  change  with  fweet  furprife, 
And,  oh!   I  panted  for  the  (kies; 
Thank'd  Heaven  that  e'er  I  drew  my  breath, 
And  triumph'd  in  the  thoughts  of  Death. 


FABLES  by  the  late  Mr."  Gay. 

Introduction  to  the  Fables.      Part  the  Firji. 

§  1 20.     The  Shepherd  and  the  Philofofher* 

Remote  from  cities  liv'd  a  fwain, 
Unvex'd  with  aii  I      cares  oi  saiaj 
His  Head  was  iilver'd  o'er  with  age, 
And  long  experience  made  him  fage  ; 
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In  fummer's  heat,  and  winter's  cold, 
He  ted  his  flock,  and  penn'd  the  fold; 
His  hours-in  cheerful  labour  flew, 
Nor  envy  nor  ambition  knew: 
His  wifdom  and  his  honelt  fame 
Through  all  the  country  rais'd  his  name. 

A  deep  Philofopher  (whofe  rules 
Of  moral  life  were  drawn  from  ichools) 
The  fhepherd's  homely  cottage  fought, 
And  thus  explor'd  his  reach  of  thought : 

Whence  is  thy  learning  ?  Hath  thy  toil 
O'er  books  confum'd  the  midnight  oil  ? 
Haft  thou  old  Greece  and  Rome  furvey'd, 
And  the  vaft  fenfe  of  Plato  weigh'd  ? 
Hath  Socrates  thy  foul  refin'd  ? 
And  haft  thou  fathom'd  Tully's  mind  ? 
Or,  like  the  wife  Ulyfles,  thrown 
By  various  fates  on  realms  unknown, 
Haft  thou  through  many  cities  ftray'd, 
Their  cuftoms,  laws,  and  manners  weigh'd  ? 

The  Shepherd  modeitjy  replied: 
I  ne'er  the  paths  of  learning  tried: 
Nor  have  I  roam'd  in  foreign  parts 
To  read  mankind,  their  laws,  and  arts  j 
For  man  is  pradtis'd  in  difguife, 
He  cheats  the  raoft  difcerning  eyes  : 
Who  by  that  fearch  fhall  wiier  grow, 
"When  we  ourfelves  can  never  know  ? 
The  little  knowledge  I  have  gain'd, 
Was  all  from  Ample  nature  drain'd; 
Hence  my  life's  maxims  took  their  rife, 
Hence  grew  nry  fettled  hate  to  vice. 
The  daily  labours  of  the  bee 
Awake  my  foul  to  induftry. 
Who  can  obferve  the  careful  ant, 
And  not  provide  for  future  want? 
My  dog  (the  truftieft  of  his  kind) 
"With  gratitude  inflames  my  mind: 
I  mark  his  true,  his  faithful  way, 
And  in  my  fervice  copy  Tray. 
In  conftancy  and  nuptial  love, 
I  learn  my  duty  from  the  dove. 
The  hen,  who  from  the  chilly  air 
With  pious  wing  protects  her  care, 
And  every  fowl  that  flies  at  large, 
Inftrucls  me  in  a  parent's  charge. 

From  nature  too  I  take  my  rule, 
To  fhun  contempt  and  ridicule: 
I  never,  with  important  air, 
In  converfation  overbear. 
Can  grave  and  formal  pafs  for  wife, 
When  men  the  folemn  owl  chfpiie  ? 
My  tongue  within  my  lips  I  rein, 
For  who  talks  much  mufttalk  in  vain: 
"We  from  the  wordy  torrent  fly ; 
Who  liften^  to  the  chatt'ring  nye  ? 
Nor  would  I,  with  felonious  flight, 
By  Health  invade  my  neighbour's  right; 
Kapacious  animals  we  hate  : 
Kites,  hawks,  and  wolves,  deferve  their  fate/ 
Do  not  we  juft  abhorrence  find 
Again  the  toad  and  ferpent  kind? 
But  envy,  calumny,  and  irate 
Bear  ftronger  venom  in  their  bite. 


Thus  ev'ry  object  of  creation 
Can  furnifh  hints  to  contemplation; 
And  from  the  moft  minute  and  mean 
A  virtuous  mind  can  morals  glean. 
Thy  fame  is  juft,  the  Sage  replies ; 
Thy  virtue  proves  thee  truly  wife. 
Pride  often  guides  the  author's  pen  j 
Books  as  affected  are  as  men  : 
But  he  who  ftudies  nature's  laws, 
From  certain  truth  his  maxims  draws  ; 
And  thole,  without  our  fchools,  fuffice 
To  make  men  moral,  good,  and  wife. 


To  his  Highnefs  William  Duke  of  Cumberland- 

§  121.  fable  i.     The  Lion,  the  Tiger, 
and  the  Traveller. 

Accept,  young  Prince,  the  moral  lay, 
And  in  thefe  tales  mankind  furvey; 
With  early  virtues  plant  your  breaft, 
The  fpecious  arts  of  vice  deteft. 

Princes,  like  beauties,  from  their  youth 
Are  ftrangers  to  the  voice  of  truth : 
Learn  to  contemn  all  praife  betimes; 
For  flattery  's  the  nurfe  of  crimes. 
Friendftup  by  fweet  reproof  is  fhown 
(A  virtue  never  near  a  throne); 
In  courts  fuch  freedom  muft  offend, 
There  none  prefumes  to  be  a  friend. 
To  thofe  of  your  exalted  ftation 
Each  courtier  is  a  dedication. 
Muft  I  too  flatter  like  the  reft, 
And  turn  my  morals  to  ajeft? 
The  mufe  difdains  to  fteal  from  thofe 
Who  thrive  in  courts  by  fulfbme  profe. 
But  fhall  I  hide  your  real  praife, 
Or  tell  you  what  a  nation  fays  ? 
They  in  your  infant  bofom  trace 
The  virtues  of  your  royal  race, 
In  the  fair  dawning  of  your  mind 
Difcern  you  gen'rous,  mild,  and  kind. 
They  fee  you  grieve  to  hear  diftrefs, 
And  pant  already  to  redrefs. 
Go  on,  the  height  of  good  attain, 
Nor  let  a  nation  hope  in  vain : 
For  hence  we  juftly  may  prefage 
The  virtues  of  a  riper  age. 
True  courage  iliall  your  bofom  fire, 
And  future  actions  own  your  fire. 
Cowards  are  cruel,  but  the  brave 
Love  mercy,  and  delight  to  fave. 

A  Tiger  roaming  for  his  prey, 
Sprung  on  a  Trav'ller  in  the  way ; 
The  proftrate  game  a  Lion  fpies, 
And  on  the  greedy  tyrant  flies: 
With  mingled  roarrefounds  the  wood, 
Their  teeth,  their  claws,  diftil  with  blood; 
Till,  vanquifh'd  by  the  Lion's  ftrength, 
The  fpotted  foe  extends  his  length. 
The  man  befought  the  fhaggy  lord, 
And  on  his  knees  for  life  implor'd; 
His  life  the  gen'rous  hero  gave  : 
Together  walking  to  his  cave, 
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The  lion  thus  befpoke  his  gueft: 

What  hardy  healt  ihaJl  due  con  reft 
My  matchlefs  ltrength  ?  You  few  the  fight, 
And  mult  atteft  my  pow'r  and  right. 
Forc'd  to  forego  their  native  home, 
My  ftarving  Haves  at  diltance  roam] 
Within  thefe  woods  I  reign  alone, 
The  boundlefs  foreit  is  my  own. 
Bears,  wolves,  and  all  the  favage  brood, 
Have  dyed  the  regal  den  with  blood. 
Theft  carcaies  on  either  hand, 
Thofe  bones  that  whiten  all  the  land. 
My  forme-  deeds  and  triumphs  tell, 
Beneath  tbefe  jaws  what  numbers  fell. 

True,  lays  the  man,  the  ftrength  I  law 
Might  well  the  brutal  nation  awe : 
But  fhall  a  monarch,  brave  like  you, 
Place^glory  in  lb  falfe  a  view  ? 
Robbers  invade  their  neighbours'*  right: 
Be  lov'd;  let  juftice  bound  your  might. 
Mean  are  ambitious  heroes  boalis 
Of  wafted  lands  and  flausrhtered  holts : 
Pirates  their  pow'r  by  murders  gain  ; 
Wile  kings  by  love  and  mercy  reign. 
To  me  your  clemency  hath  mown 
The  virtue  worthy  of  a  throne. 
Heaven  gives  you  pow'r  above  the  reft, 
Like  Heaven  to  fuccour  the  diitreft. 

The  caie  is  plain,  the  monarch  laid; 
Falfe  glory  hath  my  youth  milled; 
For  beafts  of  prey,  a  fervile  train, 
Have  been  the  flatt'rers  of  my  reign. 
You  reafon  well.     Yet  tell  me,  friend, 
Did  ever  you  in  courts  attend  ? 
Fojr  all  my  fawning  rogues  agree, 
That  human  heroes  rule  lile  me. 


f  122.  fable  11.    The  Spaniel  and  the  Cameleon. 

A  Spaniel,  bred  with  all  the  care 

That  waits  upon  a  fav'rite  heir, 

Ne'er  felt  correction's  rigid  hand  : 

Indulged  to  difobey  command, 

In  pamper'd  eaie  his  hours  were  fpent;      < 

He  never  knew  what  learning  meant. 

Such  forward  airs,  fo  pert,  lb  fmart, 

Were  fare  to  win  his  lady's  heart : 

Fach  little. mifchief  gain'd  himpraife; 

How  pretty  were  his  fawning  ways  ! 

The  wind  was  fouth,  the  morning  fair, 
He  ventures  forth  to  take  the  air: 
He  ranges  all  the  meadow  round, 
And  rolls  upon  the  fofteft  ground} 
When  near  him  a  Cameleon  fecw 
Was  fcarce  diftinguifh'd  from  the  green. 

Dear  emblem  or  the  flatt'ring  holt, 
What,  live  with  clowns  ?  a  genius  loft  J 
To  cities  and  the  court  repair, 
A  fortune  cannot  fail  thee  there; 
Preferment  lhall  thy  talents  crown  : 
Relieve  me,  friend;  I  know  the  town. 

Sir,  fays  the  fycophant,  like  you, 
Of  oldt  politer  life  I  knew  1 
Like  you,  a  courtier  born  and  bred, 
Kings  lean'd  an  ear  to  what  I  laid. 


My  whifper  always  met  fuccefs ; 
The  ladies  prais'd  me  for  addrefs. 
I  knew  to  hit  each  courtier's  paffion, 
And  flatter'd  ev'ry  vice  in  falhion. 
But  Jove,  who  hates  the  liar's  ways, 
At  once  cut  fhort  my  proip'rous  days; 
And,  fentene'd  to  retain  my  nature, 
Transform'd  me  to  this  crawling  creature. 
Doom'd  to  a  life  obfeure  and  mean, 
I  wander  in  this  fylvan  fcene. 
For  Jove  the  heart  alone  regards  ; 
He  punilhes  what  man  rewards. 
How  different  is  thy  cafe  and  mine ! 
With  men  at  leaft  you  fup  and  dine ; 
While  I,  condemn'd  to  thinneft  fare, 
Like  thofe  I  flatter' d,  feed  on  air. 


§  123.  fable  in.    The  Mother,  the  Nurfe, 
and  the  fairy. 

Give  me  a  Son.    The  biefling  fent, 
Were  ever  parents  more  content  ? 
How  p.-vral  are  their  doting  eyes  ! 
No  child  k  half  lb  fair  and  wile. 
Wak'd  to  the  morning's  plealing  care, 
The  mother  role,  and  fought  her  heir. 
She  faw  the  Nurfe,  like  one  poflelt, 
With  wringing  hands,  and  fobbing  breaft. 

Sure  fome  difafterhas  befel: 
Speak,  Nurfe !  I  hope  the  boy  is  well  ? 

Dear  Madam,  think  not  me  to  blame; 
Inviiihle  the  Fairy  came: 
Your  precious  babe  is  hence  convey'd, 
And  in  the  place  a  changeling  laid. 
Where  are  the  father's  mouth  and  nofe, 
The  mother's  eyes,  as  black  as  Hoes  ? 
See  here,  a  fhocking,  awkward  creature, 
That  Ipeaks  a  fool  in  ev'ry  feature. 

The  woman  's  blind,  the  mother  cries; 
I  fee  wit  fparkle  in  his  eyes. 

Lord,  Madam,  what  a  fquintingleer  1 
No  doubt  the  Fairy  hath  been  here. 

Juit  as  (lie  fpoke,  a  pigmy  Sprite, 
Pops  through  the  key-hole,  fwift  as  light  j 
Perch 'd  on  the  cradle's  top  he  ltands, 
And  thus  her  folly  reprimands: 

Whence  fprung  the  vain  conceited  lie, 
That  we  the  world  with  fools  iupply  ? 
What !   give  our  fprightly  race  away, 
For  the  dull  heiplefs  fons  of  clay  ! 
Befides,  by  partial  fondnefs  fhewn, 
Like  you,  we  doat  upon  our  cwn. 
Where  yet  was  ever  found  a  mother, 
Who  'd  give  her  booby  for  another  ? 
And  lhould  we  change  with  human  breed, 
Weil  might  we  pafs  for  fools  indeed. 


§  124.  fable  iv.     The  Eagle  and  the 
rnbly  of  Animals. 

AS  Jupiter's  all-feeing  eye 
Survey'd  the  worlds  beneath  the  (ky. 
From  this  fmall  fpeck  of  earth  we-  e  lent 
Murmurs  and  founds  of  ditcontent ; 
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For  ev'ry  thing  alive  complain'd 
That  he  the  hardeft  life  fuftain'd. 
Jove  calls  his  Eagle.     At  the  word 
Before  him  Hands  the  royal  bird. 
The  bird,  obedient,  from  heaven's  height 
Downward  di reels  his  rapid  flight  ; 
Then  cited  ev'ry  living  thing 
To  bear  the  mandates  of  his  king, 

Ungrateful  creatures!  whence  arife 
Thefe  murmurs  which  offend  the  Skies  ? 
Why  this  disorder  ?  lay  the  cauie; 
For  juft  are  Jove's  eternal  laws. 
Let  each  his  discontent  reveal; 
To  yon  four  Dog  I  firii  appeal. 

Hard  is  my  lot,  the  Hound  replies: 
On  what  fleet  nerves  the  Greyhound  flies! 
"While  I,  with  weary  ftep  and  flow, 
O'er  plains,  and  vales,  and  mountains  go. 
The  morning  fees  my  ch.ice  begun, 
Nor  ends  it  till^the  fetting  fun. 

When  (fays  the  Greyhound)  I  purfue, 
My  game  is  loft,  or  caught  in  view; 
Beyond  my  fight  the  prey's  fecure: 
The  Hound  is  flow,  but  always  furel 
And  had  I  his  fagacious  fcent, 
Jove  ne'er  had  heard  my  diicontent. 

The  Lion  crav'd  the  Fox's  art ; 
The  Fox  the  Lion's  force  and  heart; 
The  Cock  implor'd  the  Pigeon's  flight, 
Whofe  wings  were  rapid,  Strong,  and  light; 
The  Pigeon  Strength  of  wing  deipis'd. 
And  the  Cock's  matchlefs  valour  priz'd ; 
The  Fifties  wifti'd  to  graze  the  plain; 
The  Beafts  to  fkim  beneath  the  main. 
Thus,  envious  of  another's  ftate, 
Each  blam'd  the  partial  hand  of  Fate. 

The  Bird  of  Heaven  then  cried  aloud : 
Jove  bids  difperfe  the  murm'ring  crowd; 
The  God  rejects  your  idle  prayers, 
Would  ye,  rebellious  mutineers, 
Entirely  change  your  name  and  nature, 
And  be  the  very  envied  creature  ? 
What !  iilent  all,  and  none  confent  ? 
Be  happy  then,  and  learn  content : 
Nor  imitate  the  reftlefs  mind, 
And  proud  ambition  of  mankind. 


Yet  think  us  not  of  foul  fo  tame, 
Which  no  repeated  wrongs  inflame, 
Infenfible  of  ev'ry  ill, 
Becaufe  we  want  thy  tulks  to  kill. 
Know,  thofe  who  violence  purfue, 
Give  to  themfelves  the  vengeance  due  j 
For  in  thefe  maflacres  they  And 
The  two  chief  plagues  that  wafte  mankind. 
Ourikins  fupplies  the  wrangling  bar; 
It  wakes  their  flumb'ring  fons  to  war; 
And  well  revenge  may  reft  contented, 
Since  drums  and  parchment  were  invented. 


$  125.  fable,  v*     The  Wild  Boar  and  the  Ram. 

Against  an  elm  a  fheep  was  tied, 

The  butcher's  knife  in  blood  was  dyed; 

The  patient  flock,  in  filent  fright, 

From  far  beheld  the  horrid  light: 

A  favage  Boar,  who  near  them  flood, 

Thus  mock'd  to  fcorn  the  fleecy  brood  : 

All  cowards  fhould  be  ferv'd  iike  you  ; 
fee,  fee,  your  murd'rer  is  in  view  ! 
With  purple  hands,  and  reeking  knife, 
He  Strips  the  Skin  yet  warm  with  life : 
Your  quarter'd  Sires,  your  bleeding  dams, 
The  dying  bleat  of  harmlefs  lambs, 
Call  for  revenge.     O  Stupid  race  ! 
The  heart  that  wants  revenge  is  bafe. 

I  grmr,  an  ancient  Earn  replies, 
We  bear  no  terror  in  our  eyes: 
2 


§126.     fable  vi.     The  Mifer  and  Plutus. 

The  wind  was  high,  the  window  lhakes; 

With  fudden  Start  the  Mifer  wakes; 

Along  the  filent  room  he  Stalks ; 

Looks  back,  and  trembles  as  he  walks! 

Each  lock  and  ev'ry  bolt  he  tries, 

In  ev'ry  creek  and  corner  pries  ; 

Then  opes  the  cheft  with  treafure  ftor'd, 

And  Stands  in  rapture  o'er  his  hoard. 

But  now,  with  fudden  qualms  pofleft, 

He  wrings  his  hands,  he  be>ts  his  breait; 

By  confeience  Stung,  he  widely  Stares, 

And  thus  his  guilty  foul  declares: 
Had  the  deep  earth  her  Stores  confin'd, 

This  heart  had  known  fweet  peace  of  mind. 

But  virtue's  fold  !  Good  gods !  what  price 

Can  recompenfe  the  pangs  of  vice  ? 

O  bane  of  good!  Seducing  cheat! 

Can  man,  weak  man,  thy  pow'r  defeat? 

Gold  baniih'd  honour  from  the  mind, 

And  only  left  the  name  behind; 

Gold  few'd  the  world  with  ev'ry  ill ; 

Gold  taught  the  murderer's  fworcl  to  kill : 

'Twas  gold  initrucled  coward  hearts 
In  treachery's  more  pernicious  artti 
Who  can  recount  the  mifchiefs  o'er  ? 
Virtue  refides  on  earth  no  more  ! 
He  Spoke,  and  figh'd.     In  angry  mood, 
Plutusj  his  god,  before  him  Stood. 
The  Mifer,  trembling,  lock'd  his  cheft; 
The  viiion  frown'd,  and  thus  addrefs'd  : 

Whence  is  this  vile  ungrateful  rant, 
Each  fordid  rafcal'o  daily  cant  ? 
Did  I,  bale  wretch,   corrupt  mankind  ! 
The  fault  's  in  thy  rapacious  mind. 
Becaufe  my  bleflings  are  abus'd, 
Muft  I  be  cenfur'd,  curs'd,  accus'd  ? 
E'en  virtue's  felf  by  knaves  is  made 
A  cloak  to  cany  ©n  the  trade; 
And  pow'r  (when  lodg'd  in  their  poiTeflion) 
Grows  tyranny,  and  rank  oppreflion, 
Thus,  when  the  villain  crams  his  cheft, 
Gold  is  the  canker  of  the  breaft  ; 
"Lis  av'rice,  inloience, and  pride; 
And  ev'ry  Shocking  vice  befide: 
But  when  to  virtuous  hands  'tis  given, 
It  blefles  like  the  dews  of  heaven; 
Like  heaven,  it  hears  the  orphan's  cries, 
And  wipes  the  tears  from  widows'*  eyes. 
Their  crimes  on  gold  /hall  mifers  lay, 
Who  pawn'd  their  fordid  fouls  for  pay  ? 
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Let  bravoes  then  (when  blood  is  fpilt) 
Upbraid  the  paflive  fword  with  guilt. 


§  127.      fable  vii.      The  Zion,  the  Fox, 
and  the  Geefe. 

A  Lion,  tir'd  with  ftate  affaire, 
Quite  lick  of  pomp,  and  worn  with  cares  5 
Refolv'd  (remote  from  noife  and  ftrife) 
In  peace  to  pais  his  latter  life. 

It  was  proclaimed:  the  day  was  fet: 
Behold  the  gen'ral  council  met. 
The  Fox,  was  viceroy  nar:'d.     The  crowd 
To  the  new  regent  humbly  bow'd. 

Wolyes,  bears,  and  mighty  tigers  bend, 
And  ftrive  who  molt  fhall  condelcend. 
He  ftraight  alFumes  a  folemn  grace, 
Collects  his  wildom  in  his  face. 
The  crowd  admire  his  wit,  his  fenfe; 
Each  word  hath  weight  and  confequence. 
The  flatt'rer  all  his  art  difplays, 
He  who  hath  pow'r  is  fure  of  praife, 
A  fox  ftepp'd  forth  before  the  reft, 
And  thus  the  fervile  throng  addrefs'd: 

How  vaft  his  talents,  born  to  rule, 
And  train'd  in  virtue's  honed  fchool ! 
What  clemency  his  temper  frays  ! 
How  uncorrupt  are  all  his  ways  ! 
Beneath  his  conduit  and  command 
Rapine  fhall  ceafe  to  walte  the  land, 
His  brain  hath  ftratagem  and  art ; 
Prudence  and  mercy  rule  his  heart. 
What  bleifings  mult  attend  the  nation 
Under  this  ^ood  adminiitration! 

He  faid.     A  Goole  who  diftant  ftood, 
Harangu'd  apart j:he  cackling  brood: 

Whene'er  I  hear  a  knave  commend, 
He  bids  me  fliun  his  worthy  friend. 
What  piaile  !  what  mighty  commendation  1 
But  'twas  a  Fox  who  fpoke  th'  oration. 
Foxes  this  government  may  prize, 
As  gentle,  plentiful,  and  wile; 
If  they  enjoy  the  fweets,  'tis  plain, 
We  Gee.,    nult  feel  a  tyrant  reign. 
What  havock  now  mail  thin  our  race, 
When  ev'ry  petty  clerk  in  place, 
To  prove  his  tafte  and  feem  polite, 
Will  feed  on  Geefe  both  noon  and  night ! 


§  128.    fasle  viii.    The  Lady  and  the  Wafp. 

What  whifpers  mult  the  beauty  bear ! 

What  hourly  nonfenfe  haunts  her  ear! 

Where'er  her  eyes  difpenle  their  charms, 

Impertinence  around  her  f warms. 

Did  not  the  tender  nonfenfe  ftrike, 

Contempt  and  fcorn  might  foon  diilike : 

Forbidding  airs  might  thin  the  place ; 

The  High  tell  Hap  a  fly  can  chafe. 

But  who  can  drive  the  num'rous  breed  ! 

Chafe  one,  an  nher  will  i'ucceed, 

Who  knovva  a  fool,  mult  know  his  brother  5 

One  fop  will  recommend  another-. 

And  with  this  plague  lhe  's  rightly  curfl, 

Beuiuie  Hie  liiten'd  to  the  firft. 


As  Doris,  at  her  toilet's  duty, 
Sat  meditating  on  her  beauty, 
She  now  was  penlive,  now  was  gay, 
And  loll'd  the  fultry  hours  away. 

As  thus  in  indolence  lhe  lies, 
A  giddy  Wa:p  around  her  flies. 
He  now  advances,  now  retires, 
Now  to  her  neck  and  cheek  alpires. 
Her  fan  in  vain  defends  her  charms  j 
Swift  he  returns,  again  alarms: 
For  by  repulfe  he  bolder  grew, 
Perch'd  on  her  lip,  and  lipp'd  the  dew. 

She  frowns,  (he  frets.  Good  gods  1  lhe  cries, 
Protect  me  from  thele  tealing  hies  ! 
Of  all  the  plagues  that  heaven  hath  fent, 
A  Wafp  is  molt  impertinent. 

The  hov'ring  infect  thus  complain'd : 
Am  I  then  flighted,  icorn'd,  dildain'd? 
Can  fuch  offence  your  anger  wake  ? 
'Twas  beauty  caus'ci  the  bold  nultake. 
Thole  cherry  lips  that  breathe  perfume, 
That  cheek  fo  ripe  with  youthful  bloom, 
Made  me  with  ltrong  delire  purfue 
The  faireft  peach  that  ever  grew. 

Strike  him  not,  Jenny,  Doris-  cries, 
Nor  murder  Wafps  like  vulgar  flies : 
For  though  he  's  free,  (to  do  him  right) 
The  creature's  civil  antt  polite. 

In  ecltacies  away  lie  polls  ; 
Where'er  he  came  the  favour  boafls ; 
Brags  how  her  fweeteft  tea  he  lips, 
And  (hews  the  fugar  on  his  lips. 

The  hint  alarm'd  the  forward  crew: 
Sure  of  fuccefs,  away  they  flew. 
They  (hare  the  dainties  of  the  day, 
Round  her  with  airy  mufic  play  $ 
And  now  they  flutter,  now  they  reft, 
Now  foar  again,  and  ikim  her  byealL 
Nor  were  they  banifh'd  till  lhe  found 
That  Wafps  have  ftings,  and  felt  the  wound. 


§129.     fable   ix.     ^The  Bull and  the  Maflijf* 
Seek  you  to  train  your  fav'rite  Boy? 
Each  caution,  ev'ry  care  employ  : 
And  ere  you  venture  to  confide, 
Let  his  preceptor's  heart  be  tried  : 
Weigh  well  his  manners,  life,  and  fcopej 
On  thefe  depends  thy  future  hope. 

As  on  a  time,  in  peaceful  reign, 
A  Bull  enjoy 'd  the  fiow'ry  plain, 
A  Maltitf  pafs'd  ,  innam'd  with  ire, 
His  eye-balls  (hot  indignant  firej 
He  foam'd,  he  rag'd  with  third  of  blood, 
Spurning  the  ground  the  monarch  Itood, 
And  roar'd  aloud — Sufpend  the  light ; 
In  a  whole  Ikin  go  lleep  to-night: 
Or  tell  me,  ere  the  battle  rage, 
What  wrongs  provoke  thee  to  engage  ? 
Is  it  ambition  tires  thy  breall, 
Or  avarice,  that  ne'er  can  reft  ? 
From  thefe  alone  unjuftly  fprings 
The  world-deftroying  wrath  of  kings. 

The  furiy  Maftifl*  thus  returns: 
Within  my  bofom  glory  burns* 

Like 
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Like  heroes  of  eternal  name, 
Whom  poets  fine,  I  fight  for  fame. 
The  butcher's  fpirit-ibfrmg  mind 
To  daily  war  my  youth  indin'd ; 
He  train 'd  me  to  heroic  dted^ 
Taught  me  to  conquer  or  to  bleed. 

Curs'd  Dog!   the  Bull  replied}  no  more 
I  wonder  at  thy  thirit  of  gore; 
For  thou  (beneath  a  butcher  train'd, 
Whofe  hands  with  cruelty  are  ftain'd. 
His  daily  murders  in  thy  view) 
Muft    like  thy  tutor,  blood  purfue. 
Tiike  then  thy  fate.     With  goring  wound, 
At  once  he  lifts  him  from  the  ground: 
Aloft  the  Jprawling  hero  flies  ; 
Mangled  he  falls,  he  howls,  and  dies. 


§  130.  Fable  x.  The  Elephant  and the  Bcokfdicr. 

The  man  who  with  undaunted  toils 
Sails  unknown  feas  to  unknown  foils, 
With  various  wonders  feafts  his  fight : 
What  ftranger  wonders  does  he  write ! 
We  read,  and  in  defcriprion  view 
Creatures  which  Adam  never  knew  : 
For,  when  we  rifk  no  contradiction, 
It  prompts  the  tongue  to  deal  in  fiction, 
Thofe  things  that  ftartle  me  or  you, 
I  grant  are  ftrange,  yet  may  be  true. 
Who  doubts  that  Elephants  are  found 
For  fcience  and  for  fenfe  renown'd  ? 
Borri  records  their  ftrength  of  parts, 
Extent  of  thought,  and  fkill  in  arts  5 
How  they  perform  the  law's  decrees, 
And  fave  the  ftate  the  hangman's  fees : 
And  how  by  travel  underltand 
The  language  of  another  land. 
Let  thofe  who  queftion  this  report, 
To  Pliny's  ancient  page  refort  j 
How  learn'd  was  that  fagacious  breed ! 
Who  now  Hke  them  the  Greek  can  read ! 

As  one  of  thefe,  in  days  of  yore, 
Rummag'd  a  fhop  of  learning  o'er  j 
Not,  like  our  modern  dealers,  minding 
Only  the  margin's  breadth  and  binding} 
A  book  his  curious  eye  detains, 
Where  with  exacleft  care  and  pains 
Were  ev'ry  beaft  and  bird  portray'd, 
That  e'er  the  fcarch  of  man  furvey'd. 
Their  natures  and  their  pow'rs  were  writ 
With  all  the  pride  of  human  wit. 
The  page  he  with  attention  fpread, 
And  thus  remark'd  on  what  he  read : 

Man  with  ftrong  rcafon  is  endow'd; 
A  beaft  fc::rce  inftinct  is  allow'd. 
Bat  let  this  author's  work  be  tried: 
'Tis  plain  that  neither  was  his  guide. 
Can  he  difcern  the  different  natures, 
And  weigh  the  pow'r  of  other  creatures, 
Who  by  the  partial  work  hath  fhewn 
He  knows  Co  little  of  his  own  ? 
How  falfelv  is  the  fnaniel  drawn! 
Bid  man  f.cm  him  firft  learn  to  fawn  ? 


A  dog  proficient  in  the  trade ! 
He  the  chief  flatt'rer  nature  made  '. 
Go,  Man,  the  ways  of  courts  difcern, 
You  '11  find  a  fpaniel  ftill  might  learn. 
How  can  the  Fox's  theft  and  plunder 
Provoke  his  cenfure  or  his  wonder  ? 
From  courtier  tricks,  and  lawyers  arts, 
The  fox  might  well  improve  his  parts. 
The  lion,  wolf,  and  tiger's  brood, 
He  curies  for  their  thirit  of  blood: 
Hut  is  not  man  to  man  a  prey  ? 
Beads  kill  for  hunger,  men  for  pay. 

The  Bookfeller,  who  heard  him  fpeak, 
And  faw  him  turn  a  page  of  Greek, 
Thought,  what  a  genius  have  I  found  ? 
Then  thus  addrefs'd  with  bow  profound : 

Learn'd  Sir,  if  you'd  employ  your  pen 
Againft  the  fenfelefs  fons  of  men, 
Or  write  the  hiftory  of  Siam, 
No  man  is  better  pay  than  I  am  ; 
Or,  fince  you  're  learn'd  in  Greek,  let's  fee 
Something  againft  the  Trinity. 

When,  wrinkling  with  a  fneer  his  trunk, 
Friend,  quoth  the  Elephant,  you  're  drunk  5 
E'en  keep  your  money,  and  be  wife  j 
Leave  man  on  man  to  criticife : 
For  that  you  ne'er  can  want  a  pen 
Among  the  fenfelefs  fons  of  men. 
They  unprovok'd  will  court  the  fray  ; 
Envy  's  a  (harper  fpur  than  pay. 
No  author  ever  fpar'd  a  brother  j 
Wits  are  game-cocks  to  one  another. 


§   131- 


fable  xi.     The  Peacock,  the  Turkey, 
and  the  Goofe. 
In  beauty  faults  confpicuous  grow; 
The  fmalleft  fpeck  is  feen  on  fhow. 

As  near  a  barn,  by  hunger  led, 
A  peacock  with  the  poultry  fed; 
All  view'd  him  with  an  envious  eye, 
And  mock'd  his  gaudy  pageantry. 
He,  confeious  of  fuperior  merit, 
Contemns  their  bafe  reviling  fpirit ; 
His  ftate  and  dignity  aflumes, 
And  to  the  fun  difplays  his  plumes; 
Which,  like  the  heav'ns  o'er-arching  fkies, 
Are  fpangled  with  a  thoufand  eyes : 
The  circling  rays,  and  varied  light, 
At  once  confound  their  dazzled  fight: 
On  ev'ry  tongue  detraction  burns, 
And  malice  prompts  their  fpleen  by  turns: 

Mark  with  what  infolence  and  pride 
The  creature  takes  his  haughty  ftride, 
The  Turkey  cries.     Can  fpleen  contain  ? 
Sure  never  bird  was  half  fo  vain! 
But,  were  intriniic  merit  feen, 
We  Turkeys  have  the  whiter  fkin. 

From  tongue  to  tongue  they  caught  abufe  j 
And  next  was  heard  the  hiding  Goofe: 
What  hideous  legs  !  what  filthy  claws ! 
I  fcorn  to  cenfure  little  flaws. 
Then  what  a  horrid  fquaiimg  throat! 
Ev'n  owls  are  frighted,  at  the  note. 

Trw? 
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True — thofe  are  faults,  the  Peacock  cries ; 
My  fcream,  my  fhanks,  you  may  defpife : 
But  fuch  blind  critics  rail  in  vain : 
What!  overlook  my  radiant  train  ! 
Know,  did  my  legs  (your  fcorn  and  fport) 
The  Turkey  or  the  Goofe  fupoort, 
And  did  ye  (cream  with  harfher  found, 
Thofe  faults  in  you  had  ne'er  been  found  I 
To  all  apparent  beauties  blind, 
Each  blemiih  ftrikes  an  envious  mind. 

Thus  in  aflemblies  have  I  feen 
A  nymph  of  brighteft  charms  and  mien, 
Wake  envy  in  each  ugly  face  ; 
And  buzzing  fcandal  fills  the  place. 


§  132.  fable  xn.  Cupid,  Hymen,  andPlutus. 

As  Cupid  in  Cythera's  grove 
Employ 'd  the  leffer  pow'rs  of  love; 
Some  fhape  the  bow,  or  fit  the  firing ; 
Some  give  the  taper  fhaf't  its  wing, 
Or  tarn  the  polifh'd  quiver's  mould, 
Or  head  the  darts  with  temper'd  gold. 
Amidlt  their  toil  and  various  care, 
Thus  Hymen,  with  afTuming  air, 
Addrefs'd  the  god:  Thou  purblind  chit, 
Of  awkward  and  ill-judging  wit, 
If  matches  are  not  better  made, 
At  once  I  muft  forfwear  my  trade. 
You  fend  me  fuch  ill-coupled  folks, 
That  'tis  a  fhame  to  fell  them  yokes ; 
They  fquabble  for  a  pin,  a  feather, 
And  wonder  how  they  came  together. 
The  hufband's  fuilen,  dogged,  fhy  ; 
The  wife  grows  flippant  in  reply ; 
He  loves  command  and  due  reftriclion, 
And  fhe  as  well  likes  contradiction : 
She  never  flavifhly  fiibmits; 
She  '11  have  her  will,  or  have  her  fits : 
He  this  way  tugs,  fhe  t'other  draws ; 
The  man  grows  jealous,  and  with  caufe  : 
Nothing  can  fave  him  but  divorce  : 
And  here  the  wife  complies  of  courfe. 

When,  fays  the  boy,  had  I  to  do 
With  either  your  aftairs  or  you  ? 
I  never  idly  fpent  my  darts'; 
You  trade  in  mercenary  hearts. 
For  fettlements  the  lawyer's  feed; 
Is  my  hand  witnefs  to  the  deed  ? 
If  they  like  cat  and  dog  agree, 
Go  rail  at  Plutus,  not  at  me. 

Plutus  appear'd,  and  faid — "Tis  true, 
In  marriage  gold  is  all  their  view  ; 
They  feek  no  beaut}-,  wit,  or  fenfe; 
And  love  is  feldom  the  pretence. 
All  offer  incenfe  at  my  fhrine, 
And  I  alone  the  bargain  fign. 
How  can  Belinda  l.'ame  her  fate? 
She  only  afk'd  a  great  eftare. 
Doris  was  rich  enough,  'tis  true; 
Her  lord  muft  give  her  title  too  : 
And  ev'ry  man,  or  rich  or  poor, 
A  fortune  alks,  and  aiks  no  more, 


Av'rice,  whatever  fhape  it  bears, 
Muft  ftill  be  coupled  with  its  t 


§  133.     fable  xin.     'The 'Tame  Stag, 
As  a  young  Stag  the  thicket  pafs'd, 
The  branches  held  his  antlers  fail; 
A  clown,  who  faw  the  captive  hung, 
Acrofs  the  horns  his  haker  flung. 

Now  iafely  hamper'd  in  the  cord, 
He  bore  the  prefent  to  his  lord. 
His  lord  was  pleas'd ;  as  was  the  clown, 
When  he  was  tipp'd  with  a  half-a-crown. 
The  Stag  was  brought  before  his  wife; 
The  tender  lady  begg'd  his  life. 
How  fleek  's  the  lkin  !  how  fpeck'd  like  ermine ! 
Sure  never  creature  was  fo  charming  I 

At  firft,  within  the  yard  confin'd, 
He  flies,  and  hides  from  all  mankind; 
Now,  bolder  grown,  with  fix'd  amaze, 
And  diftantawe,  prefumes  to  gaze: 
Munches  the  linen  on  the  lines, 
And  on  a  hood  or  apron  dines; 
He  Heals  my  little  mafter's  bread, 
Follows  the  fervants  to  be  fed : 
Nearer  and  nearer  now  he  Hands, 
To  feel  the  praife  of  patting  hands ; 
Examines  every  fill  for  meat, 
And,  though  repuls'd,  difdains  retreat; 
Attacks  again  with  levell'd  horns; 
And  man,  that  was  his  terror,  fcorns. 

Such  is  the  country  maiden's  fright, 
When  firft  a  red-coat  is  in  fight ; 
Behind  the  door  fhe  hides  her  face ; 
Next  time  at  diftance  eyes  the  lace  ; 
She  now  can  all  his  terrors  fland, 
Nor  from  his  fqueeze  withdraws  her  hand. 
She  plays  familiar  in  his  arms, 
And  ev'ry  foidier  hath  his  charms, 
i  From  tent  to  tent  fhe  fpreads  her  flame ; 
For  cuilom  conquers  fear  and  fhame. 


§  154- 


fable  xiv.     The  Monkey  <vjbo  bad 
feen  the  World. 
A  Monkey,  to  reform  the  times, 
Refolv'd  to  vifit  foreign  climes  : 
For  men  in  diflant  regions  roam 
To  bring  politer  manners  home. 
So  forth  he  fares,  all  toil  defies ; 
Misfortune  ferves  to  make  us  wife. 

At  length  the  treach'rous  fnare  was  laid  y 
Poor  Pug  was  caught,  to  town  convey'd, 
There  fold.     How  envied  was  his  doom, 
Made  captive  in  a  lady's  room  \ 
Proud  as  a  lover  of  his  chains, 
He  day  by  day  her  favour  gains. 
Whene'er  the  duty  of  the  day 
The  toilet  calls,  with  mimic  play 
He  twirls  her  knots,  he  cracks  her  fan, 
Like  any  other  gentleman. 
In  vi'fits  too  his  parts  and  wit, 
When  jefts  grew  dull,  were  fure  to  hit. 
Proud  with  applauie,  lie  thought  his  mind 
In  ev'ry  courtly  art  refin'd  ; 
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Like  Orpheus  burnt  with  public  zeal, 
To  civilize  the  Monkey  weal : 
So  watch'd  occafion,  broke  his  chain, 
And  fought  his  native  woods  again. 

The  hairy  fylvans  round  him  prefs, 
AftoniuYd  at  his  ft  rut  and  drefs. 
Some  praife  his  lleeve  ;  and  others  glote 
Upon  his  rich  embroider'd  coat; 
His  dapper  periwig  commending, 
"With  the  black  tail  behind  depending: 
His  powder'd  back,  above,  below, 
Like  hoary  froft,  or  fleecy  mow  ; 
But  all  with  envy  and  defire 
His  flutt'ring  moulder-knot  admire. 

Hear  and  improve,  he  pertly  cries; 
I  come  to  make  a  nation  wife. 
Weigh  your  own  worth,  fupport  your  place, 
The  next  in  rank  to  human  race. 
In  cities  long  J  pafs'd  my  days, 
Conversed  with  men,  and  learn'd  their  ways. 
Their  drefs,  their  courtly  manners  fee; 
Reform  your  date,  and  copy  me. 
Seek  ye  to  thrive  ?  in  fiatt'ry  deal ; 
Yourfcorn,  your  hate,  with  that  conceal. 
Seem  only  to  regard  your  friends, 
Pait  ufe  them  for  your  private  ends. 
Stint  not  to  truth  the  flow  of  wit ; 
Be  prompt  to  lie  whene'er  'tis  fit. 
Bend  aH  your  force  to  fpatter  merit  j 
Scandal  is  convention's  fpirit. 
Boldly  to  ev'ry  thing  attend, 
And  men  your  talents  mail  commend. 
I  knew  the  great.     Obferve  me  right ; 
So  mall  you  grow  like  man  polite. 

He  fpoke,  and  bow'd.     With  mutt'ring  jaws 
The  wond'ring  circle  grinn'd  applaufe. 
Now,  warm  with  malice,  envy,  fpite, 
Their  moll  obliging  friends  they  bite  ; 
And,  fond  to  copy  humrn  ways, 
Practife  newmifchiefs  all  their  days. 

Thus  the  dull  Lad,  too  tall  for  fchool, 
With  travel  finiflies  the  fool; 
Studious  of  ev'ry  coxcomb's  airs, 
He  drinks,  games,  dreffes,  whores,  and  fwears  ; 
O'erlooks  with  fcorn  all  virtuous  arts; 
For  vice  is  fitted  to  his  parts. 


§  135.      fable    xv.      Ihe  Philofopher  and 
the   Pheafants. 

The.  Sage,  awak'd  at  early  day, 
Thro'  the  deep  foreft  took  his  way ; 
Drawn  by  the  mufic  of  the  groves, 
Along  the  winding  gloom  he  roves  : 
From  tree  to  tree  the  warbling  throats 
Prolong  the  fweet  alternate  notes. 
But  where  he  pafs'd  he  terror  threw; 
The  fong  broke  (hort,  the  warblers  flew  j 
The  th  "ufijts  chatter'd  with  affright, 
And  n  srhtingales  abhorr'd  his  fight; 
Ail  anim  Is  before  him  ran, 
1  o  fhun  t  e  fr  refill  fight  of  man. 

Whei  c;  is  this  dread  of  ev'ry  creature  ? 
Ely  the/ our  figure,,  or  our  nature  ? 


As  thus  he  walk'd  in  mufing  thought, 
His  ear  imperfect  accents  caught  5 
With  cautious  fteps  he  nearer  drew : 
By  the  thick  made  conceal 'd  from  view, 
High  on  the  branch  a  Pheafant  flood  ; 
Around  her  all  her  lift'ning  brood ; 
Proud  of  the  bleflings  of  her  ned, 
She  thus  a  mother's  care  exprefs'd  : 
No  dangers  here  fhall  circumvent ; 
Within  the  woods  enjoy  content. 
Sooner  the  hawk  or  vulture  truft 
Than  Man,  of  animals  the  word; 
In  him  ingratitude  you  rind  ; 
A  vice  peculiar  to  the  kind. 
The  fheep,  whofe  annual  fleece  is  dyed 
To  guard  his  health,  and  ferve  his  pride, 
Forc'd  from  his  fold  and  native  plain, 
Is  in  the  cruel  fhambles  flain. 
The  fwarms  who,  with  induftrious  (kill, 
His  hives  with  wax  and  honey  fill. 
In  vain  whole  Cummer  days  employ 'd, 
Their  (lores  are  fold,  their  race  deftroy'd. 
What  tribute  from  the  goofe  is  paid  ! 
Does  not  her  wing  all  fcience  aid  ? 
Does  it  not  lovers  hearts  explain, 
And  drudge  to  raife  the  merchant's  gain  ? 
What  now  rewards  this  gen'ral  ufe  ? 
He  takes  the  quills,  and  eats  the  goofe. 
Man  then  avoid,  deteft  his  ways  ; 
So  fafety  (hall  prolong  your  days. 
When  fervices  are  thus  acquitted, 
Be  fure  we  Pheafants  mud  be  fpitted. 


§  156.    fable  xvi.    The  Pin  and  the  Needle, 

A  Pin,  who  long  had  ferv'd  a  beauty, 
Proficient  in  the  toilet's  duty. 
Had  form'd  her  ileeve,  confin'd  her  hair, 
Or  given  her  knot  a  fmarter  air, 
Now  neareft  to  her  heart  was  plac'd. 
Now  in  her  mantua's  tail  di  ferae 'd  : 
But  could  (he  partial  fortune  blame, 
Who  faw  her  lover  ferv'd  the  fame. 

At  length,  from  all  her  honours  cad, 
Through  various  turns  of  life  (he  pafs'd  j 
Now  glitter'd  on  a  taylor's  arm ; 
Now  kept  a  beggar's  infant  warm ; 
Now,  rang'd  within  a  mifer's  coat, 
Contributes  to  his  yearly  groat : 
Now  rais'd  again  from  low  approach, 
She  vilits  in  the  doctor's  coach ; 
Here,  there,  by  various  fortune  toft, 
At  lad  in  Grelham-hall  was  loft. 
Charm'd  with  the  wonders  of  the  (how, 
On  ev'ry  (ide,  above,  below, 
She  now  of  this  or  that  enquires; 
What  lead  was  underftood  admires. 
"I  is  plain,  each  thing  (b  druck  her  mind, 
Her  head's  of  virtuo(b  kind. 

And  pray  what's  this,  and  this,  dear  Sir? 
A  Needle,  fays  the  interpreter. 
She  knew  the  name:  and  thus  the  fool  • 
Addrefs'd  her  as  a  taylor's  tool. 

A  needle 
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A  needle  with  that  filthy  ftone, 
Quite  idle,  all  with  ruft  o'ergrown  ! 
You  better  might  employ  your  parts, 
And  aid  the  iempilreis  in  her  arts. 
But  tell  me  how  the  friendfhip  grew, 
Between  that  paltry  flint  and  you. 

Friend,  lays  the  Needie,  ceafe  to  blame; 
I  follow  real  worth  and  tame. 
Know'ft  thou  the  loaditone's  pow'r  and  art, 
That  virtue  virtues  can  impart  ? 
Ot  al!  his  talents  I  partake ; 
How  can  I  fuch  a  friend  forfake! 
*Tis  I  direct  the  pilot's  hand 
To  fhun  the  rocks  and  treuch'rous  fand ; 
By  me  the  diitant  world  is  known, 
And  either  India  is  our  own. 
Had  I  with  milliners  been  bred, 
What  had  I  been  ?  the  guide  of  thread, 
Ana  doidg'd  as  vulgar  needles  do, 
Of  no  more  coniequence  than  you. 


4  H7.     fable  xv r  1.     7'be  Shepherds  Dog 
and  the  H'clf. 
A  Wolf,  with  hunger  fierce  and  bold, 
Ravag'd  the  plains,  and  thinn'd  the  fold; 
Deep  in  the  wood  fecure  he  lay; 
The  thefts  of  night  regal'd  the  day. 
In  vain  the  fhepherd's  wakeful  care 
Had  (bread  the  toils,  and  watch'd  the  fnare ; 
In  vain  the  Dog  purfued  his  pace, 
The  fleeter  robber  mock'd  the  chace. 

As  Lightfoot  rang'd  the  fbrefi:  round, 
By  chance  his  foe's  retreat  he  found. 

A  truce,  replies  the  Wolf.     'Tis  done. 
The  Dog  the  parley  thus  begun  : 

How  can  that  ftrong  intrepid  mind 
Attack  a  weak  defencelefs  kind  ? 
Thofe  jaws  fhould  prey  on  nobler  food, 
And  drink  the  boar's  and  lion's  blood  ; 
Great  fouls  with  gen'rous  pity  melt, 
Which  coward  tyrants  never  felt. 
How  harmlefs  is  our  fleecy  care  ! 
Be  brave,  and  let  thy  mercy  fpare. 

Friend,  fays  the  Wolf,  the  matter  weigh ; 
Nature  defign'd  us  beafts  of  prey; 
As  fuch,  when  hunger  finds  a  treat, 
'Tis  necefTary  Wolves  mould  eat. 
If,  mindful  of  the  bleating  weal, 
Thy  bofom  burn  with  real  zeal, 
Hence,  and  thy  tyrant  lord  befeech ; 
To  him  repeat  the  moving  fpeech: 
A  Wolf  eats  meep  but  now  and  then ; 
Ten  thoufands  are  devour'd  by  men. 
An  open  foe  may  prove  a  curfe; 
But  a  pretended  friend  is  worfe. 


§138-    fable  x v  1 1 1 .    tke  Painter  who  pleafed 
ncbody  a?id  emery  body. 

Lest  men  fufpect  your  tale  untrue, 
Keep  probability  in  view. 
The  traveler  leaping  o'er  thofe  bounds, 
The  credit  of  his  book  confounds. 


Who  with  his  tongue  hath  armies  routed, 
Makes  ev'n  his  real  courage  doubted  : 
But  ftatt'ry  never  feems  abfurd, 
The  flatter'd  always  take  your  word: 
Impoffibilities  feem  juft; 
They  take  the  ftrongeft  praife  on  truil. 
Hyperboles,  tho'  ne'er  fo  great, 
Will  ftill  come  fhort  of  felf-conceit. 

So  very  like,  a  Painter  drew, 
That  ev'ry  eye  the  picture  knew; 
He  hit  complexion,  feature,  air, 
So  juft,  the  life  itfelf  was  there. 
No  flatt'ry  with  his  colours  laid, 
To  bloom  reftor'd  the  faded  maid; 
He' gave  each  mufcle  all  its  ilrength; 
The  mouih,  the  chin,  the  nofe's  length, 
His  honeft  pencil  touch'd  with  truth, 

And  mark  u  the  date  of  age  and  youth. 

He  loll  his  friends,  his  practice  fail'd; 
Truth  Ihould  not  always  be  reveal'd ; 

In  dufty  piles  his  pictures  lay, 

For  no  one  lent  the  fecond  pay. 

Two  buftos,  fraught  with  ev'ry  grace, 

A  Venus  and  Apollo's  face, 

He  piae'd  in  view;  refolv'd  to  pleafe 

Whoever  fat,  he  drew  from  thefe  ; 

From  thefe  corrected  ev'ry  feature, 

And  fpirited  each  awkward  creature. 
All  things  were  fet;  the  hour  was  come, 

His  pallet  ready  o'er  his  thumb, 

My  Lord  appear'd  ;  and,  feated  right 

In  proper  attitude  and  light, 

The  Painter  look'd,  he  fketch'd  the  piece, 

Then  dipp'd  his  pencil,  talkM  of  Greece. 

Of  Titian's  tints,  of  Guide's  air; 

Thofe  eyes,  my  Lord,  the  fpirit  there 

Might  well  a  Raphael's  hand  require, 

To  give  them  all  the  native  fire; 

The  features  fraught  with  fenfe  and  wit, 

You'll  grant,  are  very  hard  to  hit ; 

But  yet  with  patience  you  lhall  view 

As  much  as  paint  and  art  can  do. 

Obferve  the  work.     My  Lord  replied, 

Til!  now  I  thought  my  mouth  was  wide; 

Belides,  my  nofe  is  ibmewhat  long  ; 

Dear  Sir,  for  me  'tis  far  too  young. 
Oh  pardon  me  !  the  artift  cried, 

In  this  the  painters  muft  decide. 

The  piece  even  common  eyes  muS  itrike; 

I  warrant  it  extremely  like. 
My  Lord  examin'd  it  anew; 

No  looking-giafs  feem'd  half  fo  true. 
A  Lady  came;  with  borrow'd  grace, 

He  from  his  Venus  form'd  her  face. 

Her  lover  prais'd  the  Painter's  art; 

So  like  the  picture  in  his  heart ! 

To  ev'ry  age  fome  charm  he  lent ; 

Ev'n  beauties  were  almoil  content. 
Thro'  all  the  town  his  art  they  prais'd  j 

His  cuftom  grew,  his  price  was  rais'd. 

Had  he  the  real  likenefs  fhewn, 

Would  any  man  the  picture  own  ? 
But  when  thus  happily  he  wrought, 
£ach  fcund  the  likenefs  in  his  thought. 
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§   139.     FABLE   xix.     the  Lion  and  the  Cub. 
How  fond  are  men  of  rule  and  place, 
Who  court  it  from  the  mean  and  bale  ! 
Thefe  cannot  hear  an  equal  nigh, 
But  from  fuperior  merit  fly. 
They  love  the  cellar's  vulgar  joke, 
And  lofe  their  hours  in  ale  and  fmoke, 
There  o'er  fome  petty  club  prefide; 
So  poor,  fo  paltry  is  their  pride  ! 
Nay,  ev'n  with  fools  whole  nights  will  lit, 
In  hopes  to  be  fupreme  in  wit.  j 

If  thefe  can  read,  to  thefe  I  write, 
To  fet  their  worth  in  trueft  light. 

A  Lion-cub,  of  fordid  mind, 
Avoided  all  the  lion  kind  ; 
Pond  of  applaufe  he  fought  the  feafts 
Of  vulgar  and  ignoble  bealts  ; 
With  afTes  all  his  time  he  fpent  j 
Their  club's  perpetual  prefident, 
He  caught  their  manners,  looks,  and  airs  j 
An  afs  in  ev'ry  thing  but  ears  ! 
If  e'er  his  highnefs  meant  a  joke, 
They  grinn'd  applaufe  before  he  fpoke  ; 
But  at  each  word  what  fhouts  of  praife  ! 
Good  gods  !  how  natural  he  brays  ! 

Elate  with  flatt'ry  and  conceit, 
He  feeks  his  royal  lire's  retreat  ; 
Forward,  and  fond  to  mew  his  parts, 
His  highnefs  brays;  the  Lion  Itarts: 

Puppy!  thatcurs'd  vociferation. 
Betrays  thy  life  and  converfation : 
Coxcombs,  an  ever-noify  race, 
Are  trumpets  of  their  own  difgrace. 

Why  fo  fevere  ?  the  Cub  replies; 
Our  fenate  always  held  me  wife. 

How  weak  is  pride  !  returns  the  fire ; 
All  fools  are  vain  when  fools  admire  ! 
But  know,  what  ftupid  afTes  prize, 
Lions  and  noble  beafts  defpife. 


§140.    fable  XX.    The  Old  Hen  and  the  Cock . 

Restrain  your  child;  you  '11  foon  believe 
The  text  which  fays,  *  We  fprung  from  Eve.' 

As  an  old  \lti\  led  forth  her  train, 
And  feem'd  to  peck  to  mew  the  grain ; 
She  rak'd  the  chaff",  ilie  fcratch'd  the  ground, 
And  glean'd  the  fpacious  yard  around. 
A  giddy  Chick,  to  try  her  wings, 
On  the  well's  narrow  margin  fprings, 
And  prone  fhe  drops.     The  mother's  breaffc 
All  dav  with  forrovv  was  pofleft. 

A  Cock  fhe  met;  her  fon  Ihe  knew, 
And  in  her  heart  affection  grew. 

My  fon,  fays  me,  I  grant  your  years 
Have  reach'd  beyond  a  mother's  cares. 
I  fee  you  vig'rous,  ftrong,  and  bold  3 
I  hear  with  joy  your  triumphs  told. 
Tis  not  from  Cocks  thy  fate  I  dread  j 
But  let  thy  ever -wary  tread, 
Avoid  yon  well ;  the  fatal  place 
Is  fure  perdition  to  our  race. 
Print  this  my  counfel  on  thy  breaft; 
To  the  iuft  gods  I  leave  the  reft. 


He  thank'd  her  care;  yet  day  by  day 
His  bofom  burn'd  to  difobey; 
And  ev'ry  time  the  well  he  faw, 
Scorn'd  in  his  heart  the  foolifh  law : 
Near  and  more  near  each  day  he  drew, 
And  long'd  to  try  the  dang'rous  view. 

Why  was  this  idle  charge  ?  he  cries  j 
Let  courage  female  fears  defpife. 
Or  did  fhe  doubt  my  heart  was  brave, 
And  therefore  this  injunction  gave  ? 
Or  does  her  harveft  ftore  the  place, 
A  treafure  for  her  younger  race  ? 
And  would  fhe  thus  my  fearch  prevent  ? 
I  fiand  refolv'd,  and  dare  th'  event. 

Thus  faid,  he  mounts  the  margin's  round, 
And  pries  into  the  depth  profound. 
He  ftretch'd  his  neck ;  and  from  below 
With  ftretching  neck  advane'd  a  foe: 
With  wrath  his  ruffled  plumes  he  rears, 
The  foe  with  ruffled  plumes  appears : 
Threat  anfwer'd  threat ;  his  fury  grew; 
Headlong  to  meet  the  war  he  flew  ; 
But  when  the  wat'ry  death  he  found, 
He  thws  lamented  as  he  drown *d  : 

I  ne'er  had  been  in  this  condition, 
But  for  my  mother's  prohibition. 


§  141.  fable  xxi.  The  Rat-Catcher  and  Cats. 
The  rats  by  night  fuch  mifchief  did, 
Betty  was  ev'ry  morning  chid  : 
They  undermin'd  whole  fides  of  bacon; 
Her  cheeie  was  fapp'd,  her  tarts  were  taken  j 
Her  palties,  fene'd  with  thickefl  pafte, 
Were  all  demolifh'd  and  laid  wafte. 
She  curs'd  the  Cat  for  want  of  duty, 
Who  left  her  foes  a  confrant  booty. 
An  Engineer  of  noted  fkill 
Engag'd  to  flop  the  growing  ill. 

From  room  to  room  he  now  furveys 
Their  haunts,  their  works,  their  fecret  ways, 
Finds  where  they  '(cape  an  ambufcade, 
And  whence  the  nightly  fally's  made. 

An  envious  Cat  from  place  to  place, 
Unfeen  attends  his  lilent  pace. 
She  faw  that,  if  his  trade  went  on, 
The  purring  race  muff  be  undone  j 
So  fecretly  removes  his  baits, 
And  ev'ry  itratagem  defeats. 

Again  he  fets  the  poifon'd  toils, 
And  Pufs  again  the  labour  foils. 

44  What  foe  (to  fruff  rate  my  defigns) 
M  My  fchemes  thus  nightly  countermines  ?" 
Incens'd,  he  cries:   "  this  very  hour 
"  The  wretch  fhall  bleed  beneath  my  pow'r." 

So  faid — a  pond'rous  trap  he  brought, 
And  in  the  fact  poor  Pufs  was  caught. 

"  Smuggler,"  fays  he,  "  thou  (halt  be  made 
"  A  victim  to  our  lofs  of  trade." 

The  captive  Cat,  with  piteous  mews, 
For  pardon,  life,  and  freedom  fues. 
'•  A  lifter  of  the  fcience  fpare ; 
"  One  int'reft  is  our  common  care." 

"  What  infolence  !"  the  man  replied  j 
"  Shall  Cats  with  us  the  game  divide  ? 

"  Were 


Book  I. 


SACRED    AND    MORAL. 


in 


t(  Were  all  your  interloping  band 
"  Extinguilh'd,  or  expell'd  the  land, 
"  We  Rat-catchers  might  raife  our  fees, 
"  Sole  guardians  of  a  nation's  checfeP* 

A  Cat,  who  faw  the  lifted  knife, 
Thus  fpoke,  and  fav'd  her  lifter's  life; 

1  In  ev'ry  age  and  clime  we  fee, 
«  Two  of  a  trade  can  ne'er  agree. 

■  Each  hates  his  neighbour  for  encroaching ; 

■  'Squire  ftigmatifes  'fquire  for  poaching  ; 
«  Beauties  with  beauties  are  in  arms, 

*  And  fcandal  pelts  each  other's  charms  ; 

*  Kings  too  their  neighbour  kings  dethrone, 
«  In  hope  to  make  the  world  their  own. 

«  But  let  us  limit  our  delires ; 

«  Not  war  like  beauties,  kings,  and  fquires  ; 

<  For  tho'  we  both  one  prey  purfue, 

■  There  's  game  enough  for  us  and  you.' 


§142.  fable  xxir.  TheGoat  without  a  Beard. 

'Tis  certain  that  the  modifii  pamons 

Defcend  among  the  crowd,  like  falhions. 

Excufe  me,  then,  if  pride,  conceit 

(The  manners  of  the  fair  and  great), 

I  give  to  monkeys,  afles,  hogs, 

Fleas,  owls,  goats,  butterflies,  and  dogs. 

I  fay  that  theie  are  proud :  what  then  ? 

I  never  laid  they  equal  men. 

A  Goat  (as  vain  as  Goat  can  be) 

Aftecled  lingularity. 

Whene'er  a  thymy  bank  he  found, 

He  roll'd  upon  the  fragrant  ground; 

And  then  with  fond  attention  flood, 

Fix'd  o'er  his  image  in  the  flood. 

"  I  hate  my  frowly  beard,"  he  cries; 

v<  My  youth  is  loft  in  this  difguife. 

"  Did  not  the  females  know  my  vigour, 

"  Well  might  they  loath  this  rev'rend  figure." 

Refolv'd  to  fmooth  his  Ihaggy  face, 
He  fought  the  barber  of  the  place. 
A  flippant  monkey,  fpruce  and  fmart, 
Hard  by  profefsd  the  dapper  art ; 
His  pole  with  pewter  batons  hung; 
Black  rotten  teeth  in  order  itrung ; 
Rang'd  cups  that  in  the  window  ilood, 
Lin'd  with  red  rags,  to  look  like  blood, 
Did  well  his  threefold  trade  explain: 
Who  lhav'd,  drew  teeth,  and  breath'da  vein, 

The-  Goat  he  welcomes  with  an  air, 
And  feats  him  in  his  wooden  char: 
Mouth,  nofe,  and  cheek  the  lather  hides; 
Light,  fmooth,  and  lwift,  the  razor  glides. 
*  I  hope  your  cuftom,  Sir,'  lays  pug  j 

*  Sure  never  face  was  half  fo  finu 
The  Goat,  impatient  for  appl  rale, 

Swift  tothe  neighb'ring  hill  withdraws ; 
The  Ihaggy  people  grinn'd  and  ihir'd: 

*  Heighday !  what 's  here,  without  a  beard  ? 

*  Say,  brother,  whence  the  dire  difgrace  ? 

'  What  envious  hand  hath  robVd  your  face  ? 
— When  thus  the  fop,  with  fmiles  of  (com : 
"  Are  beards  by  civil  nations  worn  ? 
E'en  Mulcovites  have  mow'd  their  chins. 
Shall  we,  like  formal  Capuchins, 


Stubborn  in  pride,  retain  the  mode, 
And  bear  about  the  hairy  lond  ? 
Whene'er  we  through  the  village  ftray, 
Are  we  not  mock'd  along  the  way, 
Infulted  with  loud  fhouts  of  fcorn, 
By  boys  our  beards  difgrac'd  and  torn  ?" 

1  Were  you  no  more  with  Goats  to  dwell, 
Brother,  I  grant  you  reafbn  well,' 
Replies  a  bearded  chief. — '  Befide, 
If  boys  can  mortify  thy  pride, 
How  wilt  thou  Hand  the  ridicule 
Of  our  whole  flock  ?    Affecled  fool ! 
Coxcombs  diftinguifh'd  from  the  reft, 
To  all  but  coxcombs  are  a  jeit,' 
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fable  xxni.     The  Old  Woman 
and  her  Cats. 
Who  friendship  with  a  knave  hath  made, 
Is  judg'd  a  partner  in  the  trade. 
The  matron  who  conduces  abroad 
A  willing  nymph,  is  thought  a  bawd; 
And  if  a  modell  girl  is*  ken 
With  one  who  cures  a  lover's  fpleen, 
We  guefs  her  not  extremely  nice, 
And  only  wilh  to  know  her  price. 
'Tis  thus  that  on  the  choice  of  friends 
Our  good  or  evil  name  depends. 

A  wrinkled  Ha ;..  or"  wicked  fame, 
Bciide  a  little  imcky  flame 
Sat  hov'ring,  pinch'd  with  age  and  froft: 
Her  mriveli'd  hands,  with  veins  emboit, 
Upon  her  knees  her  weight  fuftains, 
While  pally  (hook  her  crazy  brains  : 
She  mumbles  forth  her  backward  pray'rs, 
An  untam'd  fcold  of  fourfcore  years. 
About  her  fwarm"d  a  num'rous  brood 
Of  Cats,  who  lank  with  hunger  mew'd. 

Teas'd  with  their  cries,  her  choler  grew ; 
And  thus  (he  fputterM  :  *  Hence,  ye  crew  4 
Fool  that  I  was,  to  entertain 
Such  imps,  filch  fiends,  ahellifli  train  t 
Had  ye  been  never  lious'd  and  nurs'd, 
I  for  a  witch  had  ne'er  been  curs'd. 
To  ycu  I  owe  that  crowds  of  boys 
Worry  me  with  eternal  noile  ; 
Straws  laid  acrofs  my  pace  retard  ; 
The  horfe-lhoe'snaii'd  (each  threfiiold's  guard), 
The  Hunted  broom  the  wenches  hide, 
For  fear  that  I  mould  up  and  ride ; 
They  ftick  with  pins  my  bleeding  feat, 

I 'And  bid  me  mew  my  fecret  teat.' 
"  To  hear  you  prate  would  vex  a  faint: 
Who  hath  moil  realbn  of  complaint  ?" 
Replies  a  Cat.     "  Let 's  come  to  proof: 
Had  we  ne'er  ftarv  "d  beneath  your  roof, 
We  had,  like  ethers  of  our  race, 
In  credit  liv'd,-  as  beafts  of  chace. 
*Tis  infamy  to  ferve  a  hag ; 
Cats  are  thought  imps,  her  broom  a  nag ; 
And  boys  agair.il  our  lives  combine, 
Eecaufe  'tis  faid  your  cats  have  mine." 


§144.    fable  xxiv.    The  Butt  erf j  and  Snail. 
All  upftarts  iiiiblent  in  place 
Remind  us  of  their  vulgar  race. 
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As,  in  the  funfnine  of  the  morn, 
A  Butterfly  but  newly  born 
Sat  proudly  perking  on  a  rofe, 
With  pert  conceit  his  bofom  glows; 
His  wings,  all  glorious  to  behold, 
Bedropt  with  azure,  jet,  and  gold, 
Wide  he  difplays ;  rhe  fpangled  dew 
Reflects  his  eyes,  and  various  hue. 

{lis  now-forgotten  friend,  a  Snail,    . 
Beneath  his  houfe,  with  fli-my  trail, 
Crawls  o'er  the  grafs ;   whom  when  he  fpies, 
In  wrath  he  to  the  gard'ner  cries : 

"  What  means  yon  peafant's  daily  toil, 
From  choking  weeds  to  rid  the  foil  ? 
Why  wake  you  to  the  morning's  care  ? 
Why  ^vith  new  arts  correcl  the  year  ? 
Why  glows  the  peach  with  crimfon  hue  ? 
And  why  the  plum's  inviting  blue  ? 
Were  they  to  fealt  his  ta'fte  defign'd, 
That  vermin  of  voracious  kind  ? 
Crufh  then  the  flow,  the  pilf 'ring  race ; 
So  purge  thy  garden  from  difgrace." 

'  What  arrogance ! '  the  Snail  replied  ; 
*  How  infolent  is  upftart  pride  ! 
Had  thoumot  thus,  with  infult  vain, 
Provok'd  my  patience  to  complain, 
I  had  conceal'd  thy  meaner  birth, 
Nor  trac'd  thee  to  the  fcum  of  earth. 
For  fcarce  nine  funs  have  vvak'd  the  hours, 
To  fwell  the  fruit  and  paint  the  flow'rs, 
Since  I  thy  humbler  life  furvey'd, 
In  bafe  and  fordid  guife  array 'd ; 
A  hideous  infect,  vile,  unclean, 
You  dragg'd  a  flow  and  noifome  train  ; 
And  from  your  fpider-bowels  drew 
Foul  film,  and  fpun  the  dirty  clue. 
I  own  my  humble  life,  good  friend : 
Snail  was  I  born,  and  Snail  fliall  end. 
And  what 's  a  Butterfly  ?    At  bell     . 
He  's  but  a  caterpillar  dreft ; 
And  ail  thy  race  (a  num'rous  feed)  • 
Shall  prove  at  caterpillar  breed-' 


Now  reputations  flew  in  pieces, 
Of  mothers,  daughters,  aunts,  and  nieces  - 
She  ran  the  Parrot's  language  o'er, 
Bawd,  huffy,  drunkard,  flatten*,  whore> 
On  all  the  fex  ihe  vents  her  fury ; 
Tries  and"  condemns  without  a  jury. 

At  once  the  torrent  of  her  word 
AlarnYd  cat,  monkey,  dogs,  and  birds; 
All  join  their  forces  to  confound  her; 
Pufs /pits,  the  monkey  chatters  round  her; 
The  yelping  cur  her  heels  aflaults; 
The  magpye  blabs  out  all  her  faults; 
Poll,  in  the  uproar,  from  his  cage, 
With  this  rebuke  out-lcrearh'd  her  rage  : 

"  A  Parrot  is  for  talking  priz'd, 
But  prattling  women  are  defpis'd. 
She  who  attacks  another's  honour 
Draws  ev'ry  living  thing  upon  her. 
Think,  Madam,  when  you  Aretch  your  lungs, 
That  all  your  neighbours  too  have  tongues. 
One  (lander  mull  ten  thoufind  get ; 
The  world  with  int'rell  pays  the  debt." 


§  145.     fable  xxv.     The  Scold  and  the  Parrot 

The  huftSand  thus  reprov'd  his  wife : 
*•  Who  deals  in  (lander  lives  in  ftrife. 
Art  thou  the  herald  of  difgrace, 
Denouncing  war  to  all  thy  race  ? 
Can  nothing  queii  thy  thunder's  rage, 
Which  fpares  no  friend,  nor  fex,  nor  age  ? 
That  vixen  tongue  of  yours,  my  dear, 
Alarms  our  neighbours' far  and  near. 
Good  gods  !  'tis  like  a  rolling  river, 
That  murnVring  flows,  and  flows  for  ever ! 
Ne'er  tir'd,  perpetual  difcord  lowing! 
Like  fame,  it  gathers  ftrength  by  going." 

'  Heighday  !'  the  flippant  tongue  replies, 
*  How  folemn  is  the  fool,  how  wile  1 
Is  nature's  choiceit  gift  deb  i;;"    ? 
Nay,  frown  not,  for  I  will  be  heard. 
Women  cf  late  are  finely  ridden  ; 
A  parrot's  privilege  forbidden  ! 
You  praii'e  his  talk,  his  fqualiing  fong  ; 
But  wives  are  always  in  tke  wrong.' 


§  1 46.    f  a  R  L  B  XX  vi.     The  Cur  and  the  Mafliff. 
A  sneaking  Cur,  the  mailer ' s  fpy , 
Rewarded  for  his  daily  lie, 
With  lecret  jealoufies  and  fears 
Set  all  together  by  the  ears. 
Poor  Pufs  to-day  was  in  difgrace, 
Another  cat  fupplied  her  place ; 
The  Hound  was  beat,  the  Malliff  chid  j 
The  Monkey  was  the  room  forbid: 
Each  to  his  deareft  friend  grew  Ihy, 
And  none  could  tell  the  reafon  why. 

A  plan  to  rob  the  houfe  was  laid  : 
The  thief  with  love  feduc"d  the  maid ; 
Cajol'd  the  Cur,  and  ilrok'd  his  head, 
And  bought  his  fecrecy  with  bread. 
He  next  the  Maftirf's  honour  tried  ; 
Whole  honeit  jaws  the  bribe  defied. 
He  ftretch'd  his  hand  to  proffer  more; 
The  furly  dog  his  ringers  tore. 

Swift  ran  the  Cur;  with  indignation 
The  mailer  took  his  information." 
Hang  him,  the  villain's  curlt,  he  cries ; 
And  round  his  neck  the  halter  ties. 

The  Dog  his  humble  fuit  preferr'd, 
And  begg'd  in  jultice  to  be  heard. 
The  mailer  fat.     On  either  hand 
The  cited  Dogs  confronting  Hand. 
The  Cur  the  bloody  tale  relates, 
And,  like  a  lawyer,  aggravates. 

Judge  not  unheard,  the  Maftiff  cried, 
But  weigh  the  caufe  of  either  ride. 
Think  not  that  treach'ry  can  be  j\:ll  j 
Take  not  informers'  words  on  trull. 
They  ope  their  hand  to  ev'ry  pay, 
And  you  and  me  by  turns  betray. 

He  fpoke;  and  all  the  truth  appear'd  ; 
The  Cur  was  hang'd,"  the  Malliff  clear'd.    . 


§  H7- 


fable  xxvii.     'The  Sick  Man  and 
the  Angel. 

Is  there  no  hope?  the  Sick  Man  (aid ; 
The  filent  doctor  iUokhis  head, 

And 


£  O  O  K    I. 


S  A  C  R  E  D    AND    MORAL: 


*3 


And  took  his  leave  with  figns  of  forrow, 
Def  pairing  of  his  fee  to-morrow. 

When  thus  the  Man,  wit  h  gafping  breath  j 
I  feel  the  chilling  wound  of  death. 

•  I  mult  bid  the  world  adieu, 
Let  me  my  former  life  review. 
I  grant,  my  bargain :■  vvell  were  made, 
But  all  men  dyer-reach  in  trade  j 
'Tis  leif-dtfence  in  each  profeffion : 
Sure  1'cif-dtfence  is  no  tranfgrei'fion. 
The  little  portion  in  my  hands, 
By  good  fecurity  on  lauds, 
Is  well  increas'd.     If,  nnawares, 
Myjultice  to  myfelf  and  heirs 
Hath  let  ray  debtor  rot  in  jail, 
.For  want  of  good  fufrkient  bail ; 
If  I  by  writ,  or  bond  or  deed, 
Reduc'd  a  family  to  need, 
My  will  hath  made  the  world  amends  j 
My  hope  on  charity  depends. 
When  I  am  numbered  with  the  dead, 
And  all  my  pious  gifts  are  read, 
By  heaven  and  earth  'twill  then  be  known, 
My  charities  were  amply  ihewn. 

An  Angel  came.     Ah  friend!  he  cried, 
No  more  in  fiatVring  hope  confide. 
Can  thy  good  deeds  in  former  times 
Outweigh  the  balance  of  thy  crimes  ? 
What  widow  or  what  orphan  prays 
To  crown  thy  lire  with  length  of  days  ? 
A  pious  aclion's  in  thy  pow'r, 
Embrace  with  joy  the  happy  hour. 
Now,  while  you  draw  the  vital  air, 
Prove  your  intention  is  fin  cere. 
This  inftant  give  a  hundred  pound: 
Your  neighbours  want,  i^nd  you  abound. 

But  why  fuch  hafte  ?  the  iick  Man  whines  j 
Who  knows  as  yet  what  Heaven  deligns  ? 
Perhaps  I  may  recover  kill ; 
That  fum  and  mere  are  in  ray  will. 

Fool !  lays  the  Vilion,  now  'tis  plain, 
Your  life,  you  foul,  your  heaven  was  gain. 
From  ev'ry  iide,  with  all  your 
You  fcrap'd,  and  fcrap'd  beyond  your  tight} 
And  after  death  would  fain  alone, 
By  giving  what  is  not  your  own. 
While  there  is  life  there's  hope,  he  cried ; 
Then  why  fuch  hafte  ?  So  groaa'd  and  died. 


§    I4S.      FABLF 


xxviil     The  Perf.an,  the  Sun 
and  the  Cloud. 


Is  there  a  bard  whom  genius  fires, 
Whofe  ev'ry  thought  the  god  infpires  ? 
When  envy  reads  the  nervous  lines, 
She  frets,  (lie  rails,  (he  raves,  ihe  nines  ; 
Her  hilling  makes  with  venom  ftteJlj 
She  calls  her  venal  train  from  hell : 
The  fe-rv ile  fiends  her  nod  obey, 
And  all  Curl's  authors  are  in  pay. 
Fame  calls  up  calumny  and  fpite  ; 
Thus  fhadow  owes  its  birth  to  light. 

As  proftrate  to  the  God  of  day, 
With  heart  devout,  a  Per&tn  lay, 


His  invocation  thus  begun  : 

Parent  of  light,  all-feeing  Sun! 
Prolific  beam,  whofe  rays  difoenfe 
The/various  gifts  of  Providence  ?  • 
Accept  our  praife,  our  daily  pray'r, 
Smile  on  our  fields,  and  blefs  the  year! 

A  Cloud,  who  mock'd  his  grateful  tongue, 
The  day  with  fudden  darkneis  hung; 
With  pride  and  envy  fwell'd  aloud, 
A  voice  thus  thunder'd  from  the  Cloud: 

Weak  is  this  gaudy  god  of  thine, 
Whom  I  at  will  forbid  to  fhine. 
Shall  I  nor  vows  nor  incenfe  know  ! 
Where  praife  is  due,  the  praife  bellow. 

With  fervent  zeal  the  Perfian  mov'd, 
Thus  the  proud  calumny  reprov'd: 
It  was  that  god,  who  claims  my  pray'r, 
Who  gave  thee  birth,  and  rais'd  thee  there  \ 
When  o'er  his  beams  the  veil  is  thrown, 
Thy  fubftance  is  but  plainer  mown. 
A  paffing  gale,  a  puff  of  wind, 
Difpels  thy  thickeft  troops  combin'd. 

The  gale  arofej  the  vapour,  toft 
(The  fport  of  winds)  in  air  was  loft. 
The  glorious  orb  the  day  refines  ; 
Thus  envy  breaks,  thus  merit  mines. 


§    149.     fable  xxix.     The  Fox  at  tbe  Point 
of  Death. 

A  Fox  in  life's  extreme  decay, 
Weak,  iick,  and  faint,  expiring  lay  \ 
All  appetite  had  left  his  maw, 
And  age  dilarm'd  his  mumbling  jaw. 
His  num'rous  race  around  him  iland, 
To  learn  their  dying  fire's  command : 
He  rais'd  his  head  with  whining  moan, 
And  thus  was  heard  the  feeble  tone: 

Ah,  fons  !  from  evil  ways  depart; 
My  crimes  lie  heavy  on  my  heart. 
See,  fee,  the  murder'*!  geefe  appear! 
Why  are  thofe  bleeding  turkeys  there  ? 
Why  all  around  this  cackling  train, 
Who  haunt  my  ears  for  chickens  llain  ? 

The  hungry  Foxes  round  them  ftar'd, 
And  for  the  promis'd  feaft  prepar'd. 

Where,  Sir,  is  all  this  dainty  cheer  ? 
Nor  turkey,  goofe,  nor  hen  is  here  j 
Theft  are  the  phantoms  of  your  brain, 
And  your  fons  lick  their  lips  in  vain. 

O  gluttons  !   {ays  the  drooping  lire, 
R?ftrain  inordinate  deiire; 
Your  liquorifh  tafte  you  fhall  deplore, 
When  peace  of  confeious  is  no  more. 
Does  not  the  hound  betray  our  pace, 
And  gins  and  guns  deftroy  our  race  ? 
Thieves  dread  the  fearching  eye  of  pow'r, 
And  never  feel  the  quiet  hour. 
Old  age  (which  few  of  i,s  (hail  know) 
Now  puts  a  period  to  my  woe. 
Would  you  t:  Inefs  a; tain, 

Let  honefty  your  petitions  rein; 
So  live  in  credit  and  efteem, 
And  the  good  name  vou  lolt  redeem* 
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The  counfel's  good,  a  Fox  replies, 
Could  we  perform  what  you  advife. 
Think  what  our  anceitors  have  done ; 
A  line  of  thieves  from  fori  to  fon : 
To  us  defcends  the  long  difgrace, 
And  infamy  hath  mark'd  our  race. 
Though  we,  like  harmlefs  lheep,  ihould  feed, 
Honeft  in  thought,  in  word,  and  deed, 
Whatever  hen-rooft  is  decreased, 
We  fhall  be  thought  to  (hare  the  feaft. 
The  change  fliall  never  be  believ'd ; 
A  loft  good  name  is  ne'er  retriev'd. 

Nay,  then,  replies  the  feeble  Fox, 
(But,  hark!   I  hear  a  hen  that  clocks!) 
Go,  but  be  moderate  in  your  food  ; 
A  chicken  too  might  do  me  good. 


§  150.      fable  (  xxx.     the   Setting  Dog  and 

the  Partridge. 
The  raging  Dog  the  Hubble  tries, 
And  fearches  ev'ry  breeze  that  flies ; 
The  fcent  grows  warm ;  w:ith  cautious  fear 
He  creeps,  and  points  the  covey  near; 
The  men,  in  iilence,  far  behind, 
Confcious  of  game,  the  net  unbind. 

A  Partridge,   with  experience  wife, 
The  fraudful  preparation  fpies  : 
£he  mocks  their  toils,  alarms  her  brood  ; 
The  covey  fp rings,  and  feeks  the  wood  j 
But  ere  her  certain  wing  the  tries, 
Thus  to  the  creeping  Spaniel  cries: 

Thou  fawning  fiave  to  man's  deceit, 
Thou  pimp  of  lux'ry,  fneaking  cheat, 
Of  thy  whole  fpecies  thou  difgrace  ; 
Dogs  fhall  difovvn  thee  of  their  race  ! 
For,  if  I  judge  their  native  parts, 
They're  born  with  open,  honeft  hearts ; 
And  ere  they  ferv'd  man's  wick'd  ends, 
Were  gen'rous  foes,  or  real  friends, 

When  thus  the  Dog,  with  fcornful  fmile  ! 
Secure  of  wing,  thou  dar'ft  revile. 
Clowns  are  to  polifh'd  manners  blind  ; 
How  ign'rant  is  the  ruftic  mind  ! 
My  worth  fagacious  courtiers  lee, 
And  to  preferment  rife,  like  me. 
The  thriving  pimp,  who  beauty  fets, 
Hath  oft  enhanc'd  a  nation's  debts: 
Friend  fets'his  friend,  without  regard} 
And  minilters  his  lkill  reward : 
Thus  train'd  by  man,  I  learnt  his  ways, 
And  growing  favour  feafts  my  days. 

I  might  have  guefs'd,  the  Partridge  faid, 
The  place  where  you  were  train'd  and  fed  j 
Servants  are  apt,  and  in  a  trice, 
Ape  to  a  h:\ir  their  matter's  vice. 
You  came  from  court,  you  fay  ?  adieu  1 
She  faid,  and  to  the  covey  flew. 


§    IS1- 


F  .  b  l  E     xxxi.      the    Uni-virfal   Ap- 
parition. 

A  rake,  by  ev'ry  paflion  rul'd, 
With  ev'ry  vice  his  youth  had  ccol'd; 
Difeafe  his  tainted  blood  aflails; 
His  {pints  droop,  his  vigour  tails: 


With  fee  ret  ills  at  home  he  pines, 
And,  like  infirm  old  age,  declines. 

As  twing'd  with  pain  he  penfive  fits; 
And  raves,  and  prays,  and  ("wears  by  fits  ; 
A  ghaftly  phantom,  lean  and  wan, 
Before  him  role,  and  thus  began  : 

My  name,  perhaps,  hath  reach'd  your  ear; 
Attend,  and  be  advis'd  by  Care. 
Nor  love,  nor  honour,  wealth,  nor  pow'r, 
Can  give  the  heart  a  cheerful  hour 
When  health  is  loll.  '  Be  timely  wife: 
With  health  all  tafte  of  pleafure  flies. 

Thus  faid,  the  phantom  difappears; 
The  wary  counfel  wak'd  his  fears  ^ 
He  now  from  all  excels  abftainsj 
With  phyfic  purifies  his  veins  j     * 
And,  to  procure  a  fober  life, 
Refolves  to  venture  on  a  wife. 

But  now  again  the  Sprite  afcends  % 
Where'er  he  walks  his  ear  attends  ; 
Infmuates  that  beauty's  frail; 
That  perfeverance  muft  prevail ; 
With  jealoufies  his  brain  inflames, 
And  whifpers  all  her  lovers'  names. 
In  other  hours  fhe  reprefents 
His  houfehold  charge,  his  annual  rents, 
Increafing  debts,  perplexing  duns, 
And  nothing  for  his  younger  fons. 

Straight  all  his  thought  to  gain  he  turns,' 
And  with  the  thirft  of  lucre  burns. 
But,  when  pofieis'd  of  fortune's  ftore, 
The  Spec!  re  haunts  him  more  and  more  ; 
Sets  want  and  mifery  in  view, 
Boid  thieves,  and  ail  the  murd'ring  crewj 
Alarms  him  with  eternal  frights, 
Infefts  his  dream,  or  wakes  his  nights. 
How  (hall  he  chafe  this  hideous  gueft  ? 
Pow'r  may  perhaps  protect  his  reft. 
To  pow'r  he  rofe:  again  the  Sprite 
Befcts  him  morning,  noon,  and  night  j 
Talks  of  Ambition's  tott'ring  feat, 
How  envy  perfecutes  the  great; 
Of  rival  hate,  of  trcach'rous  friends, 
And  what  diigrace  his  fall  attends. 

The  court  he  quits,  to  fly  from  Care, 
And  feeks  the  peace  of  rural  air  : 
His  groves,  his  fields,  amus'd  his  hours  5 
He  prun'd  his  trees,  he  rais'd  his  flow'rs. 
But  Care  again  his  fteps  purfues ; 
Warns  him  of  blafts,  of  blighting  dews, 
Of  plund'ring  infecls,  fnails,  and  rains, 
And  droughts  that  ftarv'd  the  labour'd  plain*. 
Abroad,  at  home,  the  Spectre's  there  : 
In  vain  we  feekto  fly  from  Care. 
At  length  he  thus  the  Ghoft  addrefs'd : 
Since  thou  muft  be  my  conftant  gueft^ 
Be  kind,  and  follow  me  no  more  ; 
For  Care  by  light  Ihould  go  before. 


§  152.      fable   xxxn.      the  tivo  Ciuh  and 
the  Sparro-iv. 

Two  formal  Owls  together  fat, 
Conferring  thus  in  folemn  chat: 
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How  is  the  modern  tafte  decay  Vl  ! 
Where's  the  refpecl  to  wifdom  paid  ? 
Our  worth  the  Grecian  Cages  knew ; 
They  gave  our  fires  the  honour  due  j 
They  weighed  the  dignity  of  fowls, 
And  pried  into  the  depth  of  Owls. 
Athens,  the  feat  of  learned  fame, 
With  gen'ral  voice  rever'd  our  name; 
On  merit  title  was  conferr'd, 
And  ail  ador'd  th'  Athenian  bird. 

Brother,  you  reafon  well,  replies 
The  folemn  mate,  with  half-fhut  eyes : 
Right — Athens  was  the  feat  of  learning; 
And  truly  wifdom  is  difcerning. 
Betides,  on  Pallas'  helm  we  fit, 
The  type  and  ornament  of  wit ; 
But  now,  alas !  we're  quite  neglected, 
And  a  pert  fparrow's  more  refpecl  ed  '. 

A  fparrow.  who  was  lodg'd  befide, 
O'erhears  them  footh  each  other's  pride, 
And  thus  he  nimbly  vents  his  heat : 

Who  meets  a  fool  mull  find  conceit. 
I  grant,  you  were  at  Athens  grac'd : 
And  on  Minerva's  helm  were  plac'd  : 
But  ev'ry  bird  that  wings  the  Iky, 
Except  an  Owl,  can  tell  you  why. 
Trom  hence  they  taught  their  fchools  to  know 
How  falfe  we  judge  by  outward  (how  j 
That  we  mould  never  looks  elteem, 
Since  fools  as  wife  as  you  might  feem. 
Would  ye  contempt  and  (corn  avoid, 
Let  your  vainglory  be  deflroy'd  : 
Humble  your  arrogance  of  thought  j 
Purfue  the  ways  by  Nature  taught: 
So  fhall  you  find  delicious  fare, 
And  grateful  farmers  praife  your  care; 
So  (hall  (leek  mice  your  chace  reward, 
And  no  keen  cat  find  more  regard. 


§  153.     fable   xxxiii.     The  Courtier  and 

Proteus. 
Whene'er  a  courtier's  out  of  place, 
.  The  country  (helters  his  difgrace ; 
Where,  doom'd  to  exercife  and  health, 
His  houfe  and  gardens  own  his  wealth, 
He  builds  new  fchemes,  in  hope  to  gain 
The  plunder  of  another  reign  ; 
Like  Philip's  fon,  would  fain  be  doing, 
And  (ighs  for  other  realms  to  ruin. 

As  one  of  thefe  (without  his  wand) 
Penfive,  along  the  winding  ftrand 
Employ'd  the  folitary  hour, 
In  projefls  to  regain  his  pow'r, 
The  waves  in  fpreading  circles  ran, 
Proteus  arofe,  and  thus  began: 

Came  you  from  court  ?  for  in  your  mien 
A  felf- important  air  is  feen. 

He  frankly  own'd  his  friends  had  trick'd  him 
And  how  he  fell  his  party's  viclim. 

Know,  fays  the  god,  by  matchlefs  (kill, 
I  change  to  ev'ry  (hape  at  will ; 
But  yet  I'm  told,  at  court  you  fee 
Thole  who  prefume  to  rival  me. 


Thus  laid— a  make,  with  hideous  trail, 
Proteus  extends  his  fcaly  mail. 

Know,  fays  the  man,  though  proud  in  place, 
All  courtiers  are  of  reptile  race. 
Like  you,  they  take  that  dreadful  form, 
Ba(k  hi  the  fun,  and  fly  the  norm; 
With  malice  hifs,  with  envy  glotc, 
And  for  convenience  change  their  coatj 
With  new  got  lull  re  rear  their  head, 
Though  on  a  dunghill  born  and  bred. 

Sudden  the  god  a  lion  (lands ; 
He  (hakes  his  mane,  he  fpurns  the  fends  5 
Now  a  fierce  lynx,  with  fiery  glare, 
A  wolf,  an  afs,  a  fox,  a  bear. 

Had  I  n'er  lived  at  court,  he  cries, 
Such  transformation  might  fiirprifej 
But  there,  in  quell  of  daily  game, 
Each  abler  courtier  acts  the  fame. 
Wolves,  lions,  lynxes,  while  in  place, 
Their  friends  and  fellows  are  their  chace. 
They  play  the  bear's  and  fox's  part; 
Now  rob  by  force,  now  ileal  with  art. 
They  fometimes  in  the  fenate bray; 
Or,  chang'd  again  to  beads  of  prey, 
Down  from  the  lion  to  the  ape 
Praclife  the  frauds  of  ev'ry  (hape. 

So  faid,  upon  the  god  he  flies  ; 
In  cords  the  ft  niggling  captive  ties. 

Now,  Proteus,  now,  (to  tmth  compell'd) 
Speak,  and  confefs  thy  art  excell'd. 
UTe  flrength,  furprife,  or  what  you  will, 
The  courtier  finds  evalions  llill: 
Not  to  be  bound  by  any  ties, 
And  never  fore'd  to  leave  his  lies. 


A 


§  154.    Fable  xxxiv.     The  Maflifs, 

Those  who  in  quarrels  interpofe, 
Mufl  often  wipe  a  bloody  nofe. 

A  Maftiff,  of  true  Englifh  blood, 
Lov'd  fighting  better  than  his  food. 
When  dogs  were  marling  for  a  bone, 
He  long'd  to  make  the  war  his  own ; 
And  often  found  (when  two  contend) 
To  interpofe  obtain'd  his  end  : 
He  glory'd  in  his  limping  pace ; 
The  fears  of  honour  feam'd  his  face; 
In  ev'ry  limb  a  gaffi  appears, 
And  frequent  fights  retrenched  his  ears* 

As  on  a  time  he  heard  from  far 
Two  Dogs  engag'd  in  noify  war, 
Away  he  fcoiirs,  and  lays'  about  him, 
Refolv'd  no  fray  (hould  be  without  him* 
Forth  from  his  yard  a  tanner  flies, 
And  to  the  bold  intruder  cries: 

A  cudgel  (hail  correel  your  manners ; 
Whence  fprung  this  curfed  hate  to  tanners? 
While  on  my  Dog  you  vent  your  fpite, 
Sirrah!  'tis  me  you  dare  not  bite. 
To  fee  the  battle  thus  perplex'd, 
With  equal  rage  a  butcher  vex'd, 
Hoarfe  (creaming  from  the  circled  crowd : 
To  the  Curs'd  MaftifF  cries  aloud ; 
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Both  Hockley-hole  and  Mary-bone 
The  combats  or'  my  Dog  have  known. 
He  ne'er,  like  bullies  coward-hearted, 
Attacks  in  public,  to  be  parted. 
Think  not,  rafh  fool,  to  fhare  his  fame  j 
Be  his  the  honour  or  the  ihame. 

Thus  faid,  they  fwore,  and  rav'd  like  thunder; 
Then  dragg'd  their  faftenikl  Dogs  afunderj 
While  clubs  and  kicks  from  ev'ry  fide 
Rebounded  from  the  Maiiiif  's  hide. 

All  reeking  now  with  fweat  and  blood, 
Awhile  the  parted  warriors  flood, 
Then  pour'd  upon  the  meddling  foe, 
Who,  worried,  howl'd  and  fprawl'd  below. 
He  rofe ;  and  limping  from  the  fray, 
By  both  fides  mangled,  fheak'd  away. 


§  155.     fable  xxxv.     The  Barley  Mow  and 

the  Dunghill. 
How  many  faucy  airs  we  meet 
From  Temple-bar,  to  Aldgate-ftreet! 
Proud  rogues,  who  fhar'd  the  South -fea  prey, 
And  fpring  like  muilirooms  in  a  day  ! 
They  think  it  mean  to  condefcend 
To  know  a  brother  or  a  friend ; 
They  bluih  to  hear  their  mother's  name, 
And  by  their  pride  expofe  their  fhame 

As  'crofs  his  yard,  at  early  day, 
A  careful  farmer  took  his  way, 
He  flopp'd,  and,  leaning  cm  his  fo' 
Obferv'd  the  flairs  incellant  work. 
In  thought  he  meafur'd  all  his  lloie, 
His  geeie,  his  hogs,  he  numbered  o'e 
In  fancy  weigh'd  the  fleeces  iliorn, 
And  multiplied  the  next  year's  corn. 

A  Barley-mow,  which  flood  befide, 
Thus  to  its  mufing  mafter  cried: 

Say,  good  Sir,  is  it  or  right 
To  treat  me  witb  neglect  and  flight  ? 
Me,  who  contribute  to  your  cheer, 
And  raife  your  mirth  with  ale  and  beer, 
Why  thus  infulted,  thus  difgrac'd, 
And  that  vile  Dunghill  near  me  plac'd  ? 
Are  thofe  poor  fweepings  of  a  groom, 
That  filthy  fight,  that  naufeous  fume, 
Meet  objects  here?  Command  it  hence: 
A  thing  fo  mean  mufl  give  offence. 

The  humble  Dunghill  thus  replied: 
Thy  mafter  hears,  and  mocks  thy  pride  : 
Intuit  not  thus  the  meek  and  lowj 
In  me  thy  benefactor  know  : 
My  warm  afilftance  gave  thee  birth, 
Or  thou  hadil  perifh'd  low  in  earth ; 
But  upftarts  to  fupport  their  flation, 
Cancel  at  once  all  obligation. 


§  156.     fable    xxxvi.      Pythagoras  and  the 
Countryman. 

Pythagoras  rofe  at  early  dawn, 
By  fearing  meditation  drawn, 
To  breathe  the  fragrance  of  the  day, 
Through  flow'ry  fields  he  took  his  way. 


In  mufing  contemplation  warm, 
His  Heps  milled  him  to  a  farm, 
Where,  on  the  ladder's  topmofl  round, 
A  peafant  flood  :  the  hammer's  found 
Shook  the  weak  barn.     Say,  friend,  what  care 
Calls  for  thy  honefl  labour  there  ? 

The  Clown,  with  furly  voice,  replies : 
Vengeance  aloud  for  juftice  cries. 
This  kite,  by  daily  rapine  fed, 
My  hens'  annoy,  my  turkies'  dread, 
At  length  his  forfeit  life  hath  paid; 
See  on  the  wall  his  wings  difplay'd  j 
Here  nail'd,  a  terror  to  his  kind, 
My  fowls  fhall  future  fafety  find  ; 
My  yard  the  thriving  poultry  feed, 
And  my  barn's  refufe  fat  the  breed. 

Friend,  fays  the  Sage,  the  doom  is  wife} 
For  public  good  the  murd'rer  dies. 
But  if  thefe  tyrants  of  the  air 
Demand  a  fentence  fo  feverej 
Think  how  the  glutton  man  devours  ; 
What  bloody  feafts  regale  his  hours  1 
O,  impudence  of  pow'r  and  might, 
Thus  to  condemn  a  hawk  or  kite, 
When  thou  perhaps,  carniv'rous  fmner, 
Hadit  pullets  yeiterday  tor  dinner! 

Hold !  cried  the  Clown,  with  pallion  heated* 
Shall  kites  and  men  alike  be  treated? 
When  Heaven  the  world  with  creatures  flor'd, 
Man  was  ordain'd  their  fov 'reign  lord. 

Thus  tyrants  boafl,  the  fage  replied, 
Whofe  murders  fpring  from  power  and  pride, 
Own  then  this  mam  ike  kite  is  ilain 
Thy  greater  lux'ry  to  fuftain  ; 
For  *  "  Petfy  rogues  fubmit  to  fate, 
"  That  great  ones  may  enjoy  their  Hate.''* 


§  157.     Fable  xxxvii.     The  Farmer's  Wife 
and  the  Raven. 
Why  are  thofe  tears  ?  why  droops  your  head  ? 
Is  then  your  other  hufband  dead  ? 
Or  does  a  worfe  difgrace  betide  j 
Hath  no  one  fince  his  death  applied  ? 

Alas !  you  know  the  carafe  too  well : 
The  fait  is  fpilt,  to  me  it  fell. 
Then  to  contribute  to  my  lofs, 
My  knife  and  fork  were  laid  acrofs} 
On  Friday  too  !   the  day  I  dread ! 
Would  I  were  fafe  at  home  in  bed  ! 
Lalt  night  (I  vow  to  heaven  'tis  true) 
Bounce  from  the  fire  a  coffin  flew. 
Next  pofl  fome  fatal  news  fhall  tell ; 
God  fend  my  Cornifh  friends  be  well ! 

Unhappy  widow,  ceafe  thy  tears, 
Nor  feel  afHi&ioh  in  thy  fears : 
Let  not  thy  fecmach  be  fufpended ; 
Eat  now,  and  weep  when  dinner's  ended  t 
And  when  the  butler  clears  the  table, 
For  thy  defert  I'll  read  my  fable. 

Betwixt  her  fwagging  panniers'  load 
A  faurier's  wife  to  market  rode 
And  jogging  on,  with  thoughtful  care, 
Summ'd  up  the  profits  of  her  ware 5 
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When  Raiting  from  her  filver  dream, 
Thns  far  and  wide  was  heard  her  (cream: 

That  Raven  on  yon  left-hand  oak 
(Curie  on  his  ill-betiding  croak  !) 
Bodes  me  no  good.     No  more  ihe  (aid, 
When  poor  blind  Ball,  with  (tumbling  tread, 
Fell  prone;  o'erturn  d  the  panniers  lay, 
And  her  mafh'd  eggs  beitrew'd  the  way. 

She,  fprawlingin  the  yellow  road, 
Kail'd,  wore,  and  curs'd :  Thou  croaking  toad. 
A  murrain  take  thy  whoreion  throat ! 
I  knew  misfortune  in  the  note. 

Dame,  quoth  the  Raven,  l'pare  your  oaths, 
Unclench  your  fift,  and  wipe  your  clothes. 
But  why  on  me  thole  curies  thrown? 
Goody,  the  fault  was  all  your  own; 
For  had  you  laid  this  brittle  ware 
On  Dun,  the  old  fu re-footed  mare, 
Though  all  the  Ravens  of  the  hundred 
With  croaking  had  your  tongue  out  thunder'd, 
Sure-footed  Dun  had  kept  his  legs, 
And  you,  good  woman,  fav'd  your  eggs. 


§  158.  fable  xxxviii.  T&1  "Turkey  and  the  AnL 

In  other  men  we  faults  can  ipy, 
And  blame  the  moat  that  dims  their  eye ; 
Etch  little  fpeck  and  blemilh  findj 
To  our  own  ftronger  errors  blind. 

A  Turkey,  tir'd  of  common  food, 
Foribok  the  barn,  and  fought  the  wood; 
Behind  her  ran  her  infant  train, 
Collecting  here  and  there  a  grain. 
Draw  near,  my  birds,  the  mother  cries, 
This  hill  delicious  fare  iuppiies; 
Behold,  the  bufy  Negro  race: 
See,  millions  blacken  all  the  place  ! 
Fear  not.     Like  me  with  freedom  eat; 
An  Ant  is  molt  delightful  meat. 
How  blefsM,  how.  envied  were  our  life, 
C;juld  we  but  Tcape  the  poult'rer's  knife ! 
Bat  man,  curs'd  man  !  on  Turkey  preys, 
And  Chriitmas  fhortens  all  our  days  ; 
Sometimes  with  1  we  combine, 

Sometimes  aiilll  the  iav'ry  chine. 
From  the  low  pea  fiat  to  the  lord, 
The  Turkey  fmokes  on  ev'ry  board* 
Sure  men  for  gluttony  are  curs'd; 
Of  the  feven  deadly  iins  the  woril. 

An  Ant,  who  climb'd  beyond  his  reach, 
Thus  anfwer'd  from  the  neighboring  beach  : 
Ere  you  remark  another's  fin, 
Bid  thy  own  confcience  look  within; 
Controul  thy  more  voracious  bill, 
Nor  for  a  breakfait  nations  kill. 


No  more  folicitous  he  grew, 

And  fet  their  future  lives  in  view; 

He  faw  that  all  refpect  and  duty 

Were  paid  tof  wealth,  to  pow'r,  and  beauty. 
Once  more  he  cries,  Accept  my  pray'rj 

Make  my  lov'd  progeny  thy  care. 

Let  my  tirllhope,  my  fav'rite  boy, 

All  fortune's  rtcheft  gifts  enjoy. 

My  next  with  ftrcng  ambition  fire  -. 

May  favour  teach  him  to  afpire, 

Till  he  the  flep  of  pow'r  aicend, 

And  courtiers  to  their  idol  bend  ! 

With  ev'ry  grace,  with  ev'ry  charm, 

My  daughter's  perfect  features  arm. 

If  heaven  approve,  a  Father's  Weil. 

Jove  fmiles,  and  grants  his  full  requell, 
The  firft,  a  mii'er  at  the  heart, 

Studious  of  ev'ry  griping  art, 

Heaps  hoards  on  hoards  with  anxious  pain, 

And  all  his  life  devotes  to  gain. 

He  feels  113  joy,  his  cares  increafe, 
He  neither  wakes  nor  fleeps  in  peace ; 
In  fancied  want  (a  wretch  complete!) 
He  ftarves,  and  yet  he  dares  not  eat. 

The  next  to  fudden'honours  grew  : 
The  thriving  art  of  courts  he  knew: 
He  reach'd  the  height  of  pow'r  and  place, 
Then  fell,  the  victim  of  dii'grace. 

Beauty  with  early  bloom  iugplies 
His  daughters  cheek,  and  points  her  eyes. 
The  vain  coquette  each  fuit  diidains, 
And  glories  in  her  lover's  pains. 
With  age  ihe  fades,  each  lover  flies, 
Contemn'd,  forlorn,  (he  pines  and  dies. 

When  Jove  the  Father's  grief  riirvey'd, 
And  heard  him  Heaven  and  Fate  upbraid, 
Thus  fpoke  the  god :  By  outward  mow 
Men  judge  ot'  happinefs  and  woe: 
Shall  ignorance  of  good  and  ill 
Dare  to  d:recr.  th'  Eternal  Will  ? 
Seek  virtue:  and,  of  that  poiTeft, 
To  Providence  refign  the  reft. 


§  159.  fable  xxxix.     The  Father  and  J 'ufiter. 
The  Man  to  Jove  his  fuit  pre '"err' d  : 
He  begg'd  a  wife ;  his  pray'r  was  heard. 
Jove  wonder'd  at  his  bold  addreiling: 
For  how  precarious  is  the  bieiling! 

A  wife  he  takes.     And  now  for  heirs 
Again  he  worries  Heaven  with  prayers. 
Jove  nods  ailent.     Two  hopeful  boys 
And  a  fine  girl  reward  his  joys. 


§   160.     fable  XL.     The  Tnxjo  Moneys. 
The  learned,  full  of  inward  pride, 
The  Fops  of  outward  fhow  deride: 
The  Fop,  with  learning  at  defiance, 
Scoffs  at  the  pedant,  and  the  fcience: 
The  Don,  a  formal,  folemn  ftrutter, 
Delpifes  Mbnlieur's  airs  and  flutter; 
While  Moniieur  mocks  the  formal  fool, 
Who  looks,  and  fpeaks,and  walks  by  rule. 
Britain, a  medley  of  the  twain, 
As  pert  as  France,  as  grave  as  Spain, 
In  fancy  wifer  than  the  rt    , 
Laughs  at  them  ooth,  of  both  the  jell. 
Is  not  the  poet's  chiming clofe 
Cenfur'd  by  all  the  fons  of  profe  ? 
While  bards  of  quick  imagination 
Defpife  the  ileeoy  profe  narration. 
Men  laugh  at  apes,  they  men  contemn ; 
For  what  are  we  but  anes  to  them  ? 

Two  Monkeys  went  to  Southwark  fair, 
J  No  critics  had  a  fourer  air : 
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They  forc'd  their  way  thro"1  draggled  folks, 
Who  gap'd  to  catch  jack-pudding's  jokes  j 
Then  took  their  tickets  for  the  ihow, 
And  got  by  chance  the  foremoft  row. 
To  fee  their  grave,  observing  face, 
ProvokM  a  laugh  through  all  the  place. 

Brother,  (ays  Pug,  and  turned  his  head, 
The  rabble  's  monitroufly  ill-bred  ! 

Now  through  the  booth  loud  hilfes  ran ; 
Nor  ended  till  the  (how  began. 
The  tumbler  whirls  the  flip-flap  round, 
With  fbmerfets  he  (hakes  the  ground ; 
The  cord  beneath  the  dancer  lprings  j 
Aloft  in  air  the  vaulter  {wings  ; 
Diftorted  now,  now  prone  depends, 
New  through  his  twiited  arms  alcends  : 
The  crowd  in  wonder  and  delight, 
With  clapping  hands  applaud  the  fight. 

With  (miles,  quoth  Pug,  If  pranks  like  thefe 
The  giant  apes  of  reafon  pltafe, 
How  would  they  wonder  at  our  arts ! 
They  mull  adore  us  for  our  parts. 
High  on  the  twig  I  've  feen  you  cling, 
Play,  twift,  and  turn  in  airy  ring : 
How  can  thofe  cluinfy  things,  like  me, 
Fly  with  a  bound  from  tree  to  tree  ? 
But  yet,  by  this  appiaufe  we  iind 
Thefe  emulators  of  our  kind 
Difcern  our  worth,  our  parts  regard, 
Who  cur  mean  mimics  thus  reward. 
Brother,  the  grinning  mate  replies, 


But  the  more  knowing  feather'd  race 
See  wifdom  itamp'd  upon  my  face. 
Whene'er  to  vifit  light  I  deign, 
What  flocks  of  fowl  compofe  my  train  f 
Like  flaves,  they  crowd  my  flight  behind, 
And  own  me  of  fuperior  kind. 

The  Farmer  laugrfd,  and  thus  replied : 
Thou  dull  important  lump  of  pride, 
Dar'ft  thou,  with  that  harfh  grating  tongue, 
Depreciate  birds  of  warbling  fong  ? 
Indulge  thy  fpleen.     Know,  men  and  fowl 
(Regard  thee  as  thou  art,  an  Owl. 
j  Befides  proud  blockhead,  be  not  vain 
•Of  what  thou  calPft  thy  flaves  and  train. 
Few  follow  wifdom,  or  her  rules  j 
Fools  in  dcriiion  follow  fools. 


Jn  this  I  grant  that  man  is  wife. 
While  good  example  they  purfue, 
We  muff  allow  feme  praiie  is  due; 
But  when  they  ltrain  beyond  their  guide, 
I  laugh  to  fcorn  the  mimic  pride  ; 
For  how  fantairic  is  the  fight, 
To  meet  men  always  bolt  upright, 
Becaufe  we  fometimes  walk  on  two  ! 
I  hate  the  imitating  crew. 


^  1 6 1 .    fable  x  L I .     The^  OvA  and  the  farmer . 
An  Owl  of  grave  deport  and  mien, 
WhbXlike  the  Turk)  was  (eldom  feen, 
Within  a  barn  had  chofe  his  (tation, 
As  tit  for  prey  and  contemplation. 
Upon  a  beam  aloft  he  fits, 
And  nods,  and  feems  to  think,  by  fits. 
So  have  I  feen  a  man  of  news 
Or  Poft-bcy  or  Gazette  perufe ; 
Smoke,  nod,  and  talk  with  voice  profound, 
And  fix  the  fate  of  Europe  round. 
Sheaves  piPd  on  (heaves  hid  all  the  floor. 
At  dawn  of  morn,  to  view  his  (lore, 
The  Farmer  came.     The  hooting  gueft 
His  felf  importance  thus  exprefs'd  : 
Reafon  in  man  is  mere  pretence : 
How  weak,  how  (hallow  is  his  fenfe  ! 
To  treat  with  fcorn  the  Bird  of  Night, 
Declares  his  folly  or  his  fpite. 
Then  too,  how  partial  is  his  praife  ! 
The  lark's,  the  linnet's  chirping  lays, 
To  his  ill-judging  ears  are  fine, 
And  nightingales  are  all  divine. 


§  1 6a.     fable  xlit.     The  Jugglers, 

A  Juggler  long  through  all  the  town 
Had  rais'd  his  fortune  and  renown  : 
You  'd  think  (fo  far  his  art  tranfeends) 
The  devil  at  his  fingers''  ends. 

Vice  heard  his  fame,  (he  read  his  bill  j 
Convinc'd  of  his  inferior  (kill, 
She  fought  his  booth,  and  from  the  crowd 
Defied  the  man  of  art  aloud : 

Is  this  then  he  fo  fairfd  for  flight  ? 
Can  this  (low  bungler  cheat  your  light  ? 
Dares  he  with  me  difpute  the  prize  ? 
I  leave  it  to  impartial  eyes. 

Provok'd,  the  Juggler  cried,  'Tis  done; 
In  fcience  I  fubmit  to  none. 

Thus  faid,  the  cups  and  balls  he  play'd, 
By  turns  this  here,  that  there,  convey'dj 
The  cards,  obedient  to  his  words, 
Are  by  a  fillip  turnM  to  birds. 
His  little  boxes  change  the  grain  j 
Trick  after  trick  deludes  the  train. 
He  fliakes  his  bag,  he  (hews  all  fair  j 
His  fingers  fpread,  and  nothing  there  ; 
Then  bids  it  rain  with  (bowers  of  gold : 
And  now  his  ivYy  eggs  are  told; 
But  when  from  thence  the  hen  he  draws, 
Amaz'd  fpecTators,  hum  applaufe. 

Vice  now  iteppM  forth,  and  took  the  place 
With  all  the  forms  of  his  grimace. 

This  magic  looking-glafs,  (he  cries-, 
(There,  hand  it  round)  will  charm  your  eyes. 
Each  eager  eye  the  fight  defir'd, 
Aud  ev'ry  man  himlelf  admir'd. 
Next,  to  a  fenator  addrefling, 
See  this  bank-note  j  obferve  the  blefling, 
Breathe  on  the  bill.     Heigh,  pafs!  'tis  gone. 
Upon  his  lips  a  padlock  (houe. 
A  fecond  puff  the  magic  broke  5 
The  padlock  vanifiYd,  and  he  (poke. 

Twelve  bottles  rang'd  upoa  the  board, 
All  full,  with  heady  liquor  (tor'd, 
By  clean  conveyance  difappear, 
And  now,  two  bloody  (words  are  there, 

A  purfe  (he  to  a  thief  exposM  5 
At  once  his  ready  fingers  clos'd. 
He  opes  his  fift,  the  treafure's  fled  j 
He  fees  a  halter  in  its  ftead. 

She 
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She  bids  ambition  hold  a  wandj 
He  grains  a  hatchet  in  his  hand. 

A  box  of  charity  me  mews: 
Blow  here;  and  a  churchwarden  blows. 
*Tis  vanilh  d  with  conveyance  neat, 
And  on  the  tabic  fmokes  a  treat. 

She  makes  the  dice,  the  board  ihe  knocks, 
And  from  all  pockets  rills  her  box. 

She  next  a  meagre  rake  addrefs'd  : 
This  picture  fee;  her  fhape,  her  brealt! 
What  youth,  and  what  inviting  eyes! 
Hold  her,  and  have  her.     With  furprife. 
His  hand  expos'd  a  box  of  pills, 
And  a  loud  laugh  prcchim'd  his  ills. 

A  counter  in  a  nailer's  hand 
Grew  twenty  guineas  at  command. 
She  bids  his  heir  the  ium  retain, 
And  'tis  a  counter  now  again. 
A  guinea  with  her  touch  you  fee 
Take  ev'ry  lhape,  but  Charity  : 
And  not  one  thing  you  law,  or  drew, 
But  chang'd  from  what  was  rirft  in  view. 

The  Juggler  now,  in  grief  of  heart, 
With  this  fubmiihon  own'd  her  art: 
Can  I  fuch  matchlefs  llight  withfland  ? 
How  practice  hath  improv'd  your  hand  ! 
But  now  and  then  I  cheat  the  throng ; 
You  ev'ry  day,  and  all  day  long. 


§163.     fable  xliii.     The  Council  of ' Horfes. 
Upon  a  time,  a  neighing  Steed, 
Who  graz'd  among  a  numerous  breed, 
With  mutiny  had  fir'd  the  train, 
And  fpread  dilieniion  through  the  plain. 
On  matters  that  concern'd  the  Hate 
The  council  met  in  grand  debate. 
A  Colt,  whole  eye -balls  iiam'd  with  ire, 
Elate  with  ltrength  and  youthful  fire, 
In  hade  ftepp'd  forth  before  the  reft, 
And  thus  the  liil'ning  throng  addreiVd  : 

Good  gods!  how  abject  is  our  race, 
Condenm'd  to  ilav'ry  and  difgrace  ! 
Shall  we  our  fervitude  retain, 
Becaufe  our  fires  have  borne  the  chain? 
Confider,  friends,  your  ilrength  and  might ; 
"Tis  conqueil  to  aifert  your  right. 
How  cumbrous  is  the  gilded  coach ! 
The  pride  of  man  is  our  reproach. 
Were  we  delign'd  for  daily  toil, 
To  drag  the  plough-thare  through,  the  foil, 
To  fweat  in  harnefs  through  the  road, 
To  groan  beneath  the  carrier's  load  ? 
How  feeble  are  the  two  legg'd  kind  ! 
What  force  is  in  our  nerves  combin'd ! 
Shall  then  our  nobler  jaws  fubmit 
To  foam  and  champ  the  galling  bit? 
Shall  haughty  man  my  back  beftride  ? 
Shall  the  fharp  fpur  provoke  my  fide? 
Forbid  it,  Heavens  !  Reject  the  rein  ; 
Your  ihame,  your  infamy  difdain. 
Let  him  the  lion  firfl  controul, 
And  Hill  the  tiger's  famifiVd  growl. 
Let  us,  like  them,  our  freedom  claim, 
And  make  him  tremble  at  our  name. 


A  gen'ral  nod  approv'd  the  caufc, 
And  all  the  circle  neigh'd  applaufe. 

When  lo !  with  grave  and  folemn  pace, 
A  Steed  advanc'd  before  the  race} 
With  age  and  long  experience  wife, 
Around  he  call  his  thoughtful  eyes  j 
And  to  the  murmurs  of  the  train, 
Thus  fpoke  the  Neftor  of  the  plain  : 

When  I  had  health  and  Ilrength  like  you,. 
The  toils  of  fervitude  I  knew ; 
Now  grateful  man  rewards  my  pains, 
And  gives  me  all  thefe  wide  domains. 
At  will  I  crop  the  year's  increafe; 
My  latter  life  is  relt  and  peace.- 
I  grant,  to  man  we  lend  our  pains, 
And  aid  him  to  correct  the  plains: 
But  doth  not  he  divide  the  care, 
Through  all  the  labours  of  the  year? 
How  many  thoufand  ilructures  rife, 
""To  fence  us  from  inclement  ikies! 
For  us  he  bears  the  fultry  day, 
And  (lores  up  all  our  winter's  hay. 
He  fows,  he  reaps  the  harveft's  grain ; 
We  ihare  the  toil,  and  fhare  the  gain. 
Since  ev'iy  creature  was  decreed 
To  aid  each  other's  mutual  need, 
Appeafe  your  difcontended  mind, 
And  act:  the  part  by  Heaven  aflign'd. 

The  tumult  ceas'd.     The  Colt  fubmitted  ; 
And,  like  his  anceilors,  was  bitted. 


§  164.     fable  xliv.     Ike  HoiiTid and  th* 
Hunt/man. 

Impertinence  at  firft  is  borne 
With  heedlefs  llight,  or  frniles  of  fcornj 
Teas'd  into  wrath,  what  patience  bears 
The  noify  fool  who  perfevers  ? 

The  morning  wakes,  the  Huntfman  founds* 
At  once  ruili  forth  the  joyful  hounds. 
They  fcek  the  wood  with  eager  pace; 
Thro'  bufh,  thro'  brier,  explore  the  chace. 
Now,  fcatter'd  wide,  they  try  the  plain, 
And  (huff  the  dewy  turf  in  vain. 
What  care,  what  induilry,  what  pains  ! 
What  univerfal  filence  reigns  ! 

Ringwood,  a  dog  of  little  fame, 
Young,  pert,  and  ignorant  of  game, 
At  once  difplays  his  babbling  throat  j 
The  pack,  regardlefs  of  the  note, 
Purine  the  fcent;  with  louder  ftrain 
He  itill  perfilts  to  vex  the  train. 

The  Huntfman  to  the  clamour  flies  i 
The  fmacking  lafh  he  fmartly  plies. 
His  ribs  all  welk'd,  with  howling  tone 
The  Puppy  thus  exprefs'd  his  moan; 

I  know  the  mufic  of  my  tongue 
Long  fince  the  pack  with  envy  ilung. 
What  will  not  fpite  ?  Thefe  bitter  fmarts 
I  owe  to  my  fuperior  parts. 

When  puppies  prate,  the  Huntfman  cried, 
They  fliew  both  ignorance  and  pride : 
Fools  may  our  fcorn,  not  envy  raifej 
For  envy  is  a  kind  of  praife. 

I  4  Had 
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Had  not  thy  forward  noify  tongue 
Proclaim'd  thee  always  in  the  wrong, 
Thou  might'ft  have  mingled  with  the  reft, 
And  ne'er  thy  foolifh  nolfe  confefs'd. 
But  fools,  to  talking  ever  prone, 
Are  fure  to  make  their  follies  known. 


§165.     fable  xlv.     The  Poet  and  the  Rofe. 
I  hate  the  man  who  builds  his  name 
On  ruins  of  another's  fame. 
Thus  prudes  by  characters  o'erthrown 
Imagine  that  they  raife  their  own. 
Thus  icribblers,  covetous  of  praife, 
Think  flander  can  transplant  the  bays, 
Beauties  and  bards  have  equal  pride: 
With  both  all  rivals  are  decried. 
Who  praifes  Lefbia's  eyes  and  feature, 
Mull  call  her  filter  awkward  creature; 
For  the  kind  flattery  's  fure  to  charm, 
When  we  fome  other  nymph  difarm. 

As  in  the  cool  of  early  day 
A  Poet  fought  the  fwcets  of  May, 
The  garden's  fragrant  breath  afcends, 
And  ev'ry  ftalk  with  odour  bends. 
A  Rofe  he  pluck'd,  he  gaz'd,  admir'd, 
Thus  finging,  as  the  Mule  inlpir'd  : 
Go,  Rofe,  my  Chloe's  bofom  grace: 
How  happy  mould  I  prove, 

Might  I  fupply  that  envied  place 
With  never-fading  Love! 

There,  Phcenix-like,  beneath  her  eye, 

Involv'd  in  fragrance,  burn  and  die  I 

Know,  haplcis  flow'r,  that  thou  malt  find 
More  fragrant  rofes  there: 

I  fee  thy  with'ring  head  reclin'd 
With  envy  and  defpair ! 

One  common  fate  we  both  muft  prove  ; 

Yea  die  v/ith  envy,  I  with  love. 

Spare  your  comparifens,  replied 

An  angry  Rofe  who  grew  beiide. 

Of  all  mankind  you  mould  not  flout  usj 

What  can  a  Poet  do  without  us  ? 

In  ev'ry  love  long  rofes  bloom; 

We  lend  you  colour  and  perfume. 

Does  it  to  Chloe's  charms  conduce, 

To  found  her  praife  on  our  abide  ? 

Mult  we,  to  flatter  her,  be  made 

To  wither,  envy,  pine,  and  fade  ? 


A  village-cur,'  of  fnappifh  race, 

The  perteft  Puppy  of  the  place, 

Imagin'd  that  his  treble  throat 

Was  blefl  with  murk's  fwecteft  note  ; 

In  the  mid  road  he  balking  lay, 

The  yelping  nuifance  of  the  way; 

For  not  a  creature  pafs'd  along, 

But  had  a  fample  of  his  fong. 

Soon  as  the  trotting  (feed  he  hears, 

He  Harts,  he  cocks  his  dapper  ears  ; 

Away  he  fcour;.  af  faults  his  hoof; 

Now  near  him  fnarls,  now  barks  aloof; 

With  lhriH  impertinence  attends; 

Nor  leaves  him  till  the  village  ends. 

It  chane'd,  upon  his  evil  day, 
A  Pad  came  pacing  down  the  way : 
The  cur,  with  never-cealing  tongue, 
Upon  the  palling  trav'lier  iprung. 
The  Horfe,  from  fcorn  provok'd  to  ire, 
Flung  backward  :  rolling  in  the  mire 
The  Puppy  howPd,  and  bleeding  lay  ; 
The  Pad  in  peace  purfued  his  way. 

A  Shepherd's  Dog,  who  law  the  deed, 
Detelting  the  vexatious  breed, 
Befpoke  him  thus :  When  coxcombs  prate, 
They  kindle  wrath,  contempt,  or  hate  ; 
Thy  teafmg  tongue  had  judgment  tied, 
Thou  hadlt  not  like  a  Puppy  died. 


§166.     fable  x  1.  v  1 .     The  Cur,  the  Horfe,  am  i 
the  Shepherds  Dog. 

The  lad  of  all-fuffkient  merit 
With  modefty  ne'er  damps  his  fpirit  j 
Prefuming  on  his  own  dele  its, 
On  all  alike  his  tongue  exerts; 
His  noify  jokes  at  random  throws, 
And  pertly  {palters  friends  and  foes. 
In  wit  and  war  the  bully  race 
Contribute  to  their  own  difgrace. 
Too  late  the  forward  youth  mall  find 
That  jokes  are  fometimes  paid  in  kindj 
Or,  if  they  canker  in  the  bread, 
He  makes  a  foe  who  makes  a  jell. 


§  167.     fable  xlvii.     The  Court  of  Death* 

Death,  on  a  folemn  night  of  ftate, 

In  all  his  pomp  of  terror  fate; 

Th'  attendants  of  his  gloomy  reign, 

Difeafcs  dire,  a  ghaftly  train  ! 

Crowd  the  vaft  Court.     With  hoilow  tone, 

A  voice  thus  thunder'd  from  the  throne;    ' 
'I  his  night  our  minifler  we  name, 

Let  ev'ry  fervant  fpeak  his  claim  ; 

Merit  mall  bear  this  ebon  wand. — 

All,  at  the  word,  ftretch'd  forth  their  hand* 
Fever,  with  burning  heat  pofleft, 

Advanc'd,  and  for  the  wand  addrefs'd  : 
I  to  the  weekly  bills  appeal, 

Let  thofe  exprefs  my  fervent  zeal; 

On  ev'ry  flight  occalion  near, 

Writh  violence  I  perievere. 

Next  Gout  appears,  with  limping  pace, 

Pleads  how  he  fhifts  from  place  to  place  j 

From  head  to  foot  how  fwift  he  flies, 
,  And  ev'ry  joint  and  Anew  plies; 
Still  working  when  he  feems  fuppreft-^ 
A  moft  tenacious  flubborn  gueft. 

A  haggard  Spectre  from  the  crew 
Crawls  forth,  and  thus  afferts  his  due  : 
'Tis  I  who  taint  the  fweeteft  joy, 
And  in  the  fhape  of  Love  de.ltroy: 
My  (hanks,  funk  eyes,  and  nofelefs  face, 
Prove  my  pretenfjon  to  the  place. 

Stone  urg'd  his  ever-growing  force; 
And  next  Confumption's  meagre  corfe, 
With  feeble. voice  that  fcarce  was  heard, 
Jiroke  with  fhort  coughs,  his  fuit  preferr'd: 
Let  none  object  my  ling'ring  way, 
Again,  like  Fabius,  by  delay  j 
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ue  ami  weaken  ev'ry  foe 
By    wgatta     — fecure,  though  flow. 
ae  reprcients  his  rapid  paw'r, 
-  ihinn'd  a  nation  in  an  hour. 

All  fpoke  their  claim,  and  hop'd  the  wand. 
Now  eKpe&ation  hufh'd  the  band, 
When  thus  the  monarch  from  the  throne : 

Merit  was  ever  modeft  known  . 
it,  no  Phyfician  fpeaks  his  right? 
None  here  !  but  fees  their  toils  requite. 
Let  then  In  temp' ranee  take  the  wand, 
Who  fills  with  goid  their  zealous  hand. 
You  Fever,  Gout,  and  all  the  reft, 
Whom  wary  men  as  foes  deteft, 
Forego  your  claim  ;  no  more  pretend  ; 
Intemp'rance  is  elteem'd  a  friend  ; 
He  (hires  their  mirth,  their  focial  joys, 
And  as  a  courted  gueft  deftroys. 
The  charge  on  him  muft  juftiy  fall, 
Who  rinds  employment  for  you  all. 


§  i63.  fable  xLvm.  ^he  Gardener  and  the  Hog. 

A  gard'ner.  of  peculiar  tafte 

On  a  young  Hog  his  favour  plar.'d, 

Who  fed  not  with  the  common  herd  j 

His  tray  was  to  the  hall  preferr'd. 

He  waliow'd  underneath  the  board, 

Or  in  his  mailer's  chamber  ihor'd; 

Who  fondly  ftrok'd  him  ev'ry  day, 

And  taught  him  all  the  puppy's  play. 

Where'er  he  went,  the  grunting  friend 

Ne'er  fail'd  his  pleafure  to  attend. 

As  on  a  time  the  loving  pair 
Walk'd  forth  to  tend  the  garden's  care, 
The  Mailer  thus  addrefs'd  the  Swine} 

My  henife,  ray  garden,  all  is  thine; 
On  turnips  feaft  whene'er  you  pleafe, 
And  riot  in  my  beans  and  peafe  3 
If  the  pctatce's  tafte  delights, 
Or  the  red  carrot's  fweet  invites, 
Indulge  thy  morn  and  ev'ni ng  hours, 
But  let  due  care  regard  my  flow'rs. 
My  tulips  are  my  garden's  pride, 
What  vaft  expence  thofe  beds  iupplied  ! 

The  Hog,  by  chance,  one  morning  roam'd 
Where  with  new  ale  the  veflels  foam'd  : 
He  munches  now  the  (beaming  grains  ; 
Now  with  full  fwill  the  liquor  drains. 
Intoxicating  fumes  arife ; 
He  reels,  he  rolls  his  winking  eyes; 
Then,  ftagg'ring,  through  the  garden  fcours, 
And  treads  down  painted  ranks  of  flow'rs. 
With  delving  fhout  he  turns  the  foil, 
And  cools  his  palate  with  the  fpoil. 

The  Matter  came,  the  ruin  (pied; 
Villain,  fufpend  thy  rage!  he  cried: 
Haft  thoju,  thou  mod  ungrateful  fot! 
My  charge,  my  only  charge  forgot  ? 
What,  all  my  flow'rs  !  No  more  he  (aid, 
Bui  gazM,  and  ligh'd,  and  hung  his  head. 
^  The  Hog  with  itutt'ring  fpeech  returns, 
Explain,  Sir,  why  your  anger  burns, 
See  there,  un touch 'd,  your  tulips  ftrewn, 
For  I  devour'd  the  roots  alone; 


At  this  the  Gard'ner's  paflion  grows  j 
From  oaths  and  threats  lie  fell  to  blows, 
The  ftubborn  brute  the  blows  fuftains, 
Affauits  his  leg  and  tears  his  veins. 

Ah,  foolifh  fwain  !  too  late  you  find, 
That  ities  were  for  flich  friend;  defign'd. 

Homeward  he  limps  with  painful  pace, 
Reflecting  thus  on  paft  difgrace. 
Who  cherilhes  a  brutal  mate 
Shall  mourn  the  folly  foon  or  late. 


§   169.     fable  xlix.     Ihe  Man  and  the  Tlea^ 
Whether  in  earth,  in  air,  or  main, 
Sure  ev'ry  thing  alive  is  vain! 

Does  not  the  hawk  all  fowls  furvey 
As  deftin'd  only  for  his  prey  ? 
And  do  not  tyrants,  prouder  things, 
Think  men  were  born  for  flaves  to  kings  ? 

When  the  crab  views  the  pearly  ftrands, 
Or  Tagus,  bright  with  golden  lands  j 
Or  crawls  belide  the  coral  grove, 
And  hears  the  ocean  roll  above } 
Nature  is  too  profufe,  fays  he, 
Who  gave  all  thefe  to  pleafure  me  ! 

When  bord'ring  pinks  and  roles  bloom, 
And  ev'iy  garden  breathes  perfume; 
When  peaches  glow  with  funny  dyes, 
Like  Laura's  cheek  when  blulhes  rife; 
When  with  huge  figs  the  branches  bend, 
When  clufters  from  the  vine  depend  ; 
The  fnail  looks  round  on  flow'r  and  tree, 
And  cries,  All  thefe  were  made  for  me  \ 

What  dignity's  in  human  nature  ! 
Says  Man,  the  molt  conceited  creature. 
As  from  a  clift  he  caft  his  eyes, 
And  view'd  the  fea  and  arched  fkies  : 
The  fun  was  funk  beneath  the  main; 
The  moon,  and  all  the  ftarry  train, 
Hung  the  vaft  vault  of  heaven.    The  Man 
His  contemplation  thus  began  : 

When  I  behold  this  glorious  (how, 
And  the  wide  wat'ry  world  below, 
The  fcaly  people  of  the  main, 
The  beafts  that  range  the  wood  or  plain, 
The  wing'd  inhabitants  of  air, 
The  day,  the  night,  the  various  year, 
And  know  all  thefe  by  Heaven  delign'd 
As  gifts  to  pleafure  human -kind  ; 
I  cannot  raife  my  worth  too  high  : 
Of  what  vaft  conlequence  am  I  ! 

Not  of  th'  importance  you  fuppofe, 
Replies  a  Flea  upon  his  nofe : 
Be  humble,  learn  thyfelfto  fcan; 
Knew,  pride  was  never  made  for  Man. 
'Tis  vanity  that  fwells  thy  mind, 
What,  heaven  and  earth  for  thee  defign'd  \ 
For  thee  made  only  for  our  need, 
That  more  important  Fleas  might  feed. 


§    J  70.    fable  L.    Tke  Hare  and maty  Friesdsi 
Friendship,  like  love,  is  but  a  name, 
'Unlefs  to  one  you  ftint  the  flame. 
The  child,  whom  many  fathers  ihire, 
Hath  fcldom  known  a  father's  cars. 

'Tis 
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'Tis  thus  in  friendftiip  ;  who  depend 
On  many,  rarely  find  a  friend. 

A  Hare,  who  in  a  civil  way 
Complied  with  ev'ry  thing,  like  Gay, 
Was  known  by  all  the  beitial  train 
Who  haunt  the  wood  or  graze  the  plain. 
Her  care  was,  never  to  od'end ; 
And  ev'ry  creature  was  her  friend. 

As  forth  (he  went,  at  early  dawn, 
To  tade  the  dew.befprinkled  lawn, 
Behind  (he  hears  the  hunter's  cries, 
And  from  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder  flies : 
She  Marts,  (he  itop.-,  (lie  pants  for  breath  j 
She  hears  the  near  advance  of  death  ; 
She  doubles  to  miilead  the  hound, 
And  meafures  back  her  mazy  round  ; 
Till,  fainting  in  the  public  way, 
Half -dead  with  fear  (he  gapping  lay. 

What  trail f port  in  her  boiom  grew, 
When  firft  the  Horfc  appe-ar'd  in  view  ! 

Let  me,  lays  fee",  your  back  afcend, 
And  owe  my  fafety  to  a  friend. 
You  know  my  feet  betray  my  flight ; 
To  friendfhip  ev'ry  burthen's  light. 

The  Korie  replied,  Poor  honed  Pufs  ! 
It  grieves  my  heart  to  fee  thee  thus: 
Be  comforted,  relief  is  near; 
For  all  your  friends  are  in  the  rear. 
She  next  the  (lately  Bull  implord, 
And  thus  replied  the  mighty  lord: 
Since  every  bead  alive  can  tell 
That  I  iincerely  wi(h  you  well, 
I  may,  without  offtnee,  pretend 
To  take  the  freedom  of  a  friend. 
Love  calls  me  hence  ;  a  fov'ritc  cow 
Expects  me  near  yon  bark-y-mow  ; 
And  when  a  lady  »  in  the  cafe, 
You  know  all  other  things  give  place. 
To  leave  ypu  thus  might  feem  unkind  5 
But  fee/the  Goat  is  juit  behind- 

The  Goat  remarked  her  pulfe  was  high, 
.Her  languid  bead,  her  heavy  eye  ; 
My  back,  fays  he,  may  do  you  harm; 
The  Shcep'vS  at  hand,  and  wool  is  warm. 
The  Sheep  war.  feeble,  and  contplain'd 
His  fides  a  load  of  wool  fuihun'd  5 
Said  he  was  (low,  confelV'd  his  (ears; 
For  hounds  cat  Sheep  as  well  as  Hares. 

She  now  the  trotting  Calf  addreffd, 
To  lave  from  death  a  friend  diilrefs'd. 
Shall  I,  (ays  he,  of  tender  age, 
In  this  important  care  engage  ? 
Older  and  abler  pafs'd  you  by  : 
How  ftro»g  are  thofe  !  how  weak  am  I ! 
Should  I  prefumeto  bear  you  hence, 
Thofe  friends  of  mine  may  take  offence. 
Excufe  me,  then.     You  know  my  heart, 
But  dearfcft  friends,  alas !  mud  part. 
How  (hall  we  all  lament!   Adieu! 
For,  fee,  the  hounds  are  juit  in  view. 


Where  Fortune  fniiles ;  the  wretched  he  for- 

fakes : 
Swift  on  his  downy  pinion  flies  from  woe, 
And  lights  on  lids  unfullied  with  a  tear. 

From  (hort  (as  ufual)  and  dilburb'd  repofe   ' 
I  wake :  How  happy  they  who  wake  no  more  1 
Yet  that  were  vain,  if  dreams  infeft  the  grave. 
I  wake,  emerging  from  a  fea  of  dreams 
Tumultuous ;  where  my  wreck'd,  defponding 

thought, 
From  wave  to  wave  of  fancy'd  mifery 
At  random  drove,  her  helm  of  reafon  loft : 
Tho'  now  reltor'd,  'tis  only  change  of  pain, 
A  bitter  change;  feverer  for  levere: 
The  day  too  (hort  for  my  diftrefs  !  and  night 
Ev'n  in  the  zenith  of  her  dark  domain, 
Is  funftiine,  to  the  colour  of  my  fate. 


§   172.     fright. 
Night,  fable  goddefs!  from  her  ebon  throne, 
In  raylefs  majefty,  now  dretches  forth 
Her  leaden  fceptre  o'er  a  ilumb'ring  world: 
Silence,  how  dead !  and  darknefs,  how  profound! 
Nor  eye  nor  liit'ning  ear  an  object  (inds ; 
Creation  deeps.     Tis  as  the  general  pulfe 
Of  life  dood  dill,  and  nature  made  a  pau(e  j 
An  awful  paufe,  prophetic  of  her  end. 
And  let  her  prophecy  be  foon  fulfill"  d  : 
Fate  !  drop  the  curtain :  I  can  lofe  no  more. 


YOUNG's  Night-thoughts. 
§   171.     night  I.     Sleep. 
TjeTd  Nature's  fweet  rcdorer,  balmy  Sleep  ! 
He^  like  the  world,  his  ready  vifit  pays 


§   173.     Invocation  to  Silence  and  Darknefs- 
Silence  and  Darknefs !  folemn  fiders !  twins 
From    ancient  Night,    who    nurle  the  tender 

thought 
To  reafon,  and  on  reafon  build  refolve, 
(That  column  of  true  majefty  in  man) 
Aflid  me :  I  will  thank  you  in  the  grave  ; 
The  grave,  your  kingdom:  There  this  frame 

(hall  tail 
A  victim  (acred  to  your  dreary  fhrine  : 
But  what  are  ye  ?  Thou  who  didd  put  to  flight 
Primeval  Silence,  when  the  morning  liars 
.Exulting,  (houtcd  o'er  the  riling  ball; 
O  Thou  !  whoft  word  from  folid  darknefs  druck 
That  (park,  the  fun;  ftrike  wifdom  from  my  foul. 
My  foul  which  flies  tothee,hertrufl,hertreafure» 
As  mifers  to  their  gold,  while  others  red. 

Thro'  this  opaque  of  nature,  and  of  foul, 
This  double  night,  tran fruit  one  pitying  ray, 
To  lighten  and  to  cheer:  O  lead  my  mind, 
(A  mind  that  fain  would  wander  from  its  woe) 
Lead  it  thro'  various  fcenes  of  Life  and  Death, 
And  from  each  fcene,  the  nobleft  truths  infpire; 
Nor  lefs  infpire  my  conduct,  than  my  Cong  ; 
Nor  let  the  vial  of  thy  vengeance,  pour'd 
On  this  devoted  head,  be  pour'd  in  vain. 


§   174.    Time. 

The  bell  flrikes  one  :  We  take  no  note  of  time, 
But  from  its  lofs.  To  give  it  then  a  tongue, 
Is  wife  in  man.     As  if  an  angel  fpoke, 
I  feel  the  folemn  found.     If  heard  aright, 
It  is  the  knell  of  my  departed  hours ; 

Where 
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Where  are  they?  with  the  years  beyond  theFlood? 

It  is  the  (ignal  that  demands  difpatch; 

How  much  is  to  be  done !  my  hopes  and  fears 

Start  up  alarm'd,  and  o'er  life's  narrow  verge 

Look  down — on  what  ?  a  fathomlefs  abyis  ; 

A  dread  eternity!  how  furely  mine! 

And  can  eternity  belong  to  me, 

Poor  petitioner  on  the  bounties  of  an  hour? 


§  175.     Man. 
how  rich  !     how  abject. ! 


how 


How  poor  ! 

augu  ft  ! 
How  complicate  !  how  wonderful  is  Man  ! 
How  He  who- made  him  fuch ! 

Who  centred  in  our  make  fuch  ftrange  extremes  ! 
From  different  natures  marvellouily  mixt, 
Connection  exquiiite  of  diftant  worlds  ! 
DiitinguiftVd  link  in  being'?  endlefs  chain! 
Midway  from  nothing  to  the  Deity! 
A  beam  ethereal  fullied,  and  ahforb'd ! 
Tho'  iwilied,  and  difhonour'd,  ftill  divine  ! 
Dim  miniature  of  greatnefs  abibhite! 
An  heir  of  glory  !  a  frail  child  of  dull ! 
Helpleis  immortal!  infect  infinite  ! 
A  worm !  a  god  !  I  tremble  at  myfelf ; 
And  in  myfeif  am  loYt !  at  heme  a  it  ranger, 
Thought  wanders  up  and  down,  furpris'd  aghaft, 
And  wond'ring  at  her  own  :  how  reafon  reels  ! 
O  what  a  miracle  to  man  13  man  ! 
Triumphantly  diilrefs'd,  what  joy,  what  dread  ! 
Alternately  tran (ported  and  alarm'd  i 
What  can  preferve  my  life,  or  what  deftroy  ? 
An  angel's  arm  can't  (natch  me  from  the  grave  ; 
Legions  of  angels  can't  confine  me  there. 


Unkindled,  unconceiv'd  ;  and  from  an  eye 

Of  tendernefs,  let  heavenly  pity  fall 

On  me,  more  juftly  number'd  with  the  dead: 

This  is  the  delert,  this  the  folitude: 

How  populous  !  how  vital,  is  the  grave! 

This  is  creation's  melancholy  vault, 

The  vale  funereal,  the  fad  cyprefs  gloom; 

The  land  of  apparitions,  empty  (hades  ; 

All,  all  on  earth  is  (hadow,  ail  beyond 

Is  fubftance;  the  reverie  is  folly's  creed; 

How  folid  all,  where  change  fhall  be  no  more ! 


^  176.     Dreams. 
Tis  pafr  conjecture  5  all  things  rife  in  proof: 
While   o'er  my  limbs    Sleep's  foft  dominion 

fpread, 
What  tho'  my  foul  phantaftic  meafures  trod 
O'er  fairy  fields;  or  mourn'd  along  the  gloom  I 
Of  pathlefs  woods;  or  down  the  crs^i-y  iteep 
Hurl'd  headlong,  fwam  with  pain  the  mantled  *e«mbles  ocean  intotempeit  wrought, 

p00] .  j  I  o  Waft  a  feather  or  to  drown  a  fly, 

Or  fcal'd  the  cliff  or  dane'd  on  hollow  winds,    !      Where  fclisthis  cenfure?  lto'crwhelmsmyfelf. 
With  antic  fhapes,  wild  natives  of  the  brain  ?    I  H°w  was  mY  he2rt  encrufted  by  the  world  \ 
Herceafelelsrlight5tho'devious,fpeaks  her  nature0  how  felf-fettor'd  was  my  groveling  foul  ! 


§   178.     Life  and  Eternity. 
TH13  is  the  bud  of  being,  the  dim  dawn; 
[Life's  theatre  as  yet  is  (hut,  2nd  death, 
'Strong  death  alone  can  heave  the  maffy  bar, 
This  grOfs  impediment  of  clay  remove, 
And  make  us  embryos  of  exiftence  free. 
JFrcm  real  life,  but  little  more  remote 
Is  he,  not  yet  a  candidate  for  light, 
The  future  embryo,  ii  umbering  in  his  fire. 
En\b;yos  we  muit  be,  till  we  burft  the  (hell. 
Yon  ambient  azure  fheli,  and  ipring  to  life, 
The  life  of  gods — O  tranfport !  and  of  man. 

Yet  man,  fool  man!  hereburiesall  histhoughrs  ; 
Inters  ceieltial  hopes  without  one  figh  : 
Prifbner  of  earth,  and  pent  beneath  the  moon. 
Here  pinions  all  his  wilhes:  wing'd  by  heaven 
To  fly  at  infinite,  and  reach  it  there, 
Where  feraphs  gather  immortality, 
On  life's  fair  trte,  fait  by  the  throne  of  God. 
What  golden  joys  ambrofial  ciuft'ring  glow 
In  his  full  beam,  and  ripen  for  the  juit, 
Where  momentary  ages  are  no  more ! 
Where  time,  and  pain,  and  chance,  and  death 

expire  ! 
And  is  it  in  the  flight  of  threefcore  years, 
To  pufh  eternity  from  human  thought, 
And  fmother  fouls  immortal  in  the  duii  \ 
A  foul  immortal,  fpending  all  her  fires. 
Wafting  herfrrepgth  in  icrenuous  idienef;, 
Thrown  into  tumult,  raptur'd,or  aiarm'd, 
Ataw'ht  this  Jcene  can  threaten  or  indulge, 


Of  fubtler  eifence  than  the  trodden  clod  ; 
Active,  aerial,  tow'ring,  unconrin'd, 
Unfetter'd  with  her  grofs  companion's  fall : 
Ev'n  filent  night  proclaims  my  foul  immortal : 
Ev'n  filent  night  proclaims  eternal  day  : 
For  human  weal,  heaven  hufbands  all  events, 
Dull  fieep  inltructs,  nor  fport  vain  dreams  in  vain 


§  177.     Vanity  of  Lamentation  over  the  Dead. 

Why  then  their  lofs  deplore,  that  are  not  loft  ? 
Why  wanders  wretched  thought  their  tombs 

around, 
In  infidel  diftrefs  ?  are  angel's  there  ? 
Slumbers,  rak'd  up  in  duit,  ethereal  fire  ? 
They  live  !  they  greatly  live  a  life  on  earth 


j  How,  like  a  worm,  was  I  wrapt  round  and  round 
In  iiiken  thought,  which  reptile  Fancy  fpun, 
Till  darken'd  Reafon  lay  quite  clouded  o'er 
With  foit  conceit  of  endleis  comfort  here, 
Nor  yet  put  forth  her  wings  to  reach  the  Ikies  t 
Our  waking  dreams  are  fatal :  how  I  dreamt 
Of  things  impoflibie  !   (could  fieep  do  more  ?) 
Of  joys  perpetual  in  perpetual  change! 
Of  (table  pleaiures  on  the  tolling  wave  '. 
Eternal  fnnfhine  in  the  ftorms  of  life  ! 
How  richly  were  my  noon-tide  trances  hung 
With  gorgeous  tapeitries  of  picrur'd  joys! 
Joy  behind  joy,  in  endiefs  perfpecrive  ! 
Till  at  Death's  toll,  whole  reitiefs  iron  tongue 
Calls  daily  for  his  millions  at  a  meal, 
Starting,  l  woke,  and  found  myfeif  undone  ! 

Where 
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Where  now  my  phrenfy's  pompous  furniture  ! 
The  cobweb'd  cottage  with  its  ragged  wall 
Of  mould'ring  mud,  is  royalty  to  me ! 
The  fpider's  thread  is  cable  to  man's  tie 
On  earthly  Mils ;  it  breaks  at  every  breeze. 


§   1 79.     Time  and  Death. 

0  ye  blefl  fcenes  of  permanent  delight ! 
Full,  above  meafure  !  falling  beyond  bound  ! 
Could  you,  fo  rich  in  rapture,  fear  z\\  end, 
That  ghaflly  thought  would  drink  up  all  your 

And  quite  unparadife  the  realms  of  light. 
Safe  are  you  lodg'd  above  thefe  rolling  inheres, 
The  baleful  influence  of  whole  giddy  dance 
Sheds  fad  vicifntudes  on  all  beneath. 
Here  teems  with  revolutions  every  hour; 
And  rarely  for  the  better;  or  the  bell, 
More  mortal  than  the  common  births  of  fate: 
Each  moment  has  its  frckle,  emulous 
Of  Time's  enormous  fcythe,  whole  ample  fvveep 
Strikes  empires  from  the  root ;  each  moment 

plies 
His  little  weapon  in  the  narrower  fphere 
Of  fvveet  domeflic  comfort,  and  cuts  clown 
The  fairefl  bloom  of  fublunary  blifs. 

Bli fs !  fubl  unary  bli fs !  proud  words,  and  vain! 
Implicit  treafon  to  divine  dc.ree ! 
A  bold  invalion  of  the  rights  of  heaven  ! 

1  clafp'd  the  phantoms,  and  I  found  them  air, 

0  had  I  weigh'd  it  ere  my  fond  embrace, 
What  darts  of  agony  had  mhVd  my  heart ! 
Death!  great  proprietor  of  all !   'Tis  thine 
To  tread  out  empire,  and  to  quench  the  liars  : 
The  fun  himfelf  by  thy  permiffion  mines ; 
And,  one  day,  thou  malt  pluck  him  from  his 

fphere. 
Amid  fuch  mighty  plunder,  why  exhauft 
Thy  partial  quiver  on  a  mark  fo  mean  ? 
Why  thy  peculiar  rancour  wreck'd  on  me  ? 
Infatiate  archer!  could  not  one  fuffice  ? 
Thy  ihaft  Hew  thrice,  and  thrice  my  peace  was 

flain;  [horn. 

And  thrice,  ere  thrice  yon  moon  had  fili'd  her 
O.  Cynthia!  why  fo  pale  ?  doit  thou  lament 
Thy  wretched  neighbour  ?  grieve,  to  fee  thy 

wheel 
Of  ceafelefs  change  outwhhTdin  human  life  ? 

In  ev'ry  varied  pofture,  place,  and  hour, 
How  widow'd  every  thought  of  every  joy  ! 
Thought,  hul'y  thought !  too  bufy  for  my  peace, 
Thro'  the  dark  poflern  of  time  long  elaps'd 
Led  foftly,  by  the  llillnefs  of  the  night, 
Strays,  wretched  rover !  o'er  the  plealing  pafl, 
In  quell  of  wretchednefs,  perveriely  ft  rays.; 
Ana  finds  ail  defert  now  ;  and  meets  the  ghofls 
Of  my  departed  joys,  a  numero'us  train  ! 

1  rue  the  riches  of  my  former  fate  ; 

^Sweet  comfort's  bhired  chillers  make  me  figh : 
I  tremble  at  the.  bleiiings  once  fo  dear  ; 
And  ev'ry  pi  earn re  pains  me  to  the  heart. 
Yet  why  complain  ?  or  why  complain  for  one  ? 
I  mourn  for  millions:  *Tis  the  common  lot; 
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In  this  fhape,  or  in  that,  has  fate  entail'd 
The  mother's  throes  on  all  of  woman  born, 
Not  more  the  children,  than  lure  heirs  of  pain. 


§  1 80.     OppreJ/ion,  Want,  ami  Difeafe. 
War,  famine,  peft,  volcano,  ftorra,  and  fire, 
intelline  broils,  oppreflion  with  her  heart 
Wrapt  up  in  triple  brafs,  befiege  mankind: 
God's  image,  ditinherited  of  day, 
Here  plung'd  in  mines,  forgets  a  fun  was  made; 
There  beings,  deathlefs  as  their  haughty  lord, 
Are  hammer'd  to  the  galling  oar  for  life  ; 
And  plough  the  winter's  wave,  and  reap  defpairj 
Some,  for  laird  mailers,  broken  under  arms, 
In  battle  lopt  away,  with  half  their  limbs, 
Beg  bitter  bread  thro'  realms  their  valour  fav'd, 
If  ib  the  tyrant,  or  his  minion  doom  ; 
Want  and  incurable  Difeafe  (fell  pair  !) 
On  hopelefs  multitudes  remorfelefs  feize 
At  once ;  and  make  a  refuge  of  the  grave  : 
How  groaning  hofpitals  eject  their  dead  ! 
What  numbers  groan  for  lad  admi (lion  there  ! 
What  numbers,  once  in  Fortune's  lap  high-fed, 
Solicit  the  cold  hand  of  charity  ! 
To  fnock  us  more,  folicit  it  in  vain  ! 

Not  Prudence  can  defend,  or  Virtue  five; 
Difeafe  invades  the  chaftell  temperance; 
And  punifhment  the  guiltlefs  ;  and  alarm 
Thro'  thickeflfhades  purfues  the  fond  of  peace; 
Man's  caution  often  into  danger  turns, 
And,  his  guard  falling,  crufhes  him  to  death. 
Not  Happinefs  itfeif  makes  good  her  name  ; 
Our  very  wifhes  gives  us  not  our  wifh; 
How  dillant  oft  the  thing  we  dote  on  moll, 
From  that  for  which  we  dote,  felicity  ! 

The  fmootheft  courfe  of  nature  has  its  pains, 
And  truefl  friends,  thro'  error,  wound  our  reltj 
Without  misfortune,  what  calamities ! 
And  what  hoftilitics  without  a  foe! 
Nor  are  foes  wanting  to  the  bell  on  earth: 
But  endlefs  is  the  lift  of  human  ills, 
And  lighs  might  fooner  fail,  than  caufe  to  figh. 


§  I  Si.'  Rcfeftions  on  <vie<uiing  a  Map  of  the  World. 
A  tart  how  final  1  of  the  terraqueous  globe 
Is  tenanted  by  man!  the  reft  a  waftc, 
Rocks,  deferts,  frozen  leas,  and  burning  fands; 
Wild  haunts  of  mon Iters,  poiibns,  flings,   and 

death  : 
Such  is  earth's  melancholy  map  !  but,  far 
More  fad ;  this  earth  is  a  true  map  of  man  : 
So  bounded  are  its  haughty  lord's  delights 
To  woe's  wide  empire  ;  where  deep  troubles  tofs; 
Loud  forrows  howl;  envenom'd  paflions  bite; 
Ravenous  calamities  our  vitals  feize, 
And  threat  ning  fate  wide  opens  to  devour. 


§  182.     Sympathy. 

What  then  am  I,  who  forrow  for  myfelf  ? 
In  age,  in  infancy,  from  other's  aid 
Is  all  our  hope;  to  teach  us  to  be  kind. 
That,  Nature's  mil,  lait  leifon  to  mankind 
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The  ielfifh  heart  deferves  the  pain  it  feels ; 
More  generous  forrow,  while  it  links,  exalts, 
And  confeious  virtue  militates  the  pang. 
Nor  Virtue,  more  than  (Prudence,  bids  me  give 
Swoln  thought  a  fecond  channel  ;  who  divide, 
They  weaken  too,  the  torrent  of  their  grief. 

lake  then,  O  world  !  thy  much  indebted  tear  r 
How  fad  a  light  is  hitman  happinefs  [hour  ! 
To  thole  whole  thought  can  pierce  beyond  an 

0  thou  !  whate'er  thou  art,  whole  heart  exults  ! 
Wouldll  thou  I  mould  congratulate  thy  rate  ? 

1  know  thou  wouldlc ;  thy  pride  demands  it  from 
Let  thy  pride  pardon,what  thy  nature  needs,  [me, 
The  laiutary  cenfure  of  a  friend  :  [bleft ; 
Thou  happy  wretch  !    by  blindnefs    art  thou 
By  dotage  dandled  to  perpetual  fmiles : 
Know,  fmiler  !  at  thy  peril  art  thou  pleas'd  ; 
Thy  pleafure  is  the  promile  of  thy  pain. 
Misfortune,  like  a  creditor  fevere, 

But  riles  in  demand  for  her  delay; 
She  makes  a  icourge  of  palt  prosperity, 
To  fting  thee  more,  and  double  thy  diitrefs. 

§  183.     The  biflability  and  Infuffidency  of 'Human 

Lorenzo  !  Fortune  mikes  her  court  to  thee, 
Thy  fond  heart  dances,  while  the  fyren  fings. 
I  would  not  damp,  but  to  fecure  thy  joys  : 
Think  not  that  fear  is  lacred  to  the  ftorm  : 
Stand  on  thy  guard  againil  the  fmiles  of  fate. 
Is  heaven  tremendous  in  its  frown  !  moft  fure : 
And  in  its  favours  formidable  too; 
Its  favours  here  are  trials,  not  rewards : 
A  call  to  duty,  not  di  charge  from  care  ; 
And  Ihould  alarm  us,  full  as  much  as  woes; 
O'er  our  icann'd  conduct  give  a  jealous  eye ; 
Awe  Nature's  tumult,  and  chafcife  her  joys, 
Leit,  while  we  clafp  we  kill  them ;  nay  invert, 
To  worfe  than  iimple  mifery,  their  charms  : 
Revolted  joys,  like  foes  in  civil  war, 
Like  bofom  friendships  to  refentment  four'd, 
With  rage  envenom'd  rife  againft  our  peace. 

Beware  what  earth  calls  happinefs  ;  bewajg 
All  joys,  but  joys  that  never  can  expire  : 
Who  builds  on  iefs  than  an  immortal  bale, 
Fond  as  he  feems,  condemns  his  joys  to  death. 

Mine  died  with  thee,  Philander !  thy  laft  figh 
DilTolv'd  the  charm;  the  difenchanted  earth 
Loft  all  her  luitre  ;  where,  her  giitteringtowers  ? 
Her  golden  mountains,  where?  all  darkened 
To  naked  walte  ;  a  dreary  vale  of  tears !  [down 
The  great  magician's  dead  !  thou  poor  pale  piece 

..ut-cait  earth,  in  darknefs  !  what  a  change 
From  yeflerday  !  thy  darling  hope  fo  near,  [in 
(Long-labour'dprize!)  death's  fubtle  feed  wit h- 
(Slv,  treacherous  miner!  )  working  in  the  dark, 
Smil'd  at  thy  well-concerted  fcheme,  and  beck- 
The  worm  to  riot  on  that  rofe  fo  red,  [on'd 
Unfaded  ere  it  fell ;  one  moment's  prey  ! 


We  penetrate,  we  prophefy  in  valm 
Time  is  dealt  out  by  particles :  and  each, 
Ere  mingled  with  the  ftreaming  fands  of  life, 
By  fate's  inviolable  oath  is  fworn 
Deep  (Hence,  "  Where  eternity  begins.''' 


§185.    Preemption  of  defending  on  To  -morroiv. 
By  Nature's  law,  what  may  be,  may  be  now  5 
There  "s  no  prerogative  in  human  hours  : 
In  human  hearts  what  bolder  thoughtrcan  rife, 
Than  man's  preiiimprion  on  to-morrow' s clawn  ? 
Where  is  to-morrow  ?    In  another  world. 
For  numbers  this  is  certain  ;  the  reverfe 
Is  fure  to  none ;  and  yet  on  this  perhaps, 
This  perad venture,  infamous  for  lies, 
As  on  a  rock  of  adamant  we  build 
Our  mountain  hopes ;  fpin  out  eternal  fchemes, 
And,  big  with  life's  futurities,  expire. 


§   186.     Sudden  Death. 
Not  ev'n  Philander  had  befpoke  his  fhroud  ; 
Nor  had  he  caufe,  a  warning  was  deny'd. 
How  many  fall  as  fudden,  not  as  faf§  ! 
As  fudden,  tho'  for  yea-s  admoniuYd  home. 
Of  human  ills  the  but  extreme  beware, 
Beware,  Lorenzo  !  a  flow-fudden  death. 
How  dreadful  that  deliberate  furprife  ! 
Be  wile  to-day,  'tis  madnefs  to  defer; 
Next  day  the  fatal  precedent  will  plead  ! 
Thus  en,  till  wifdom  is  puhYd  out  of  life ; 
Procraftination  is  the  thief  of  time, 
Year  after  year  it  iteais,  till  all  are  fled, 
And  to  the  mercies  of  a  moment  leaves 
The  vail  concerns  of  an  eternal  fcene  ! 
If  not  fo  frequent,  would  not  this  be  ftrange  ? 
That  'tis  fo  frequent,  this  is  flranger  flill. 


§   184.     Man  Jlort-figbied. 
The  prefent  moment  terminates  our  light; 
Clouds  thick  as   thofe.  on   doomfday,   drown 
the  next ; 


§  187.     Marts  Prcnenefs  to pofipone  Improvement, 
Of  man's  miraculous  mi  Makes,  this  bears 
The  palm,  "  that  aii  men  are  about  to  live." 
For  ever  on  the  brink  of  being  born : 
Ail  pay  themfelves  the  compliment  to  think 
They,  one  day,  (hall  not  drivel ;  and  their  pride 
On  this  reverlion  takes  up  ready  prai:e  ; 
At  lealt,  their  own;  their  future  lei  ver.  applauds  ; 
How  excellent  tha:  life  they  ne'er  will  lead  ! 
Time  lodg'd  in  their  own  hands  is  foily's  vails  $ 
That  lodg'd  in  fate's,  to  wifdom  they  confizn. 
All  promile  is  poor  dilatory  man,  [deed, 

And  that  thro'  every  lrage:  when  young,  in- 
In  full  content,  we  fometimes  nobly  relt, 
Unanxious  for  ourfelves ;  and  only  wilh, 
As  duteous  fons,  our  fathers  were  more  wife: 
At  thirty  man  fufpecTs  himfelf  a  fool ; 
Knows  it  at  forty,-  and  reforms  his  plan; 
At  fifty  chides  his  infamous  delay, 

.  3  his  prudent  purpefe  to  refolve; 
In  all  the  magnanimity  of  thought  , 

Refolves;  and  re-refblves  :  then  dies  the  fame. 


§  188.     Man  infenjihle  of  his  :wn  Mortality. 
Akd  why !  becaufe  he  thinks  himfelf  immortal. 
All  men  think  all  men  mortal,  but  themfelves  ; 

Themfelves, 
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Themfelves,  when  fome  alarming  fliock  of  fate 
Strikes  thro'  their  wounded  hearts  the  fudden 

dread  ; 
But  their  hearts  wounded,  like  the  wounded  air, 
Soonclofe;where  pafs'd  the  ('haft,  no  trace  isfound: 
As,  from  the  wing  no  fear  the  fky  retains; 
The  parted  wave  no  furrow  from  the  keel  j 
So  dies  in  human  hearts  the  thought  of  death : 
Ev'n  with  the  tender  tear  which  nature  fheds 
O'er  thofe  we  love,  we  drop  it  in  their  grave. 
Can  I  forget  Philander  ?  that  were  itrange ; 
O  my  full  heart !  but  fhould  I  give  it  vent, 
The  longeft  night,  tho'  longer  far,  would  fail, 
And  the  lark  liiien  to  my  midnight  long. 
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$  189.    night  11.    Avarice  of  lime  recommended. 
He  mourns  the  dead,  who  lives  as  they  deiire. 
Where  is  that  thrift,  that  avarice  of  Time, 
(Bleft  av'rice!)   which  the  thought  of  death 

infpires. 
O  time  !  than  gold  more  facred  ;  more  a  load 
Than  lead,  to  tools ;  and  fools  reputed  wife 


In  act  no  trifle,  and  no  blank  in  time. 
This  greatens,  fills,  immortalizes  all ! 
This,  the  bleilart  of  turning  all  to  gold  ; 
This,  the  good  heart's  prerogative  to  raife 
A  royal  tribute,  from  the  pooreft  hours. 
Immenfe  revenue  !   every  moment  pays. 
If  nothing  more  than  purpof'e  in  thy  power, 
Thy  purpofe  firm,  is  equal  to  the  deed: 
Who  does  the  bell  his  circumflance  allows, 
Does  well,  acls  nobly  ;  angels  could  no  more* 
Our  outward  act,  indeed,  admits  reitraint; 
'Lis  not  in  things  o'er  thought  to  domineer; 
Guard  well  thy  thoughts;   our   thoughts  are 
heard  in  heaven. 
On  all-important  time,  thro1  every  age, 
Tho' much,  and  warm,  the  wife  have  urg'd ;  the 
Is  yet  unborn  who  duly  weighs  an  hour,     [man 
"  I  've  loft  a  day" — the  prince  who  nobly  cry'd, 
Had  been  an  emperor  without  his  crown ; 
He  fpoke,  as  if  deputed  by  mankind. 
So  mould  all  fpeak  :  fo  reafon  fpeaks  in  all : 
From  the  foft  whifpers  of  that  god  in  man, 
Why  fly  to  folly,  why  to  phrenfy  fly, 


What  moment  granted  man  without  account  ? 

Whatyearsarefquander'd,wifdom'sdebtunpaid?  j  For  refcue  from  the  blefling  we  poflefs  ? 
Halle,  hafte,  he  lies  in  wait,  he  's  at  the  door,    I  Time,  the  fupreme  ! — Time  is  eternity; 
Infidious  death,  mould  his  ftrong  hand  arreft,    1  Pregnant  with  all  eternity  can  give, 
No  compoiition  fets  the  prifoner  free.  :  Pregnant  with  all  that  makes  arch- angels  fmilc. 

Eternity's  inexorable  chain  j  Who  murders  time,  he  crufhes  in  the  birth 

Fall:  binds;  and  vengeance  claims  the  full  arrear.  |  A  pow'r  ethereal,  only. not  ador'd. 
How  late  I  fhudder'd  on  the  brink !  how  late 


Life  cali'd  for  her  laft  refuge  in  defpair  ! 
For  what  calls  thy  difeafe  ?  for  moral  aid. 
Thou  think'ft  it  folly  to  be  wife  too  foon. 
Youth  is  not  rich  in  time ;  it  may  be,  poor : 
Part  with  it  as  with  money,  fparing  ;  pay 
No  moment,  but  in  purchafe  of  its  worth  : 
And  what  its  worth,  afk  death-beds,  they  can 
Part  with  it  as  with  life,  reluctant;  big       [tell. 
With  holy  hope  of  nobler  time  to  come. 

ft  this  our  duty,  wifdom,  glory,  gain  ? 
And  fport  we  like  the  natives  of  the  bough, 
When  vernal  funs  infpire  ?   Amufement  reigns 
Man's  great  demand:  to  trifle  is  to  live: 
And  is  it  then  a  trifle,  too,  to  die  ? — 
Who  wants' amufement  in  the  flame  of  battle  ? 
Is  it  not  t reafon  to  the  foul  immortal, 
Her  foes  in  arms,  eternity  the  prize  ? 
Will  toys  amufe,  when  med'eines  cannot  cure  ? 
When  (pints  ebb,  when  life's  inchanting  fcenes 
Their  luitre  lofe,  and  leffen  in  our  fight  r 
(As  lands,  and  cities  with  their  glittering  fpires 
To  the  poor  fhatter'd  bark,  by  fudden  itorm 
Thrown  off  to  fea,  and  foon  to  perifh  there) 
Will  toys  amufe? — no:  thrones  will  then  be  toys, 
And  earth  and  fides  feem  dull  upon  the  fcale. 
Redeem  we  time  ? — its  lofs  we  dearly  buy : 
What  pleads  Lorenzo  for  his  high-priz'dfports  ? 
He  pleads  time's  numerous  blanks;   he  loudly 

pleacis 
The  ftraw-like  trifles  on  life's  common  ftream. 
From  whom  thofe  blanks  and  trifles,  but  from 
No  blank,  no  trifle,  nature  made  or  meant:  [thee  ? 
Virtue,  or  purpos'd  virtue,  ftill  be  thine: 
This  cancels  thy  complaint  at  once  j  this  leaves 
x 


§   I  go.     Inconfiflency  of  Man. 
Ah  !  how  unjuft  to  nature,  and  himfelf, 
Is  thoughtlefs,  thanklefs,  inconflftent  man  ! 
Like  children  babbling  nonfenfe  in  their  fport*, 
We  cenfure  nature  for  a  fpan  too  fhort ; 
That  fpan  too  fhort,  we  tax  as  tedious  too ; 
Torture  invention,  all  expedients  tire, 
To  lafh  the  ling'ring  moments  into  fpeed  ; 
And  whirl  us  (hap^y  riddance)  from  ourfelves. 
Art,  brainlefs  art!  our  furious  charioteer, 
Drives  headlong  towards  the  precipice  of  death ; 
Death,  molt  our  dread,  death  thus  more  dread- 
O  what  a  riddle  of  abfurd:ty  !  [ful  made. 

Leifure  is  pain  ;  take  off  c  jr  chariot  wheels  : 
How  heavily  we  drag  the  load  of  life  ! 
Bleft  leifure  is  our  curfe ;  Lke  that  of  Cain 
It  makes  us  wander ;  wander  earth  around 
To  fly  that  tyrant,  Thought.  As  Atlas  groan'd 
The  world  beneath,  we  groan  beneath  an  hour. 
We  cry  for  mercy  to  the  next  amufement : 
Yet  when  Death  kindly  tenders  us  relief, 
We  call  him  cruel ;  years  to  moments  flirink. 
Time,  in  advance,  behind  him  hides  his  wings, 
And  feems  to  creep,  decrepit  with  his  age; 
Behold  him,  when  paft  by ;  what  then  is  feen 
But  his  broad  pinions  fwifter  than  the  winds  ? 
And  all  mankind,  in  contradiction  ftrong, 
Rueful,  aghaft  !  cry  out  at  his  career. 


§  191.     Wafe  of 'time. 
Leave  to  thy  foes  thefe  errors,  and  thefe  ills: 
To  nature  juft,  their  caufe  and  cure  explore: 
No  niggard,  nature;  men  are  prodigals. 

We 
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We  throw  away  our  funs,  as  made  for  fport; 
We  waite,  not  UK  our  time:  we  breathe,  not  live; 
And  barely  breathing,  man,  to  live  ordain'd, 
Wrings,  and  opprefies  with  enormous  weight. 
And  why?  lince  timewasgiven  forufe,not  waite, 
Enjoy 'd  to  fly,  with  tempelt,  tide,  and  liars, 
To  keep  his  fpeed,  nor  ever  wait  for  man: 
Time's  life  was  doom'd  a  pleafure ;  waite.  a  pain, 
That  man  might  feel  his  error,  if  unfeen; 
And,  feeling,  fly  to  labour  for  his  cure.  [lign'd; 
Life's  cares  are  comforts;  l'uch  by  heav'n  de- 
He  that  has  none,  mult  make  them,or  be  wretch- 
Cares  are  em ploymer.ts;  and  without  employ  [ed. 
The  foul  is  on  a  rack,  the  rack  of  reit; 
To  fouls  raolt  adverie;  action  all  their  joy. 

Here,  then,  the  riddle,  markd  above,  unfolds; 
Then  timeturnstorment,whenman  turns  a  fool. 
We  rave,  we  wreftle  with  great  nature'.;  plan; 
We  thwart  the  Deity;  and  'tis  decreed, 
Who  thwart  his  will,  (hall  contradicl  their  own. 
Hence  our  unnatural  quarrel  with  ourfelves; 
Our  thoughts  at  enmity  ;  our  bofom-broil. 
We  pufh  time  from  us  ;  and  we  wifh  him  back ; 
Life  we  think  long,  and  fhort;  death  feek,  and  i 
Oh  the  dark  days  of  vanity  !  while  here,  [(bun. 
How  taitelefs !  and  how  terrible,  when  gone ! 
Gone  ?  they  ne'er  go  ;  when  pall,  they  haunt  us 
The  fpirit  walks  of  ev'ry  Day  deceas'd,     [ftill  j 
And  fmiles  an  angel ;  or  a  fury  frowns. 
Nor  death  nor  life  delighls  us.     If  time  pall, 
And  time  pofTeitjboth  pain  us,  what  can  pleafe? 
That  which  the  Deity  to  pleafe  ordain'd, 
Time  us'd.  The  man  who  confecrates  his  hours 
By  vigorous  effort,  and  an  honeft  aim, 
At  once  he  draws  the  lting  of  life  and  death  : 
He  walks  with  nature ;  and  her  paths  are  peace. 

Our  error's  caufe,  and  cure,  are  feen  :  fee  next 
Time's  nature,  origin,  importance,  fpeed  , 
And  thy  great  gain  from  urging  his  career. — 
He  looks  on  time,  as  nothing :  Nothing  elfe 
Is  truly  man's:  what  wonders  can  he  do? 
And  will :  to  ftand  blank  neuter  he  difdains. 
Not  on  thofe  terms  was  time   (heaven's  ftran- 
On  his  important  embafiy  to  man.   [ger!)  fent 
When  the  dread  fire,  on  emanation  bent 
And  big  with  nature,  ariiing  in  his  might, 
Call'd  forth  creation  (for  then  time  was  born) 
By  godhead  ftreaming  thro'  a  thoufand  worlds: 
Not  on  thofe  terms,  from  the  great  days  of 
From  old  eternity's  myfterious  orb,      [heaven, 
Was  rim*  cut  off;  and  calt  beneath  the  Ikies  ; 
The  fkies,  which  watch  him  in  his  new  abode, 
Meafuring  his  motions  by  revolving  fpheres  : 
Hours,  days,  and  months,  and  years,  his  chil- 
dren, play 
Like  numerous  wings,  around  him,  as  he  flies : 
Or  rather,  as  unequal  plumes,  they  ihape 
His  ample  pinions,  f'wift  as  darted  flame, 
To  gain  his  goal,  to  reach  his  antient  reft, 
A'-ui  join  anew  eternity  his  fire  ;  [hing'd 

When  worlds,  that  count  his  circles  now,  un- 
(Fate  the  loud  fignal  founding)  headlong  rufh 
To  timelefs  night,  and  chaos,  whence  they  rofe. 
Why  fpurthe  fpeedy  ?  why  with  levities 


Mew -wing  thy  fnort,mort  day's  too  rapid  flight? 
Man  flies  from  time,  and  time  from  man :    too 
Tn  fad  divorce  this  double  flight  mult  end;  [focn 
And  then,  where  are  we?  where, Lorenzo  1  then, 
Thy  fports  ?  thy  pomp  ? — I  grant  thee,  in  a  ftate 
Not  unambitious;  in  the  rufHed  fhroud, 
Thy  Parian  tomb's  triumphant  arch  beneath, 
Has  death  his  fopperies  ?  then  well  may  life 
Put  on  her  plume,  and  in  her  rainbow  lhine. 


§  192.     Falfe  Delicacy. 
Ve  well-array 'd  !  ye  lilies  0/  our  ia nd  ! 
Ye  lilies  male  !   who  neither  toil,  nor  fpin  j 
Ye  delicate !  who  nothing  can  fupporr, 
Yourfelves  molt  infupportable  !  for  whom. 
The  winter  rofe  mult  blow,  and  lilky  foft 
Favonius  breathe  itill  fofter,  or  be  chid  ; 
And  other  worlds  fend  odours,  fauce,  and  fong, 
And  robes,    and  notions,    fram'd   in  foreign 
O  ye  who  deem  one  moment  unamus'd,[looms ! 
A  mifery,  fay,  dreamers  of  gay  dreams ! 
How  will  you  weather  an  eternal  night, 
Where  fuch  expedients  fail  ?  where  wit 's  a  fool; 
Mirth  mourns;  dreams  vanifh;   laughter  links 
in  tears. 


§  193.     Confcien:e. 

O  treacherous  confeience !  while  Hie  leems 

to  fleep, 
On  rofe  and  myrtle,  lull'd  with  fyren  fong  ; 
While  (lie  feems,  nodding  o'er  her  charge,   to 
On  headlong  appetite  the  flacken'd  rein,  [drop 
The  fly  informer  minutes  every  fault, 
And  her  dread  diary  with  horror  fills : 
Not  the  grofs  act  alone  employs  her  pen: 
She  dawning  purpofes  of  heart  explores,. 
Unnoted,  notes  each  moment  miiapply'd  ; 
In  leaves  more  durable  than  leaves  of  brafs 
Writes  our  whole  hiftory ;  which,  death  fhall 
In  every  pale  delinquent's  private  ear;      [read 
And  judgment  publiih  :  publifh  to  more  worlds 
Than  this :  and  endleis  age  in  groans  relbund. 
And  think'itthou  Itill  thou  cantt  bewife  toofoon? 


§  1 94.     Man's  Supiner.efs. 

Time  flies,  death  urges,  knells  call,  heaven 

invites, 
Hell  threatens;  all  exerts;  in  effort,  ail; 
More  than  creation  labours  1 — Labours  more  ? 
And  is  there  in  creation,  what,  amidlt 
This  tumult  universal,  wing'd  diiparch, 
And  ardent  energy,  fupinely  yawns ! —     [fate, 
Man  lleeps ;  and  man  alone;  and  man,  whole 
Fate  irreverflble,  entire,  extreme,  [guiph 

Endlefs,    hair-hung,   breeze-fhaken,    o'er  the 
A  moment  trembles  ;  drops  I  man,  the  fole  caufe 
Of  this  lurrounding  ftorm !  and  yet  he  ilecps, 
As  the  Itorm  rock'd  to  relt. — Throv 
Throw  empires,  and  beblainelefs!  moments  k 
Heaven's  on  their  wing:  a  moment  we  may  wilh 
When  worlds  want  wealth  to  buy.  Bid  day  ftand 
B^d  him  drive  back  bis  car,  recall,  retake    [ftlik. 

Fate's 
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Fate's  hafly  prey;  Implore  him,  re-import 
The  period  paft;  re-give  the  given  hour! 
Lorenzo — O  for  yefterday  to  come  ! 

Such  is  the  language  of  the  man  awake ; 
And  is  his  ardour  vain  ?  Lorenzo  !  no : 
To-day  is  yefterday  return'd;  return'd 
Full  power'd  to  cancel,  expiate,  raile,  adorn, 
And  re  inflate  us  on  the  rock  of  peace. 
Let  it  not  fhare  its  predecefTor,s  fate  ; 
Nor,  like  its  elder  fillers,  die  a  fool. 
Shall  we  be  poorer  for  the  plenty  pour'd  ? 
More  wretched  for  the  clemencies  of  heaven  ? 


me 


§    1 9  j,     The  Depravity  of  Man. 

Where   fhall   I  find  him?     angels,  tell 

where ! 
You  know  him  ;  lie  is  near  you :  point  him  out; 
Shall  I  fee  glories  beaming  from  his  brow  ? 
Or  trace  his  footfteps  by  the  riling  flow'rs  ? 
Your  golden  wings,  now  hov'ring  o'er  him  fhed 
Protection  ;  now,  are  waving  in  applaufe 
To  that  bleft  fon  of  forelight !  lord  of  fate ! 
That  awful  independant  on  To-morrow  ! 
Whofe  work  is  done;  who  triumphs  in  the  paft; 
Whofeyefterdays  look  backwards  with  a  fmile ; 
Nor,  like  the  Parthian,  wound  him  as  they  fly. 
If  not  by  guilt,  they  wound  us  by  their  flight, 
If  folly  bounds  our  profpeel:  by  the  grave  : 
All  feeling  of  futurity  benumb'd  ! 
All  relifli  of  realties  expir'd : 
Renounc'd  all  correfpondence  with  the  Ikies ; 
Embruted  every  faculty  divine; 
Heart-buried  in  the  rubbifh  of  the  world: 
The  world,  that  gulph  of  fouls,  immortal  fouls, 
Souls  elevate,  angelic,  wing'd  with  fire 
To  reach  the  diltant  Ikies,  and  triumph  there 
On  thrones,  which  fhall  not  mourn  their  mafters 

chang'd, 
Tho'  we  from  earth ;  ethereal,  they  that  fell. 
Such  veneration  due,  O  man,  to  man  1 


§   196.     I uj} ability  of  Life. 

Who  venerate  themfelves  the  world  defpife. 
For  what,,  gay   friend!    is   this   efcutcheon'd 

world, 
Which  hangs  out,  Death1  is  one  eternal  night  ? 
A  night  that  glooms  us  in  the  noontide  ray, 
And  wrapts  our  thoughts,  at  banquets,   in  the 
Life's  little  ftage  is  a  fmail  eminence,     [fhroud. 
Inch  high  the  grave  above;  that  home  of  man, 
Where  dwells  the  multitude :  we  gaze  around, 
We  read  their  monuments  ;  we  figh  ;  and  while 
We  figh,  we  fink;  and  are  what  we  deplor'd; 
Lamenting,  or  lamented,  all  our  lot ! 
Is  death  at  diitance!  no:  he  has  been  on  thee  ; 
And  given  lure  earner!  of  his  final  blow,  [now  ? 
Thofe  hours,  which  lately  fmil'd,  wLc  e  are  they 
Pallid  to  thought,   and  ghaftly !  drown 'd,  all 

drbwn'd 
In  that  threat  deep,  which  nothingdifembogues; 
And,  dying,  they  bequeathed  thee  fmall  renown. 
The  reft  are  on  the  wing-  how  fleet  their  flight ! 
Already  has  the  fatal  train  took  firej 


J  A  moment,  and  the  world's  blown  up  to  theej 
The  fun  is  darknefs,  and  the  ftars  are  dutt. 


§  J97< 


Vanity  of  Human  Enjoyments ,  taught 
by  Experience. 
Tis  greatly  wife  to  talk  with  our  paft  hours; 
And  afk  them,    what   report    they   bore    to 
heaven ;  [news. 

And  how  they  might  have  borne  more  welcome 
Their  anfwers  form  what  men  experience  call : 
If  Wiidom's  friend,  her  beft :  if  not,  worft  foe. 
O  reconcile  them  !  kind  Experience  cries, 
aThere'snothinghere,butwhatasnothingweighsj 
The  more  our  joy,  the  more  we  know  it  vain  j 
And  by  fuccefs  are  tutor'd  to  de/pair." 
Nor  is  it  only  thus,  but  mult  be  fo  : 
Who  knows  not  this,  tho'  grey,  is  ftill  a  child. 
Loofe  then  from  earth  the  grafp  of  fond  deiire, 
Weigh  anchor,  and  fome  happier  clime  explore. 


§  198.    Death  unavoidable. 
Since  by  life's  parting  breath,  blown  up  from 

earth, 
Light  as  the  fummer's  duft,  we  take  in  air 
A  moment's  giddy  flight ;  and  fall  again ; 
Join  the  dull  mafs,  incrcafe  the  trodden  foil, 
And  fleep  till  earth  herfelf  fhall  be  no  more ; 
Since  then  (as  emmets  their  fmall  world  o'er- 

thrown) 
We,  fore  amaz'd,  from  out  earth's  ruin  crawl, 
And  rife  to  fate  extreme,  of  foul  or  fair, 
As  man's  own  choice,  controuler  of  the  fkies! 
As  man's  defpotic  will,  this  hour,  decrees; 
Should  not  each  warning  give  a  ftrong  alarm  ? 
Warning,  far  lefs  than  that  of  bofom  torn 
From  bofom,  bleeding  o'er  the  facred  dead  ? 
Should  not  each  dial  itrike  us  as  we  pafs, 
Portentous,  as  the  written  wall,  which  ftruck, 
O'er  midnight  bowls,  the  proud  AiTyrian  pale  ? 
Like  that,  the  dial  fpeaks;  and  points  to  thee; 
"  O  man,  thy  kingdom  is  departing  from  thee; 
And,  while  it  lafts,  is  emptier  than  my  fhade." 
Know,  like  the  Median,  fate  is  in  thy  walls  : 
Man's  make  indoles  the  iure  feeds  of  death  ; 
Life  feeds  the  murderer:  ingrate!  he  thrives 
On  her  own  meal:  and  then  his  nurfe  devours. 


§  199.     Life  compared  to  the  Sun-dial. 
That  folar  fhadow,  as  it  meafures  life, 
It  life  refembles  too  :  life  fpeeds  away 
From  point  to  point,  tho'  feeming  to  ftand  ftill  j 
The  cunning  fugitive  is  fwift  by  fteaith: 
Too  fubtle  is  the  movement  to  be  feen, 
Yet  foon  man's  hour  is  up,  and  wc  are  gone. 
Warnings  point outour danger, gnomons, time: 
As  thele  are  uftlefs  when  the  fun  U  fetj 
So  thofe,  but  when  more  glorious  real'on  mines. 
Keafon  (hould  judge  in  all;  in  reafbn's  eye, 
That  fedentary  fhadow  travels  hard-. 
But  all  mankind  miftake  their  time  of  day  ; 
Even  age  itielt:  frefh  hones  are  hourly  fown 
[«1  farrOw  "d  brows.     So  gentle  life's  defcent, 
We  fhut  cur  eyes,  and  think  it  is  a  plain  : 

We 
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We  take  fair  days  in  winter,  for  the  fpring : 
We  turn  our  bleifings  into  bane  ;  lince  oft 
Man  mull  compute  that  age  he  cannot  feel : 
He  fcarce  believes  he's  older  for  his  years. 
Thus,  at  life's  lateft  eve,  we  keep  in  ilore 
One  difappointment  fure,  to  crown  the  reft; 
The  difappointment  of  a  promis'd  hour. 


§  200.     Death  of  the  good  Man. 

So  fung  Philander,  O !   the  cordial  warmth, 
And  elevating  fpirit,  of  a  friend, 
For  twenty  fummers  ripening  by  my  fide; 
All  feculence  of  falfehood  long  thrown  down; 
All  lbcial  virtues  riling  in  his  loul ; 
As  cryftal  clear;  and  fmiling,  as  they  rife  ! 
On  earth  how  loll!   Philander  is  no  more. 
How  bleifings  brighten  as  they  take  their  flight  i 
His  flight  Philander  took;  it  were  profane 
To  quench  a  glory  lighted  at  the  ikies, 
And  call  in  ihadows  his  illuftrious  clofe. 
Strange!  thethememoltaffecting,  moilmbiime, 
Momentous  moil  toman,  ihouldileepunfung: 
Man's  higheil  triumph  !  man's  profoundeil  fall ! 
The  death-bed  of  the  juil !  is  yet  undrawn 
By  mortal  hand;  it  merits  a  divine: 
Angels  ihould  paint  it,  angels  ever  there; 
There,  on  a  poll  of  honour,  and  of  joy. 

The  .chamber  where  the  good  man  meers  his 
Is  privileg'd  beyond  the  common  walk      [rate 
Of  virtuous  life,  quite  in  the  verge  of  heaven. 
Fly,  ye  profane !  or  elfe  draw  near  with  awe, 
For,  here,   reiiftlels  demonitration  dwells; 
Here  tir'd  diflimulation  drops  her  maik, 
Here  real  and  apparent  are  the  fame. 
You  fee  the  man  ;  you  fee  his  hold  on  heaven : 
Heaven  waits  not  thelaft  moment,owns  itsfriends 
On  this  iide  death  ;    and  points  them  out  to 
A  lecl  ure,  iiient,  but  of  ibvereign  pow'r,  [men ; 
To  vice,  confuiion ;  and  to  virtue,  peace! 

Whatever  farce  the  boailful  hero  plays, 
Virtue  alone  has  majefty  in  death  ; 
And  greater  flill,  the  more  the  tyrant  frowns. 
Philander!  he  feverely  frown'd  on  thee, 
"  No  warning  given  !  unceremonious  fate  ! 
"  A  fudden  rum  from  life's  meridian  joys  ! 
**  A  reillefs  bed  of  pain  !  a  plunge  opaque 
"  Beyond  conjecture!  feeble  nature's  dread  ! 
"  Sirongreafon  ihudders  at  the  dark  unknown  ! 
"  A  fun  extinguiihed  !  a  juil  opening  grave  ! 
1  And  oh !   the  laft,  lail :  what  ?  (can  words  ex- 
prefs?  [friend!" 

"Thought  reach?)  the  lail,  lail— filence  of  a 

Thro' nature's  wreckjthro'vanquiih'dagonies, 

Like  the  ilars  ilruggling  thro'  this  midnight 

gloom.  [peace ! 

What  gleams  of  joy !  what  more  than  human 

1    Where  the  frail  mortal  ?  the  poor  abjecl  worm? 
No,  not  in  death,  the  mortal  to  he  found. 
His  comforters  he  comforts ;   great  in  ruin, 
With  unreluctant  grandeur,  gives,  not  yields 
His  foul  fublime;  and  clofes  with  his  fate. 
How  our  hearts  burnt  within  us  at  the  fcene ! 
Whencethisbraveboundo'erlimitsfixttoman? 


His  God  fuilains  him  in  his  final  hour ! 
His  final  hour  brings  glory  to  his  God! 
Man's  glory  heaven  vouchfafes  to  call  its  own. 
Amazement  ilrikes  !  devotion  burils  to  flame  ! 
Chriilians  adore  !  and  infidels  believe. 
At  that  black  hour,  which  general  horror  ibeds 
On  the  low  level  of  the  inglorious  throng, 
Sweet  peace,  and  heavenly  hope    and  humble 
Divinely  beam  on  his  exalted  foul ;  [j°y> 

DeitrucTion  gild,  and  crown  him  for  the  ikies. 
Life,  take  thy  chance  5  but  oh  for  fuch  an  end ! 


§  201.  night  in.  Piflure  of  Narcifa,  Dcfcrip- 
tion  of  her  Tuner  al,  and  a  Reflection  upon  Man* 

Sweet  harmoniil !  and  beautiful  as  fweet ! 
And  young  as  beautiful!  and  foft  as  young! 
And  gay  as  foft !  and  innocent  as  gay  ! 
And  happy  (if  aught  happy  here)  as  good  ! 
■For  fortune  fond  had  built  her  neil  on  high. 
Like  birds  quite  exquifite  of  note  and  plume, 
Transfix 'd  by  fate  (who  loves  a  lofty  mark) 
How  from  the  fummit  of  "the  grove  ihe  fell, 
And  left  it  unharmonious!  all  its  charms 
Extinguifh'd  in  the  wonders  of  her  fong  ! 
Her  fong  ilill  vibrates  in  my  ravifh'd  ear, 
Still  melting  there,  and  with  voluptuous  pain 
(O  to  forget  her!)  thrilling  thro'  my  heart ! 

Song,  Beauty,  Youth,  Love,  Virtue,  Joy  !  this 
Of  bright  ideas,  flow'rs  of  paradife,  [group 
As  yet  unforfeit !  in  one  blaze  we  bind, 
Kneel,  and  prefent  it  to  the  Ikies  ;  as  all 
We  guefs  of  heaven,  and  thefe  were  all  her  own: 
And  ihe  was  mine ;  and  I  was — was  ! — moil 
Gay  title  of  the  deepeil  mifery  !  [blei — * 

As  bodies  grow  more  pond'rous  robb'd  of  life. 
Good  loft  weighs  more  ingrief  than  gain'd  in  joy. 
Like  bloifom'd  trees  o'erturn'd  by  vernal  fto;  m, 
Lovely  in  death  the  beauteous  ruin  lay  ; 
And  if  in  death  ilill  lo'vely,  lovelier  there; 
Far  lovlier !   pity  fwells  the  tide  of  love. 
And  will  not  the  fevere  excufe  a  iigh  ? 
Scorn  the  proud  man  that  is  aiham'd  to  weep ; 
Our  tears  indulged  indeed  deferve  our  ihame. 
Ye  that  e'er  loft  an  angel'!  pity  me. 

Soon  as  the  luilre  languilh'd  in  her  eye, 
Dawning  a  dimmer  day  of  human  light; 
And  on  her  cheek,  the  refidence  of  fpring, 
Pale  omen  fat,  and  fcatter'd  fears  around 
On  all  that  faw,  (and  who  could  ceafe  to  gaze 
That  once  had  feen?) — with  hafte,  parental  hafte, 
I  flew,  I  fnatch'd  her  from  the  rigid  north, 
Her  native  bed,  on  which  black  Boreas  blew, 
And  bore  her  nearer  to'  the  fun ;  the  fun 
(As  if  the  fun  could  envy)  check'd  his  beam, 
Denied  his  wanted  fuccour;  nor  with  more 
Regret  beheld  her  drooping,  than  the  bells 
Of  lilies ;  faireil  lilies,  not  fo  fair  ! 

Queen  lilies  !  and  ye  painted  populace 
Who  dwell  in  fields,  and  lead  ambrofial  lives : 
In  morn  and  evening  dew  your  beauties  bathe, 
And  drink  the  fun;  which  gives  your  cheeks  to 
And  out- bluih  (mine  excepted)  every  fair  [glow ; 
You  gladlier  grew,  ambitious  of  her  hand, 
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Which  often  croppM  your  odours,  incenfe  meet 
To  thought  to  pure  !  Ye  lovely  fugitives! 
Coeval  race  with  man  !  for  man  you  fmile  ; 
Why  not  fmiie  at  him  too  ?  You  fhare  indeed 
His  liidden  pafs,  but  net  his  conftant  pain. 

So  mar:  is  made,  nought  minillers  delight, 
But  what  his  glowing  p.iflions  can  engage; 
A\u\  glowing  pafllofls,  bent  on  aught  below, 
Mull  loon  or  late  with  anguifh  turn  the  fcaie  ; 
And  anguifh,  after  rapture,  how  fevere  ! 
Rapture  ?  Bold  man  !  who  tempts  the  wrath  di- 
By  plucking  fruit  denied  to  mortal  tafle,  [vine 
While  here  prefumingon  the  rights  of  Heaven. 
For  tranfport  dole  thou  call  on  ev'ry  hour, 
Lorenzo?    At  thy  friend's  expence  be  wife; 
Lean    not    on   earth,  'twill  pierce  thee  to  the 
A  broken  reed  at  bell,  but  oft  a  fpear:  [heart; 
Onits  fharp point  peace  bleeds,andho;e  expires. 
Turn,  hopelefs  thoughts  !    turn  from  her  : — 

thought  repeird 
Refenting  rallies,  and  wake?  ev'ry  woe. 
Snatch'd  ere  thy  prime,  and  in  thy  bridal  hour! 
And  when  kind  fortune,  with  thy  lover,  fmil'd  ! 
And  when  high  flavoured  thy  frefh  op'ning  joys! 
And    when    blind   man  pronoune'd  thy  blifs 

complete  ! 
And  on  a  foreign  Hi  ore,  where  ftrangers  wept ! 
Strangers  to  thee;  and,  more  furpriling  Hill, 
Strangers  to  kindne's  wept :  their  eyes  let  fail 
Inhuman  tears;  flrange  tears!  that  trickled  down 
From  marble  hearts !  obdurate  tendernefs  ! 
A  tendernefs  that  caii'd  them  more  fevere  ; 
In  fpite  of  nature's  foft  purfuaiion,  fteel'd; 
While  nature  melted,  fuperilition  rav'd; 
That  mourn'd  the  dead,  and  this  denied  a  grave. 
Their  iighs  incens'd,  iig.hs  foreign  to  the  will ! 
Their  will  the  tiger  fuck'd,  outrag'dtheftorm. 
For,  oh  !  the  curs'd  ungodlinefs  of  zeal ! 
Wrhile  fmful  flefh  relented,  fpirit  nurs'4 
In  blind  infallibility's  embrace, 
The  fainted  fpirit  petrified  the  bread: 
Denied  the  charity  of  dull,  to  fpread 
O'er  dull!  a  charity  their  dogs  enjoy,  [fource  ? 
What  could  I  do  ?    what  luccour  ?  what  re* 
With  pious  facrilege  a  grave  I  Hole, 
With  impious  piety  that  grave  I  wrong'd ; 
Short  in  my  duty,  coivard  in  my  grief  I 
More  like  her  murderer  than  friend,   I  crept 
With  foft  fufpended  flep,  and  muffled  deep 
In  midnight  darknefs  whifper'd  my  laft  figh. 
I  whifper'd  what  mould  echo  thro'  their  realms ; 
Nor  writ  her  name  whofe  tomb  lhould  pierce 

the  fkies. 
Prefumptuous  fear !   how  durfl  I  dread  her  foes, 
While  nature's  loudeft  dictates  I  obey'd  ? 
Pardon  necefiity,  bleftfhade!  Of  grief 
And  indignation  rival  burlts  I  pour'd; 
Half  execration  mingled  with  my  pray'r; 
Kindled  at  man,  while  I  his  God  ador'd  ; 
Sore  grudg'd  the  favage  land  her  facred  dull ; 
Stamp'd  the  curs'd  foil ;  and  with  humanity 
(Denied  Narciffa)  wiiVd  them  all  a  grave. 

Glows' my  refentment  into  guilt  ?  VVhatguilt 
Can  equal  violations  of  the  dead  ? 


The  dead  how  facred  !  Sacred  is  the  duft 
Of  this  heaven-labour'd  form,  erecl,  divine; 
This  heaven-afTum'd  majellic  robe  of  earth 
He  deign  *d  to  wear,  who  hung  the  vaft  expanfe 
With  azure  bright,  and  cloth'd  the  fun  in  gold. 
When  ev'ry  pafiion  fleeps  that  can  offend  ; 
When  llrikes  us  ev'ry  motive  that  can  melt;. 
When  man  can  wreak  his  rancour  uncontrouPd. 
That  ftrongeft  curb  on  infult  and  ill-will ; 
Then  Ipleen  to  duft  ?  the  duft  of  innocence  ? 
An  angel's  dull  ? — This  Lucifer  tranfeends: 
When  he  contended  for  the  patriarch's  bones, 
'Twas  not  the  ftrife  of  malice,  but  of  pride  ; 
The  ft  rife  of  pontiff  pride,  not  pontiff  gall. 
Far  lefs  than  this  is  (hocking,  in  a  race 
Moft  wretched  but   from    ltreams   of  mutual 
And  uncreated  but  for  love  divine ;         [love, 
And,  but  for  love  divine*  this  moment  loll, 
Ky  fate  reforb'd,  and  funk  in  endlcfs  night. 
Man  hard  of  heart  to  man  !  of  horrid  tnings 
Moll  horrid  !  'Mid  itupendous,  highly  flrange! 
Yet  oft  his  courteues  are  fmoother  wrongs ; 
Pride  brandifhes  the  favours  he  confers, 
And  contumelious  his  humanity  : 
What  then  his  vengeance  ?  hear  it  not,  ye  flars ! 
And  thou,  pale  moon  !  turn  paler  at  the  found! 
Man  is  to  man  the  forell,   fureil  ill. 
A  previous  blafl  foretels  the  riling  florin  ; 
O'erwhelming  turrets  threaten  ere  they  fall ; 
Volcanos  bellow  ere  they  difembogue  ; 
Earth  trembles  ere  her  yawning  jaws  devour  ; 
And  fmoke  betrays^he  wide  confuming  fire  ; 
Ruin  from  man  is  moil  conceal'd  when  near, 
And  fends  the  dreadful  tidings  in  the  blow. 
Is  this  the  flight  of  fancy  ?  Would  it  were! 
Heaven's  Sovereign  faves  all  beings  but  himfelt 
That  hideons  fight,  a  naked  human  heart ! 


§  202.  night  iv.     Death  not  to  be  dreaded* 
How  deep  implanted  in  the  breaft  of  man 
The  dread  of  death  !  I  fing  its  fov'reign  cure. 

Why  flartat  death?  where  is  he?  death  arriv'd, 
Is  paft :  not  come,  or  gone,  he's  never  here. 
Ere  hope,  fenfation  fails  ;  black-boding  man 
Receives,  notfuffers,  death's  tremendous  blow. 
The  knell,the  fhroud,the  mattock,and  the  grave; 
The  deep  damp  vault,  the  darknefs,  and  the 
Thefe  are  the  bugbears  of  a  winter's  eve,  [wormj 
The  terrors  of  the  living,  not  the  dead. 
Imagination's  fool,  and  error's  wretch, 
Man  makes  a  death  which  nature  never  made ; 
Then  on  the  point  of  his  own  fancy  falls. ; 
And  feels  a  tnoufand  deaths,  in  fearing  one. 


§  203.  Death  defirahle  to  the  Aged. 
But  was  death  frightful,  what  has  age  to  fear  ? 
If  prudent,  age  fhould  meet  the  friendly  foe, 
And  fhelter  in  his  hofpitable  gloom. 
I  fcarce  can  meet  a  monument  but  holds 
My  younger:  every  date  cries — "Come  away!" 
And  what  recalls  me  ?  look  the  world  around, 
And  tell  me  what:  the  wifefl  cannot  tell. 
Should  any  bom  of  woman  give  his  thought 
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Full  range,  on  jud  diflike's  unbounded  field  ; 
Of  things,  the  vanity ;  of  men,  the  flaws  ; 
Flaws  in  the  belt;  the  many,  flaw  all  o'er, 
As  leopards  fpotted,  or  at  ^thiops,  dark  ; 
Vivacious  ill ;  good  dying  immature; 
And  at  its  death  bequeathing  endlels  pain; 
His  heart  tho'  bold  would  ficken  at  the  fight, 
And  fpend  itfelf  in  fighs,  for  future  fcenes. 

But  grant  to  life  fome  perquifites  of  joy  ; 
A  time  there  is,  when,  like  a  thrice- told  tale, 
Long  rifled  life  of  fweet  can  yield  no  more, 
But  from  our  comment  on  the  comedy, 
Pleating  reflections  on  parts  well-fuitain'd, 
Or  purposed  emendations  where  we  fail'd, 
Or  hopes  of  plaudits  from  our  candid  judge, 
When,  on  their  exit,  fouls  are  bid  unrobe, 
And  drop  this  mafk  of  flefh  behind  the  fcenei 

With  me,  thactimeis  come;  my  world  is  dead: 
A  new  world  riies,  and  new  manners  reign  : 
What  a  pert  race  darts  tip  !  the  drangers  gaze, 
And  I  at  them;  my  neighbour  is  unknown. 


f Grafping  at  air!  for  what  has  earth  befide  ? 
Man  wants  but  little  ;  nor  that  little,  long: 
HoW  foon  muft  he  refign  his  very  dud, 
Which  frugal  nature  lent  him  for  an  hour  ? 
Years  unexperienced  rufh  on  numerous  ills  ; 
And  foon  as  man,  expert  from  time,  has  found 
The  key  of  life,  it  opes  the  gates  of  death. 

When  in  this  vale  of  years  i  backward  look, 
And  mifs  fuch  numbers,  numbers  too  of  fuch, 
Firmer  in  health,  and  greener  in  their  age, 
And  drifter  on  their  guard,  and  fitter  far 
To  play  life's  fubtle  game,  I  fcarce  believe 
I  dill  fnrvivc;  and  am  I  fond  of  life, 
Who  fcarce  can  think  it  poflible  I  live  ? 
Alive  by  miracle  !    if  Hill  alive, 
Who  long  have  bury'd  what  gives  life  to  live, 
Firmnefs  of  nerve,  and  energy  of  thought. 
Life's  lee  is  not  more  lhallow,  than  impure, 
And  vapid ;  fenfe  and  reafon  (hew  the  door, 
Call  for  my  bier,  and  point  me  to  the  dull. 


i  204.     Folly  of  Human  Purfuits. 

Blest  be  that  hand  divine,  which  gently  laid 
My  heart  at  reft  beneath  this  humble  died  ! 
The  world's  a  lbtely  bark,.on  dangerous  feas, 
With  pleafure  ks^,  but  boarded  at  our  peril  j 
Here,  on  a  Angle  plank,  thrown  iafe  afliore, 
I  hear  the  tumult  of  the  diflant  throng, 
As  that  of  feas  remote,  or  dying  dorms  ; 
And  meditate  on  fcenes,  more  filent  Hill ; 
Purine  my  theme,  and, fight  the  ftar  of  death. 
Here,  like  a  Ihepherd,  gazing  from  his  hut, 
Touching  his  reed,  or  leaning  on  his  ftatf, 
Eager  ambition's  fiery  chace  I  fee  ; 
I  fee  the  circling  hunt  of  noily  men 
Burit  law's  encloi'ure,  leap  the  mounds  of  right, 
Puriuingand  purfued,  each  other's  prey; 
As  wolves,  for  rapine; ;  as  the  fox  for  wiles ; 
Till  death,  that  mighty  hunter,  earths  them  all. 

Why  all  this  toij  for  triumphs  of  ?n  hour  ? 
V;  hat,  tho'  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  foar  in  fame  ? 
Earth's  highefl  itation  ends  in  "  here  he  lies," 
And  "duit  to  duflr"  concludes  her  nobled  long. 
If  this  fong  lives,   poiterity  ihall  know 
One,  tho'  in  Britain  born,'  with  courtiers  bred, 
Who  thought  even  gold  might  come  a  day  too 

late  ; 
Nor  on  his  fubtle  death-bed  plann'd  his  fcheme 
For  future  vacancies  in  church,  or  date; 
Some  avocation  deeming  it- — to  die  ; 
Unbit  by  rage  canine  of  dying  rich  : 
Guilt's  blunder  !  and  the  loudell  laugh  of  hell. 


§  205.    Folly  of  the  Love  of  Life  in  the  Agid. 
O  my  coevals  !  remnant  of  yourfelves  ! 
Poor  human  ruins,  tott'ring  o'er  the  grave  • 
Shall  we,  mall  a^d  men,  like  aged  trees, 
Strike  deeper  their  vifc  root,  and  clofer  cling, 
Still  more  enamour'd  of  this  wretched  foil?  [out 
Shall  our  pale,  wither'd  hands  be  dill  ftretch'd 
Trembling,  at  once  with  eagernefs  and  ao-e  ? 
With  avarice,  and  convulfions  grafping  hard  ? 


§  ao6.     Addrefs  to  the  D  ity, 

0  TMou  great  arbiter  of  life  and  death! 
Nature's  immortal,  immaterial  fun  ! 
Whofe  all-prolific  beam  late  call'd  me  forth 
From  darknefs,  teeming  darknefs,  where  I  lay 
The  worm's  inferior,  and,  in  rank,  beneath 
The  daft  I  tread  on,  high  to  bear  my  brow, 
To  drink  the  fpirit  of  the  golden  day, 

And  triumph  in  exiftence ;  and  could'd  know 
No  motive,  but  my  blifs  ;  with  Abraham's  joy, 
Thy  call  I  follow  to  the  land  unknown  ; 

1  truft  in  thee,  and  know  in  whom  I  truftj 
Or  life  or  death  is  equal ;  neither  \veighs, 
All  weight  in  this— O  let  me  live  to  thee  I 


§  207.  Fears  of  Death  extinguijbed  by  Man  3 
Redemption. 
Tho*  nature's  terrors,  thus,  may  be  repreft; 
Still  frowns  grim  death ;  gilt  points  the  tyrant's 

fpear. 
Who  can  appeafe  its  anguifh  ?  how  it  burns ! 
What  hand  the  barb'd,  envenom'd  thought  can 

draw  ? 
What  healing  hand  can  pour  the  balm  of  peace 
And  turn  my  fight  undaunted  on  the  tomb  ? 

With  joy, — with  grief,  that  healing  hand  I 
Ah  !  too  confpicuous !  it  is  fix  don  high  !  [fee  ; 
On  high? — Whatmeansmyphrenzyrlblafpheme, 
Alas !  how  low  !  how  far  beneath  the  Ikies  ! 
The  ikies  it  form'd ;  and  now  it  bleeds  for  me— 
But  bleeds  the  ba.m  I  want — yet  dill  it  bleeds: 
Draw  the  dire  (teel — ah  no !— the  dreadful  blef- 

fing 
What  heart  or  can  fudain  ?  or  dares  forego  ? 
There  hangs  all  human  hope :  that  nail  lupportt 
Our  falling  univerfe:  that  gone,  we  drop  : 
Horror  receives  us,  and  the  difrnal  wiih 
Creation  had  been  fmother'd  in  her  birth. 
Darknefs  his  curtain,  and  his  bed  the  duft, 
When  ftars  and  fun  are  dud  beneath  his  throne  I 
In  heaven  itfelf  can  fuch  indulgence  dwell  ? 
O  what  a  groan  was  there?  A  groan  not  his, 
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And  heav'd  the  mountain  from  a  guilty  world 
A  thoufand  worlds  fo  bought,  were  bought  too 
Senfations  new  in  angels""  bofoms  rife!     [dear. 
Sufpend  their  fong;  and  filence  is  in  heaven. 
O  lor  their  long  to  reach  my  lofty  theme  ! 
Infpire  me,  Night,  with  all  thy  tuneful  fpheres  ! 
Much  rather,  Thou !    who  doit  thole  fpheres 

infpire; 
£eft  I  blafpheme  my  fubjecr.  with  my  fong. 

Thou  moil  indulgent,mofttremerid'ous,power! 
Still  more  tremendous,  for  thy  wond'rous  love  ! 
That  arm?,  withawe  more  awful,  thy  commands} 
And  foul  tranigrefiion  dips  in  fevenfold  night 
How  our  hearts  tremble  at  thy  love  immenfei 
In  love  immenfe,inviolablyjuft!  [ftretch'darms. 
'O'er  guilt,  (how  mountainous  !)    with  out 
Stern  juitice,  and  foft-fmiling  love,  embrace, 
Supporting,  in  full  majefty,  thy  throne, 
When  feern'd  its  majefty  to  need  fupport, 
Or  .that,  or  man  inevitably  loft. 
What,  but  the  fathomlefs  of  thought  divine 
Could  labour  fuch  expedient  from  defpair, 
And  refcue  both  ?  Both  refcue !   both  exalt  \ 
O  how  are  both  exalted  by  the  deed  I 
A  wonder  in  omnipotence  itfelf ! 
A  myftery,  no  lefs  to  gods  than  men  ! 

Not,  thus,  our  infidels  th'  Eternal  draw, 
A  God  all  o'er,  confummate,  abfolute, 
Full  orb'd,  in  his  whole  round  of  rays  complete 
They  fet  at  odds  heaven's  jarring  attributes  j 
And  with  one  excellence  another  wound  ; 
Maim  heaven's  perfection,  break  its  equal  beams, 
Bid  mercy  triumph  over — God  himfelf, 
Undeify'd  by  their  opprobrious  praiie; 
A  God  all  mercy,  is  a  God  unjuft. 

Ye  brainlefs  wits,  ye  baptiz'd  infidels, 
The  ranfom  was  paid  down  ;  the  fund  of  heaven 
Amazing,  and  amaz'd,  pour'd  forth  the  price, 
All  price  beyond :  tho\  curious  to  compute, 
Archangels  fail'd  to  caft  the  mighty  fum : 
Its  value  vaft,  ungrafp'd  by  minds  create, 
For  ever  hides,  and  glows  in  the  fupreme. 

And  was  the  ranfom  paid  ?  It  was  i  and  paid 
(What  can  exalt  the  bounty  more  ?)  for  you. 
The  fun  beheld  it — no,  the  mocking  fcene 
Drove  back  his  chariot ;  midnight  veil'd  his  face 
Not  fuch  as  this  ;  not  fuch  as  nature  makes  ; 
A  midnight,  nature  fhudder'd  to  behold  } 
A  midnight  new !  from  her  Creator's  frown ! 
Sun!  did%ft  thou  fly  thy  Maker's  pain  ?  or  ftart 
At  that  enormous  load  of  human  guilt,  [crofs 
Which  bow'd  hisblefTed  head  ;  o'erwhelm'd  his 
Made  groan  thecentre;burftearth'smarblewomb, 
With  pangs,  ftrange  pangs!  deliver'dof  her  dead: 
Hell  IiowVd}  and  heavm,that  hour,  let  fall  a  tear; 
Hiavn  wept,that  man  might  fmile!  heaven  bled, 
That  man  might  never  die — 

What  heart  of  ftoue  but  glows  at  thoughts 
like  thefe?  [mount 


Heaven's  fovere'gn  bleflings  clufTring from  the 

crofs, 
Rum  on  her,  in  a  throng,  and  clofeher  round,  ' 
The  priibner  of  amaze! — In  his  bleft  life, 
I  fee  the  path,  and,  in  his  death,  the  price, 
And  in  his  great  afcent  the  proof  fupreme 
Of  immortality. — And  did  he  rife  ? 
Hear,  O  ye  nations !   hear  it,'  O  ye  dead  ! 
He  rofe  !  he  rofe  !  he  burft  the  bars  of  death. 
Ljftup  your  heads,  ye  everlafting  gates, 
And  give  the  king  of  glory  to  come  in  ! 
Who  is  the  king  of  glory  ?  he  who  left 
His  throne  of  glory,  for  the  pang  of  death  : 
kLift  up  your  heads  ye  everlafting  gates, 
And  give  the  king  of  glory  to  come  in  ! 
Who  is  the  king  of  glory  ?  he  who  flew 
The  ravenous  foe,  that  gorg'd  all  human  race  I 
Ths  king  of  glory,  he,  whofe  glory  fill'd 
Heaven  with  amazement  at  his  love  to  man; 
And  with  divine  complacency  beheld 
Powers  molt  illumin'd  wilder'd  in  the  theme. 

The  theme,the  joy,howthen  fhallman  fuftain? 
Oh  the  burft  gates  !   crulh'd  fting!   demoliih'd 
throne !  [heaven, 

Laft  gafp !  of  vanquifn'd  death.  Shout  earth  and 
This  fum  of  good  to  man :   whofe  nature,  then, 
Took  wing,  and   mounted  with  him  from  the 
Then,  then,  I  rofe ;  then  firft  humanity  [tombl 
Triumphant  pafs'd  the  cryftal  ports  of  light, 
And  feiz'd  eternal  youth.     Mortality 
Was  then  transferr'd  to  death ;  and  heaven's  du- 
Unalienably  feal'd  to  this  frail  frame,       [ration 
This  child  of  dult. — Man,  all-immortal  !   hail  j 
Hail,  heaven!  all  lavim  of  ftrange  gifts  to  man  ! 
Thine  all  the  glory  !  man's  the  boundlefs  blifs. 
Where  am  I  rapt  by  this  triumphant  theme,. 
On  chriftian  joy's  exulting  wing,  above 
Th'  Aonian  mount  ? — Alas  lmall  caufe  for  joy  I 
What  if  to  pain,  immortal?  if  extent 
Of  being,  to  preclude  a  dole  of  woe? 
Where,  then,  my  boaft  of  immortality? 
I  boaft  it  ftill,  tho1  cover'd  o'er  with  guilt; 
For  guilt,  not  innocence,  his  life  he  pour'd. 
'Tis  guilt  alone  can  juftify  his  death ; 
Nor  that,  unlefs  his  death  can  juftify 
Relenting  guilt  in  heaven's  indulgent  fight. 
If  lick  of  folly,  I  relent}   he  writes 
My  name  in  heaven,  with  that  inverted  fpear 
(A  fpear  deep  dipt  in  blood  !)  which  piere'd  his 
And  open'd  there  a  font  for  all  mankind  [fide, 
Who  ftrive,  who  combat  crimes,  to  drink,  and 
This,  only  this,  fubdues  the  fear  of  death,  [live: 


§  208. 
And   what 


is 


Greatnefs  of  the  Redemption. 
this  ? — Survey   the  wond'rous 


cure: 


And,  at  each  ftep,  let  higher  wonder  rife  ! 
M  Pardon  for  infinite  offence!    and  pardon 
w  Thro'  means  that  fpeak  its  value  infinite  ! 
Such   contemplations  mount  us  ;    anoffliouldj"  A  pardon  bought  with  blood!  with  blood  di- 
The  mind  J  till  higher;  nor  ever  glance  on  man,  vine  ! . 

foe  j 

aw'd, 

I"  Blefs'd,  and  chaftis'd,  a  flagrant  rebel  ftill  I 

«  A  reVel 


Uuraptu.-'d^ininham'd}  where  roll  my  thoughts!"  With  blood  divine  of  him- 1  made  my  fc 
To  reft  from  wonders  r  How  my  foul  is  caught  l! "  Perfifted  to  provoke  !  tho'  woo'd  and  aw 
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u  A  rebel  'midft  the  thunders  of  his  throne ! 
"  Nor  I  alone !  a  rebel  univerfe ! 
«  My  fpecies  up  in  arms  !  not  one  exempt ! 
•  Yet  for  the  fouleft  of  the  foul  he  dies  " 
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My  voice  (if  tun'd);  the  nerve,  that  writes,  fuf- 

tains ; 
Wrapp'd  iirhis  being,  I  refound  his  praife  : 
But  tho'  paft  all  diffused,  without  a  more, 


Bound  even'  heart !  and  every  bofom  burn  ! ,  His  effence:  local  is  his  throne  (as  meet), 


Oh  what  a  fcale  of  miracles  is  here  ! 
Its  lowed  round,  high-planted  on  the  Ikies ; 
Its  tow 'ring  fummit  loft  beyond  the  thought 
Of  man,  or  angel:  Oh  that  I  could  climb 
The  wonderful  afcent,  with  equal  praife! 
Praife  ardent,  cordial,  conftant,  tohigh  heaven 
More  fragrant  than  Arabia  facritie'd  j 
And  all  her  fpicy  mountains  in  a  flame. 


§  209.  Praife,  beftowed  on  Men,  due  to  Heaven, 
From    courts    and   thrones   return,  apellate 

praife  1 
Thou  proftitute!  to  thy  firft  love  return. 
Thy  firft,  thy  greateft,  once,  unrivall'd  theme.  [£fcZ 
Back  to  thy  fountain ;  to  that  parent  power, 


To  gather  the  difperft,  to  fix  a  point, 

A  central  point,  collective  of  his  fons, 

Since  finite  every  nature  but  his  own. 

Thenamelefs  He,  whofe  nod  is  nature's  birthj 
And  nature's  ftueld,tbe  fhadow  of  his  hand; 
Her  diffolution,  his  fufpended  fmile  ; 
The  great  tirft  lail!  pavilion'd  high  he  fits 
In  darknefs,  from  exceflive  iplendour  born. 
His  glory,  to  created  glory,  bright 
As  that,  to  central  horrors ;  he  looks  down 
On  all  that  foars;  and  fpans  immenlity. 


§   211.     Inability  of fujji:ienllfpraiJingG:d. 
Down  to  the  centre  mould  I  fend  my  thought, 
beds  of   glittering  ore,    and  glGwing 


Who  gives  the  tongue  to  found,  the  thought  to|Their  ^^ 


foar, 
The  foul  to  be. 
Tho 
In 


Men  homage  pay  to  men, 


Goes  out  in  darknefs :  if,  on  tow'ring  wing, 

I  lend  it  thro'  the  boundlefs  vault  of  ftars ; 
ugbtlefs  beneath  whole  dreadful   eye :  they .  Thg fe       ho,  rich      hat drofs theirgold  to  thee, 

mutual  awe  profound  of  clay  to  clay,  [bow,,  '  wifc    wonderftll,  et?rnal  King  ? 

I W^  I  If  thofe  conicious  ftars  thy  throne  around, 
Praife  ever-pouring,  and  imbibing  bli    . 
I  afk  their  ftrain  ;  they  want  it,  more  they  want; 


Great  lire  !  whom  thrones  celeftial  cealelefs  ring 
Oh  the  prefumption,  of  man's  awe  for  man  ! 
Man's  author!  end!  reftorer!  law  !  ahd  judge' 


their  ardour  cold, 


m«i  s,  duinui  1  «uw«««.r  .  -j-5-  Languid  their  energy,  theii 

Thine,  all;  day  thine,  and  thine  this  gloom  of ,  ^J^  ft.^  thcir%'gheft  rapture  bums. 


night; 


Short  of  its  mark,  defective,  tho'  divine, 

Still  more — This  theme  is  man's,  and  man's 

alone: 

Their  vaft  appointments  reach  it  not;  they  fee 
And  lhall  not  praife  be  thine?  not  numan  praife,  ■  .      u        _         i.  •   j   1   -j        v-JL 

f  v  -U.1.  a.       u  1,  ,    •  ,    V  aJ  .On  earth  a  bounty,  not  induig  d  on  high  ; 
is  hieh  holt  on  Hallelujahs  live  ?     A     ,,  , ,  J\  ,-    ,         &,   ..        .?    '    -r 

And  downward  look  for  heaven  s  f upenor  praiie. 


With  all  her  wealth,  with  all  her  radiant  worlds 
What  night  eternal,  but  a  frown  from  thee  ? 
What  heaven's  meridian  glory,  but  thy  fmile  ? 


While  heaven' 


§210.  Magnificence  and  Omnipre fence  of  'the  Deity 

Oh  may  I  breathe  no  longer,  than  I  breathe 

My  foul  in  praife  to  him,  who  gave  my  foul, 

And  all  her  infinite  of  profpecr.  fair, 

Cut  thro'  the  fhades  of  hell,  great  love  !  by  thee!  j  Thine  is  redemption ;  eternize  the  fong ! 

Where fhall  that  praife  begin, which  ne'er  lhould  Redemption  !  'twas  creation  more  fublime ; 


Firft-born  of  aether !  high  in  fields  of  light ! 
View  man ,  to  fee  the  glory  of  your  God  ! 
You  fung  creation  (for  in  that  you  fhar'd), 
How  rofe  in  melody,  the  child  of  love  ! 
Creation's  great  fuperior,  man!  is  thine; 


end  ? 
Where'er  I  turn,  what  claim  on  all  applaufe ! 
How  is  night's  fable  mantle  laboured  o'er, 
How  richly  wrought,  with  attributes  divine ! 
What  wifdom  mines !  what  love  !  This  midnight  I  What  then  on  earth  ?  on  earth  which  ftruck  the 

pomp,  I  Who  ftruck  it  ?  Who  ? — O  how  is  man  enlarg'd, 

This  gorgeous  arch,  with  golden  worlds  inlay 'd, ;  Seen  thro'  this  medium !  How  the  pigmy  tow'rs  ! 


Redemption  !  'twas  the  labour  of  the  fkies  ; 
Far  more  than  labour — It  was  death  in  heaven. 
Here  paufe  and  ponder:  was  there  death  in 
heaven  ?  [blow  ? 


Built  with  divine  ambition  !  nought  to  thee 
For  others  this  profuiion  :  thou  apart, 
Above,  beyond  !  oh  tell  me,  mighty  mind, 
Where  art  thou  ?  (hall  I  dive  into  thedeep  ? 
Call  to  the  fun,  or  afk  the  roaring  winds, 
For  their  Creator  ?  (hall  I  queftiou  loud 
The  thunder,  if  in  that  tb'  Almighty  dwells  ? 


How  counterpois'd  his  origin  from  dull ! 
How  counterpois'd,  to  duft  his  fad  return  ! 
How  voided  his  vaft  diftance  from  the  ikies  1 
How  near  he  prefles  on  the  feraph's  wing ! 
How  this  demonftrates  thro'  thethickeft  cloud 
Of  guilt,  and  clay  condens'd,  the fon  of  heav'n ! 
The  double  fon;  the  made,  and  the  re-made  ! 


Or  holds  the  furious  ftorms  in  ftreighten'd  reins,  And  fhall  heaven's  double  property  be  loft  ? 
Andbidsfierce  whirlwinds  wheel  his  rapid  car?  !  Man's  double  madnefs  only  can  deftroy  him, 
What  mean  thefe  queftions? — trembling  1  To  man  the  bleeding  crofs  has  promis'd  all  ; 
retract;  JThe  bleeding  crofs  has  fworn  eternal  grace: 

My  proftrate  foul  adores  jthe  prefent  God :  Who  gave  his  life,  what  grace  fliail  he  deny  ? 

Praiie  I  a  diitant  Deity  r    He  tunes  O  ye,  who  from  this  Rock  of  Ages  leap 

K  3  Difdainful, 
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Difdainful,  plunging  headlong  in  the  abyfs  ! 
What  cordial  joy,  what  eonfolation  ftrong, 
Whatever  winds  ariie,  or  billows  roll, 
Our  intereft  in  the  mailer  of  the  florin    [fmiie ; 
Cling  there,   and    in   wreck'd  nature's    ruins 
While  vile  apoitates  tremble  in  a  calm. 


§  212.     Man. 
Man!  know  thy felf;  all  wifdom  centres-there. 
To  none  man  feems  ignoble,  but  to  man  : 
Angels  that  grandeur,  men  o'erlook,  admire  : 
How  long  (hall  human  nature  be  their  book, 
Degenerate  mortal  !  and  unread  by  thee? 
The  beam  dim  reafon  fheds  fhews  wonders  there  j 
What  high  contents!  iiluitrious  faculties! 
But  the  grand  comment  which  difplays  at  full 
Our  human  height,  fcarce  iever'd  from  divine. 
By  heaven  comp os'd,  was  pubiinYd  on  thecrofs ! 

VftiQ  looks  on  that,  and  lees  not  in  himfelf 
An  awful  ftranger,  a  terrcitrial  god? 
A  glorious  partner  with  the  Deity 
In  that  high  attribute,  immortal  life  ! 
I  gaze,  and  as  I  gaze,  my  mounting  foul 
Catches  ftrange  fire,  eternity  !  at  thee. 

He,  the  great  father !  kindled  at  one  flame 
The  world  of  rationals  ;  one  {pith  pour'd 
From  fpirit's  awful  fountain:  pour'd  himfelf 
Thro'  all  their  fo^uls;  but  not  in  equal  itream: 
Profufe,  or  frugal  of  th'  inlpirinp;  God, 
As  his  wife  plan  demanded  :  and  when  pad 
Their  various  trials  in  their  various  ipheres," 
If  they  continue  rational,  as  made, 
Keiorbs  them  all  into  himlelf  again;      [crown. 
His  throne  their    centre,    and  his  fmiie  their 

Why  count  we  then  the  glorious  truth    to 
Angels  are  men  of  a  fuperior  kirtd;  [ling? 

Angels  aie  men  in  lighter  habit  ciad, 
High  o'er  celeftial  mountains  wing'd  in  flight: 
And  men  are  angels,  loaded  for  an  hour, 
Who  v.  adethis  miry  vale,  and  climb  with  pain, 
And  flippe'ry  ftep,  the  bottom  of  the  ileep : 
Yet  fummon'd  to  the  glorious  ftandard  foon, 
Which  tiames  eternal  crimfon  thro'  the  ikies. 
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His  wrath  inflam'd  ?  his  tendernefs  on  fire? 
Can  prayer,  can  praife avert  it  ?— Thou,  my  all! 
My  theme!  my  in fpi ration  !  and  my  crown! 
My  ftrength  in  age!  my  rife  in  low  eftate! 
My  foui'sa  nbition,  pleafure,wealth!--myworld! 
My  light  in  darknefs  !  and  my  life  in  death! 
Myboaft  thro'  time  !  blifs  thro1  eternity! 
Eternity  too  fhort  to  fpeak  thy  praife, 
Or  fathom  thy  profound  of  love  to  man! 


§  213.     Relighn. 

Religion's  all.     Defcending  from  its  fire 
To  wretched  man,  the  goddefs  in  her  left 
Holds  out  this  world,  ano  in  her  right,  the  next: 
Religon !  the  fole  voucher  man  is  man : 
Supporter  fole  of  man  above  himfelf. 

Religion!  providence!  an  after  ftate ! 
Here  is  firm  footing  j  here  is  folid  rock  5 
This  can  fupport  us;  all  is  fea  befides  j 
Sinks  under  ns  j  beltorrm.  :nd  then  devours. 
His  hand  the  pood  man  faftens  on  the  ikies, 
And  bids  en  th  roll,  nor  feels  her  idle  whirl. 

Religion  !  thou  the  foul  of  happinefs  j 
And  groaning  Calvary  of  thee  !  There  fhine 
The  noble  truths;  there  ftrongeft  motives  lling! 
Can  love  allure  us  ?  or  can  terror  awe? 
He  weeps  ! — the  falling  drop  puts  out  the  fun; 
He  figbs  — the   figh  earth's    deep  foundation 
If,  in  his  love,  io  terrible,  what  then      [(hakes. 


§  214.     God's  Lo<ye  to  Man. 
O  how  omnipotence  is  loft  in  love  ! 
Father  of  angels !  but  the  friend  of  man  ! 
Thou,  who  diclit  fave  him,  (natch  the  fmoking 

brand 
From  out  the  flames,  and  quench  it  in  thy  blood! 
How  art  thou  pleasM,  by  bounty  to  diftrefs  ! 
To  make  us  groan  beneath  our  gratitude. 
To  challenge,,  and  to  diitance,  all  return  ! 
Of  lavifh  love  fhipendous  heights  to  foar, 
And  leave  praife  panting  in  the  diftant  vale  \ 
But  fittce  the  naked  will  obtains  thy  fmiie, 
Beneath  this  monument  of  praife  unpaid, 
Forever  lie  entomb"d  my  fear  of  death, 
And  dread  of  ev'ry  evil,  but  thy  Frown.. 

Oh  for  an  humbler  heart  and  loftier  fong ! 
Thou,  my  much-injur 'd  theme;  with  thatfoft  eye 
Which  melted  o'erdoom'd  Salem, deign  to  look 
Companion  to  the  coldnefs  of  my  breafl ; 
And  pardon  to  the  winter  in  my  (train* 


§  215.     Lukewarm.  Devotion. 
Oh  ye  cold  hearted,  frozen  forrnalilts  ! 
On  inch  a  theme  'tis  impious  to  be  calm  ; 
Shall  Heaven  which  gave   us  ardour,  and  has 
Its  own  for  man  fo  ftrongly,  not  difdain  [Ihewu, 
What  frnooth  emollients  in  theology, 
Recumbent  virtue's  do\yny  doctors  preach, 
That  profe  of  piety,  a  lukewarm  praiie  ? 
Rife  odours  fweet  from  incenfe  uninfiam'd? 
Devotion,  when  lukewarm,  is  undevout. 


§   216.     Death,  where  is  thy  Sting? 

Oh  when  will  death  (now   ftinglefs),   like    a 

friend, 
Admit  me  of  that  choir  ?  Oh  when  will  death, 
This  mould'ri ng,    old    partition- wall    thrown 
Give  beings,  one  in  nature, one  abode  ?    [down, 
Oh  death  divine  that  gives  us  to  the  ikies, 
Gieat  future!  glorious  patron  of  the  paft, 
And  prefent,  when  fnali  1  thy  fhrine  adore? 
From  Nature's  continent  immenfely  wide, 
Immeniely  bleft,  this  little  ifie  of  life 
Divides  us.    Happy  day,  that  breaks  our  chainj 
That  re  admits  us,  thro'  the  guardian  hand 
Of  elder  brothers,  to  our  Father's  throne  ; 
Who  hears  our  Advocate, and  thro'  his  wounds 
Beholding  man,  aiic  ws  that  tender  name. 
'Tis  this  makes  Christian  triumph,  a  command  : 
'Tis  this  makes  joy  a  duty  to  the  wiie. 

Haft  thou  ne'er ieen  thecomet'sflaming  flight? 
Th'  iilullrious  iiranger  pa  fling,  terror  fheds 

On 
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On  gazing  nations,  from  his  fiery  train 
Of  length  enormous,  takes  his  ample  round 
Thro'  dephs of ether;  coaftsunnumber'd  worlds 
Of  more  than  folar  glory  ;  doubles  wide 
Heav'ns  mighty  cape,  and  then  rtvilits  earth, 
From  the  long  travel  of  a  thouiand  years, 
Thus,  at  the  dettiu'd  period,  fhall  return 
He,  once  on  earth,  who  bids  the  comet  blaze  ; 
And  with  him  all  our  triumph  o'er  the  tomb. 


§  217.     Faith  enforced  by  our  Reafon. 

Nature  is  dumb  on  this  important  point : 
Or  hope  precarious  in  low  whifper  breathes: 
Faith  fpeaks  aloud,  diilindt;  even  adders  hear, 
But  turn  and  dart  into  the  dark  again. 
Faith  builds  a  bridge  acrofs  die  bridge  of  death, 
To  break  the  mock  blind  nature  cannot  fhwn, 
And  lands  thought  f  moothlyon  the  farther  more. 
Death's  terror  is  the  mountain  Faith  removes; 
That  mountain  barrier  between  man  and  peace : 
'Tis  Faith  di  farms  deftruclion  ;  and  abfolves 
From  ev'ry  clamorous  charge  the  guiitlefs  tomb. 
Why  fhouldit  thou  difbelieve? — "  tis  Reafon 

bids, 
"  All  (acred  Reafon." — Hold  her  facred  ftill ; 
Nor  ihalt  thou  want  a  rival  in  thy  flame. 
Reafon  !  my  heart  is  thine:  Deep  in  its  folds, 
Live  thou  with  life;  live  dearer  of  the  two. 
My  reafon  rebaptis'd  me,  when  adult; 
Weigh'd  true  and  falfein  her  impartial  fcale  ; 
And  made  that  choice,  which  once  was  but  my 

fate. 
Reafon  purfu'd  is  faith:  and  unpurfu'd 
Where  proof  invites,  'tis  reafon  then  no  more ; 
And  Inch  our  proof,  that,  or  our  faith  is  right, 
Or  Reafon  lies,  and  Heaven  deiign'd  it  wrong: 
Abfolve  we  this  ?  What  then  is  blafphemy  ? 

Fond  as  we  are,  and  juifly  fond  of  faith, 
Reafon.,  we  grant,  demands  our  ririt  regard, 
The  mother  honour'd,  as  the  daughter  dear: 
Reafon  the  root,  fair  Faith  is  but  the  flow'r : 
The  fading  flow'r  fhall  die  ;  but  Reafon  lives 
Immortal,  as  her  Father  in  the  fkies. 
Wrong  not  the  Chriftian,think  not  reafon  yours: 
*Tis  Reafon  our  great  Mailer  holds  fo  dear; 
'  HsReafon's  injur'd  rights  his  wrath  refents. 
Believe,  and  fhew  the  reafon  of  a  man; 
Believe,  and  taite  the  pleafure  of  a  God  ; 
Believe,  and  look  with  triumph  on  the  tomb 


They  draw  pride's  curtaino'er  the  nood-tide  ray 

Spike  up  their  inch  of  reafon,  on  the  point 

Of  philofophic  wit,  call'd  argument, 

And  then  exulting  in  their  taper;  cry, 

"  Behold  the  fun:"  and,  Indian-like,  adore. 

Talk  they  of  morals  ?  O  thou  bleeding  Lovef 
Thou  maker  of  new  morals  to  mankind  ! 
The  grand  morality  is  love  of  thee. 
A  Chriltian  is  the  high  (1  ftyle  of  man. 
And  is  there,  who  the  bleffcd  crofs  wipes  off 
As  a  foul  blot  from  his  difhonour'd  brow? 
If  angels  tremble,  'tis  at  fuch  a  fight : 
The  wretch  theyquit,defpondingoY  their  charge, 
More  ftrack  with  grief  or  wonder,  who  canteli? 


§  2 1 9.     The  mere  Man  of  the  World. 
Ye  fold  to  k:\fe,  ye  citizens  of  earth, 
(For  luch  alone  the  Chritlian  banner  fly) 
Know  ye  how  wife  your  choice,  how  great  your 

gain  ? 
Behold  the  piclure  of  earth's  happieft  man  : 
"  He  calls  his  whli,  it  comes;  he  fends  it  back, 
"  And  fays,  he  call'd  another  ;  that  arrives, 
<<  Meets  the  fame  welcome;  yet  he  ftill  calls  on, 
"'  Till  one  calls  on  him,  who  varies  not  his  call, 
"  But  holds  him  faft^n  chains  of  darknefs bound, 
"  Till  nature  dies,  and  judgment  fets  him  fr^a : 
"  A  freedom,  far  lefs  welcome  than  his  chain." 
But  grant  man  happy;  grant  him  happy  long; 
Add  to  life's  higheft  prize  her  latelt  hour ; 
Tha}  hour  fo  late,  comes  on  in., full  career: 
How  fwift  the  fhuttle  flies,  that    weaves  thy 

fhroud ! 
Where  is  the  fable  of  thy  former  years  ?    [thee 
Thrown  down  the  gulph  of  time ;  as  far  from 
As  they  had  ne'er  been  thine ;  the  day  in  hand 
Like  a  bird  ftruggling  to  get  loofe,  is  going ; 
Scarce  now  pofleir,  fo  fuddenly  'tis  gone  ; 
And  each  fwift  moment  fled,  is  death  advanc'd 

;  By  ftrides  as  fwift :  Eternity  is  all ; 

j  And  whofe  eternity  ?  Who  triumphs  e  ? 

!  Bathing  for  ever  in.  the  font  of  blifs  ? 
For  ever  bafking  in  the  Deity ! 

Conscience  reply,  O  give  it  leave  to  fpeak  j 
For  it  will  fpeak  ere  long.    Oh  hear  it  now. 
While  ufeful  its  advice,  its  accents  mild- 
Truth  is  depofited  with  man's  hit  hour ; 
An  honeft  hour,  and  faithful  to  her  truft. 


Truth,  eldefl  daughter  of  the  Deity; 
Thro'  Reafon's  wounds  alone,  thy  faith  can  die;  Truth,of  his  council  when  he  made  the  worlds, 
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Which  dying,  tenfold  terrors  gives  to  Death, 
And  dips  in  venom  his  twice-mortal  fting. 


§  zi3.     Falfe  Philofophy. 
L  ua  r  n  hence  what  honours  due  to  thofe  who 

pufh 
Our  antidote  afide  ;  thofe  friends  to  reafon, 
Whofe  fatal  love  ftabs  every  joy,  and  leaves 
Death's  terror  heightened  gnawing  on  his  heart. 
Thofe  pompous  fons  of  reafon  idoliz'd, 
And  viliiy'd  at  once;  of  reafon  dead, 
Then  deified,  as  monarchs  were  of  old. 


Nor Jefs when  he  fhall  judge  the  worlds  he  made, 
Tho'  filent  long,  and  fleeping  ne'er  fo  found, 
Than  from  her  cavern  in  the  foul's  abyfs, 
The  goddefs  burfts  in  thunder  and  in  flame, 
"  Men  may  live  fools,  but  fools  they  cannot  die." 


§  220.     night  v.     Darknefs. 
Let  Indians,  and  the  gay,  like  Ind  ;  ns,  fond 
Of  feather'd  fopperies,  the  fun  adore: 
Darknefs  has  more  divinity  for  me  : 
It  ilrikes  thought  inward,  it  drives  back  the  foul 
To  fettle  on  herfelf,  our  point  fupreme  ! 
Whde  love  of  truth  thro'all  their  camp  refounds \  There  lies  our  tl.eatie  j  there  fits  ou  ijudge. 

K  4  Dark 
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Darknefs  the  curtain  drops  o'er  life's  dull  fcene  ; 
"Tis  the  kind  hand  of  Providence  ftretcht  out 
'Twixt  man  and  vanity;  'tis  Reafon's  reign, 
And  Virtue's  too ;  thefe  tutelary  fhades 
Are  man's  afylum  from  the  tainted  throng. 


§  221.     Tke  Futility  of  Man's  Refolutions. 
Virtue  for  ever  frail,  as  Fair  below, 
Her  tender  nature  fullers  in  thecrowd, 
Nor  touches  on  the  world,  without  a  ftain  : 
The  world's  infectious ;  few  bring  back  at  eve 
Immaculate  the  manners  of  the  morn. 
Something  we  thought,  is  blotted;  we  refolv'd, 
Is  lhaken  ;  we  renoune'd,  returns  again. 
Each  falutation  may  Hide  in  a  fin 
U  nth  ought  before,  or  fix  a  former  flaw. 
Nor  is  it  firange,  light,  motion,  concourfe,  noife, 
All  (batter  us  abroad ;  thought  outward  bound, 
Neglectful  of  our  home  affairs,  rifes  off 
In  fume  and  diffipation,  quits  her  charge, 
And  leaves  the  bread  unguarded  to  the  foe. 


§    224.     Little  to  be  expecled from  Man. 
What  are  we  !  how  unequal!  now  we  ibar, 
And  now  we  fink :  how  dearly  pays  the  foul 
For  lodging  ill;  too  dearly  rents  her  clay  ! 
Reafon.  a  baffled  counfellor!  but  adds 
The  bluih  of  weaknefs  to  The  bane  of  woe. 
The  nobleft  fpirit  fighting  her  hard  fate, 
In  this  damp,dufky  rCgion,charg'd  with  ftorms, 
But  feebly  flutters,  yet  untaught  to  fly. 

'Tis  vain  to  feek  in  men  for  more  than  man. 
Tho'  proud  in  promife,  big  in  previous  thought, 
Experience  damps  our  triumph.     I,  who  late, 
Emerging  from  the  fhadows  of  the  grave, 
Threw  wide  the  gates  of  everlafting  day, 
And  call'd  mankind  to  glory,  down  I  rufh, 
In  forrow  drown'd — But  not,  in  forrow,  loft. 
How  wretched  is  the  man,  who  never  mourn'd ! 
I  dive  for  precious  pearls  in  forrows  ftream: 
Not  fo  the  thoughtlefs  man  that  only  grieves 
Takes  all  the  torment,  and  rejects  the  gain, 
( Inellimable  gain  !)  and  gives  heaven  leave 
To  make  him  but  more  wretched,  not  more  wife. 


§  222.     The  Power  of  Example. 
Present  example  gets  within  our  guard, 
And  acts  with  double  force,  by  few  repell'd. 
Ambition  fires  ambition  ;  love  of  gain 
Strikes  like  a  peftiltnce  from  breaft  to  breaft; 
Riot,  pride,  perfidy,  blue  vapours  breathe  j 
And  inhumanity  is  caught  from  man ; 
From  fmiling  man.     A  flight,  a  fmgle  glance, 
And  fhot  at  random,  often  has  brought  home 
A  fudden  fever  to  the  throbbing  heart, 
Of  envy,  rancour,  or  impure  defire. 
We  fee,  we  hear  with  peril;  fafety  dwells 
Remote  from  multitude  ;  the  world's  a  fchool 
Of  wrong,  and  what  proficients  fwarm  around  ! 
We  muft  or  imitate,  or  difapprove; 
Mull  lift  as  their  accomplices,  or  foes ;     [peace 
That  ftains  our  innocence;  this  wounds  our 
From  nature's  birth,  hence,  wifdomhasbeenfmit 
With  fweet  recefs,  and  languifh'd  for  the  lhade. 
* —   '■ 
§   223.      Midnight. 
This  facred  (hade,  and  folitude,  what  is  it  ? 
'Tis  the  felt  prefence  of  the  Deity. 
Few  are  the  faults  we  fatter  when  alone  : 
Vice  finks  in  her  allurements,  is  ungilt, 
And  looks,  like  other  objects,  black  by  night. 
By  night  an  atheift  half  believes  a  God. 

Night  is  fair  Virtue's  immemorial  friend  ; 
The  con fcious  moon,  through  every  diftant  age, 
Has  held  a  lamp  to  Wifdom,  and  let  fall 
On  contemplation's  eye  her  purging  ray. 
Hail,  precious  moments  !  ftol'n  from  the  black 

walle 
Of  murder' d  time:  aufpicious midnight  hail! 
The  world  excluded,  every  pafTion  hufn'd, 
And  opCn'd  a  calm  intercourfe  with  heav'n; 
Here  the  foul  fits  in  council,  ponders  palt, 
Predeftines  future  actions;  fees,  not  feels, 
Tumultuous  life;  and  reafons  with  the  ftorm ; 
Alt  her  lies  anfwers,and  thinks  downhercharms. 


§  225.     Wifdom. 
If  wifdom  is  our  leflbn,  (and  what  elfe 
Ennobles  man?  what  elfe  have  angels  learnt? 
Grief,  more  proficients  in  thy  fchool  are  made, 
Than  genius,  or  proud  learning,  ere  could  boail. 
Voracious  learning,  often  over-fed, 
Digefts  not  into  fenfe  her  motley  meal. 
This  forager  on  others'  wifdom  leaves 
Her  native  farm,  her  reafon  quite  untill'd  : 
With  mixt  manure  fhe  furfeits  the  rank  foil, 
Dung'd,  but  not  dreft  ;  and  rich  to  beggary: 
A  pomp  untameable  of  weed  prevails :  [mourns, 
Her  fervant's  wealth  encumber'd  wifdom 

And  what  fays  Genius?  "  Let  thedull  be  wife" 
It  pleads  ezemption  from  the  laws  of  fenfe  ; 
Confiders  Reafon  as  a  leveller, 
And  fcorns  to  fliare  a  bleffing  with  the  crowd. 
That  wife  it  could  be,  thinks  an  ample  claim 
To  glory,  and  pleafure  gives  the  reft. 
Wi(dom  lefs  fhudders  at  a  fool,  than  wit. 
But  Wifdom  fmiles,  when  humbled  mortal! 
weep. 
When  Sorrow  wounds  the  breaft,  as  ploughs  the 

glebe, 
And  hearts  obdurate  feel  her  foftening  fhower: 
Her  feed  celeJtial,  then  glad  Wifdom  lows, 
Her  goiden  harveft  triumphs  in  the  foil. 
If  fo,  I'll  gain  by  my  calamity, 
And  reap  rich  compenfation  from  my  pain, 
I'll  range  the  plenteous  intellectual  field; 
And  gather  every  thought  of  fovereign  power, 
To  chafe  the  moral  maladies  of  man  ;      [fkies, 
Thoughts,  which  may  bear  tranfplanting  to  the 
Tho'  natives  of  this  coarfe  penurious  foil, 
Nor  wholly  wither  there,  where  feraph's  fing: 
Refin'd,  exalted,  not  annull'd  in  heaven. 


§  226.     Reflections  in  a  Church-yard. 
Say,  on  what  themes    fhall   puzzled  choice 

defcend  ? 
"  Th'  importmceof  contemplating  the  tomb  ; 
1  "  Why 
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a  Why  men  decline  it ;  Suicide's  foul  birth ; 
"  The  various  kinds  of  grief;  the  faults  of  age  ; 
"AndDeath's  dread  character — invitemyfbng." 

And  firft,  th'  importance  of  our  end  furvey'd. 
Friends  counfel  quick  difmiflion  of  our  grief; 
Miilaken  kindnei's  !  our  hearts  heal  too  foon. 
Are  they  more  kind  thanHE  who  llruck  the  blow? 
Who  bid  it  do  his  errand  in  our  hearts, 
And  banifh  peace,  till  nobler  guefts  arrive, 
And  bring  it  back,  a  true,  and  e'ndlefs  peace  ? 
Calamities  are  friends  :  as  glaring  day 
Of  thefe  unnumber'd  luftres  robs  our  fight  ; 
Profperity  puts  out  unnumber'd  thoughts 
Of  import  high,  and  light  divine  to  man. 

The  man  how  bleit,  who,  lick  of  gaudy  fcenes, 
(Scenes  apt  to  thrutt  between  us  and  ourfelves !)  • 
Is  Jed  by  choice  to  take  his  favourite  walk 
Beneath  Death's  gloomy,  filent,  cyprefs.fkades,' 
Unpierc'd  by  Vanity's  fantaftic  ray; 
To  read  his  monuments,  to  weigh  his  dull, 
Vifit  his  vaults,  and  dwell  among  the  tombs  ! 
Lorenzo,  read  with  me  NarcifiVs  Hone; 
Few  orators  fo  tenderly  can  touch 
The  feeling  heart.     What  pathos  in  the  date  ! 
Apt  words  can  flrike,  and  yet  in  them  we  fee 
Faint  images  of  what  we  here  enjoy. 
What  caufe  have  we  to  build  on  length  of  life  ? 
Temptations  feize  when  fear  is  laid  afleep ; 
And  ill-foreboded  is  our  ftrongeft  guard. 

See  from  her  tomb,  Truth  lailies  on  my  foul, 
And  puts  Delufion's  duflcy  train  to  flight ; 
Difpels  the  mifts  our  fultry  pafhons  raife, 
And  fhews  the  real  eftimate  of  things, 
Which  no  man,  unarmTred,  ever  faw; 
Pulls  off  the  veil  from  Virtue's  rifmg  charms  ; 
Detecls  Temptation  in  a  thoufand  lies. 
Truth  bids  me  look  on  men,  as  autumn's  leaves. 
And  a'.i  they  bleed  for,  as  the  fummer's  dull, 
Driven  by  the  whirlwind :  lighted  by  her  beams, 
I  widen  my  horizon,  gain  new  powers, 
See  things  invifible,  feel  things  remote, 
Am  prefent  with  futurities  :  think  nought 
To  man  fo  foreign,  as  the  joys  poffelt, 
Nought  fo  much  his  as  thofe  beyond  the  grave. 

No  folly  keeps  its  colour  in  her  fight: 
Pale  worldly  wifdom  lofes  all  her  charms. 
How  differ  worldly  wifdom,  and  divine  ? 
Jufl  as  the  waning  and  the  waxing  moon. 
More  empty  worldly  wifdom  every  day ; 
And  every  day  more  fair  her  rival  mines.     * 
But  foon  our  term  for  wifdom  is  expir'd, 
And  everlafting  fool  is  writ  in  fire, 
Or  real  wifdom  wafts  us  the  fkies. 

What  grave  prefcribes  the  bell  ? — a  friend's ; 
and  yet 
From  a  friend's  grave  how  foon  we  difengage, 
Even  to  the  deareft,  as  his  marble,  cold  1 
Why  are  friends  ravifh'd  from  us  !  'tis  to  bind, 
By  foft  Affection's  ties,  on  human  hearts, 
The  thought  of  death,  which  Reafon,  too  fupine, 
Or  mifemploy'd,  fo  rarely  fallens  there* 
Nor  Reafon,  nor  Affe6Hon,  no,  nor  both 
Co  mbin  'd,  can  break  the  witchcrafts  of  the  world. 
Behold  th'  inexorable  hour  at  hand  ! 


Behold  th*  inexorable  hour  forgot ! 
And  to  forget  it,  the  chief  aim  of  life ; 
Tho'  well  to  ponder  it,  is  life's  chief  end. 


§  227. 


LittU  Attention  paid  to  the  Warnings  cf 
Death. 


Is  Death,  tint  ever  threat'ning,  ne'er  remote, 
That  all-important,  and  that  only  fure, 
(Come  when  he  will)  an  unexpected  gueft  ? 
Nay,  tho'  inv:ted  by  the  lor. deft  calls 
Of  blind  imprudence,  unexpefted  Hill  ? 
Tho'  num'rous  mefiengers  are  fent  before 
To  warn  his  great  arrival.     What  the  caufe, 
The  wond'rous  caufe,  of  this  myfterious  ill  ? 
All  heaven  looks  down  aftonifh'd  at  the  fight, 


§  228.     Life  compared  to  a  Stream, 

If  it,  that  Life  has  fown  her  joys  fo  thick, 

We  can't  thruft  in  a  fingle  care  between? 

Is  it,  that  life  has  fuch  a  fwarm  of  cares, 

The  thought  of  death  can't  enter  for  the  throng? 

Is  it,  that  time  fteals  on  with  downy  feet, 

Nor  wakes  indulgence  from  her  golden  dream  ? 

To-day  isifo  like  yefterday,  it  cheats  ; 

We  take  the  lying  filler  for  the  fame. 

Life  glides  away,  Lorenzo,  like  a  brook  ; 

Forever  changing,  unperceiv'd  the  change. 

In  the  fame  brook  none  ever  bath'd  him  twice: 

To  the  fame  life  none  ever  twice  awoke. 

We  call  the  brook  the  fame  ;  the  fame  we  think 

Our  life,  though  Hill  more  rapid  in  its  flow  ; 

Nor  mark  the  much  irrevocably  laps'd, 

And  mingled  with  the  fea.     Or  fhall  we  fay 

(Retaining  ftill  the  brook  to  bear  us  on) 

That  life  is  like  a  veffel  on  the  ft  ream  ? 

In  life  embark'd,  we  fmoothly  down  the  tide 

Of  time  defcend,  but  not  on  time  intent ; 

Amus'd,  unconfeious  of  the  gliding  wave; 

Till  on  a  fudden  we  perceive  a  fhock  ; 

We  ftart,  awake,  look  out ;  our  bark  is  burft. 

Is  this  the  caufe  death  flies  all  human  thought ! 
Or  is  it  judgment  by  the  will  ftruck  blind, 
Thai  domineering  miftrefs  of  the  foul  ! 
Or  is  it  fear  turns  ftartled  reafon  back, 
From  looking  down  a  precipice  fo  ileep  ? 
'Tis  dreadful ;  and  the  dread  is  wifely  plac'd, 
By  nature  confeious  of  the  make  of  man. 
A  dreadful  friend  it  is,  a  terror  kind, 
A  flaming  fword  to  guard  the  tree  of  life. 
By  that  unaw'd,  man  on  each  pique  of  pride, 
Or  gloom  of  humour,  would  give  rage  the  rein, 
Bound  o'er  the  barrier,  rufh  into  the  dark, 
And  mar  the  fchemes  of  Providence  below. 


§  229.     Suicide. 

What  groan  was  that  ?  There  took  his  gloomy 

.  flight, 
On  wing  impetuous,  a  black  fallen  foul, 
Blafted  from  hell,  with  horrid  lull  of  death. 
Thy  friend,  the  brave,  the  gallant  Altamont, 
So  call'd,  fo  thought — and  then  he  fled  the  field. 
Lefs  bale  the  fear  of  death,  than  fear  of  life. 

O  Britain  ! 
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O  Britain  !  infamous. for  filicide  ; 
An  ifland  in  thy  manners  !  far  disjoined 
From  the  whoie  world  of"  rationals  befide, 
In  ambient  waves  plunge  thy  polluted  head, 
Waih  the  dire  (lain,  nor  fliock  the  continent. 

But  thou  be  ihock'd,  while  I  detect  the  caufe 
Of  ielf-aifault,  expoie  the  monger's  birth, 
And  bid  abhorrence  hifs  it  round  the  world. 
Blame  not  thy  clime,  nor  chide  the  diftant  fun  ; 
Immoral  climes  kind  nature  never  made. 
The  caufe  I  fing  in  Eden  might  prevail, 
And  proves  it  is  thy  folly,  not  thy  fate. 

The  ioul  of  man  (let  man  in  homage  bow 
Who  names  his  foul)  a  native  of  the  ikies  ! 


Indelible,  death's  image  on  his  heart; 

Bleeding  for  others,  trembling  forhimfelf. 

We  bieed,  we  tremble;  we  forget,  wefmile: 

The  mind  turns  fool,  before  the  cheek  is  diy : 

Our  quick  returning  folly  cancels  all: 

As  the  tide  rufhing  rafes  what  is  writ 

In  yielding  lands,  and  fmooths  the  letter' d  more. 


§  230.     'Tears. 

Lorenzo  !  haft  thou  ever  weigh'd  a  figh  ? 
Or  ftudied  the  philofophy  of  tears  ? 
Haft  thou  defcended  deep  into  the  breaft, 


And  feen  their  fource  ?  If  not,  defcend  with  me, 
High-born,andfree,herfreedomfhouldmaintain,j  And  trace  thefe  briny  rivlets  to  their  (brings. 
Unfold,  unmortgaged  for  earth's  little  bribes.  Our  funeral  tears  from  different  caufes  rife: 


rtga£ 

Th'  ilhiitrious  ftranger,  m  this  foreign  land 
Like  itrangers,  jealous  of  her  dignity, 
Studious  of  home,  and  ardent  to  return, 
Of  earth  fufpicious,  earth's  enchanted  cup 


j  Of  various  kinds  they  How.  From  tender  hearts, 
j  By  (oft  contagion  call'd,  lome  burlt  at  once, 
And  ilream  obiequious  to  the  leading  eye. 
(Some  afk:  more  time,  by  curious  art  diftill'd. 


With  cool  refervelight-touching,mouldindulge,Some  hearts,  in  fecret  hard,  unapt  to  melt, 


On  immortality  her  godlike  taite ; 
There  take  large  draughts ;  make  her  chief  ban- 
quet there. 

But  lome  rejecl  this  fuftenance  divine  j 
To  beggarly  vile  appetites  defcend  ; 
Afk  al  m  s  of  earth  for  gifts  that  came  from  heaven ; 
Sink  into  fiaves  ;  and  fell,  for  prefent  hire, 
Their  rich  reveriion,  and  (what  lhares  its  late) 
Their  native  freedom,  to  the  prince  who  fways 
This  netherworld.  Andwhenhispaymentsia.il, 
When  his  full  baiket  gorges  them  no  more  ; 
Or  their  pall'd  palates  loath  the  baiket  full, 
Are,  initantly,  with  wild  demoniac  rage, 
For  breaking  all  the  chains  of  Providence, 
And  burfting  their  confinement ;  tho'  fail  barr'd 
By  laws  divine  and  human  ;  guarded  itrong 
With  horrors  doubled  to  defend  the  pafs, 
The  black  eft  nature,  or  dire  guilt  can  raife  j 
And  moated  round  with  fathomlefs  dettruclion, 
Sure  to  receive,  and  whelm  them  in  their  fall. 

Such,  Britons !  is  the  caufe,  to  you  unknown, 
Or  worfe,  o'erlook'd  ;  o'erlook'd  by  magistrates, 
Thus,  criminals  themfelves.     I  grant  the  deed 
Is  inadnefs;  but  the  madnefs  of  the  heart. 
And  what  is  that  ?  our  utmoft  bound  of  guilt. 
A  fenfual,  unreflecting  life  is  big 
With  monftrous  births, and  fuicide,  to  crown 
The  black  infernal  brood.     The  bold  to  break 
Heaven's  law  fupreme,  and  defperately  rufh 
Thro'  iacred  nature's  murder,  on  their  own, 
Becaufe  they  never  think  of  death,  they  die. 
When  by  the  bed  of  languiihment  we  lit, 
Or,  o'er  our  dying  friends,  in  anguiih  hang, 
Wipe  the  cold  dew,  or  ftay  the  linking  head, 
Number  their  moments,  and  in  ev'ry  clock, 
Start  at  the  voice  of  an  eternity ; 
See  the  dim  lamp  of  life  juft  feebly  lift 
An  agonizing  beam,  at  us  to  gaze, 
Then  fink  again,  and  quiver  into  death. 
(That  moft  pathetic  herald  of  our  own;  ) 
How  read  we  fuch  fad  fcenes  ?  as  fent  to  man 
In  perfect  vengeance?  no;  in  pity  fent, 
To  meit  him  down,  like  wax,  and  then  imprefs 


Struck  by  the  public  eye,  guili  out  amain. 
Some  weep  to  fhare  the  fame  of  the.  deceas'd, 
So  high  in  merit,  and  to  them  (0  dear :      [  ihare. 
They  dwell  on  praifes,  which  they  think  they 
Some  mourn  in  proof  that  fomething  they  could 

love. 
They  weep  not  to  relieve  their  grief,  but  mow* 
Some  weep  in  perfeel:  juftice  to  the  dead, 
As  conlcious  all  their  love  is  in  arrear. 
Some  milchievouily  weep,  not  unappriz'd, 
Tears,  ibmetimes,  aid  the  conqueit  of  an  eye. 
As  feen  through  cryital,  how  their  rofes  glow, 
While  liquid  pearl  runs  trickling  down  their 

cheek. 
By  kind  conftrucVion  fome  are  deem'd  to  weep, 
Becaufe  a  decent  veil  conceals  their  joy. 

Some  weep  in  earneftj  and  yet  weep  in  vain  ; 
As  deep  in  indifcretion,  as  in  woe. 
Paifion,  blind  paflion  !  impotently  pours 
Tears, thatdeierve  more  tears ;  while  reafon  ileeps 
Or  gazes,  like  an  idiot,  unconcern'd  ; 
Nor  comprehends  the  meaning  of  the  ftorm. 
They  weep  impetuous,  as  the  fummer  ftorm, 
And  full  as  ihort !  the  cruel  grief  foon  tam'd, 
They  make  a  paftime  of  the  itinglefs  tale  ! 
Far  as  the  deep-refounding  knell,  they  fpread 
The  dreadful  news,  and  hardly  feel  it  more. 
No  grain  of  wilfdom  pays  them  for  their  woe. 
When  the  fick  foul,  her  wonted  ftay  withdrawn, 
Reclines  on  earth,  and  forrows  in  the  duft ; 
Inftead  of  learning  there  her  true  fupport, 
She  crawls  to  the  next  ihrub,  or  bramble  vile, 
The  ftranger  weds,  and  bloflbms  as  before, 
In  all  the  fruitlefs  fopperies  of  life. 


§  231.     Inattention  to  the  Voice  of  Death. 
What   thus    infatuates?    what   enchantment 

plants 
The  phantom  of  an  age,  'twixt  us  and  death, 
Already  at  the  door?  He  knocks,  we  hear  him, 
And  yet  we  will  not  hear.    What  mail  defends 
Our  untouched  hearts  ?  what  miracle  turns  oft" 

The 
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The  pointed  thought,  which  from  a  thoufand 
Js  daily  darted,  and  is  daily  lhunn'd  ?    [quivers 
We  itand  as  in  a  battle,  throngs  on  throngs 
Around  u»  falling ;  wcunded  oft  curielv  es  j 
Tho'  bleeding  with  our  wounds,  immortal  ililll 
We  lee  time's  furrows  on  another's  brow, 
And  death  entrench'd,  preparing  his  aflault ; 
How  few  themfelves,  in  that  jult  mirror,  fee  ! 
Abl'urd  Longevity !    More,  more,  it  cries 
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'The  Caprice  and  uvlverfal  Power 
of  Death. 

Like  other  tyrants,  Death  delights  to  fmite, 
What  fmitten  molt  proclaims  the  pride  of  power. 
And  arbitrary  nod.     His  joy  fupreme, 
To  bid  the  wretch  furvive  the  fortunate; 
The  feeble  wrap  th'  athletic  in  his  throud  j 
And  weeping  fathers  build  their  children's  tomh; 
Me  thine,  Narcifia  ?—  what  tho'  fhort  thy  date  ? 


More  1 ;.  fe,  more  wealth,  more  trafh  of  every  kind!  Virtu  e,  not  rolling  funs,  the  mind  matures. 
And  w  herefore  mad  for  more,  when  reiifh  fails  ?  |  That  life  is  long,  which  anfwers  life's  great  end. 


Shall  folly  labour  hard  to  mend  the  bow, 
While  nature  is  relaxing  ev'ry  firing?  - 
Alk  thought  forjoy,  grow  rich  and  hoard  wirhin. 
Think  you  the  foul,  when  this  life's  rattles  ceafe, 
Has  nothing  of  more  manly  to  fucceed? 
Contract  the  tafte  immortal ;  learn  even  now 
To  reiifh  what  alone  fubfifts  hereafter: 
Divine  or  none,  henceforth  your  joys  for  ever. 
Of  age,  the  glory  is  to  with  to  die. 
That  with  is  praiie  and  promife;  it  applauds 
Pa  ft  life,  and  promifes  our  future  blifs. 
What  weaknefs  fee  not  children  in  their  fires  ? 
Grand-clima&erical  abfurdities ! 
Grey-haird  authority  to  faults  of  youth, 
How  fhocking  !  it  makes  folly  thrice  a  fool; 


The  time  that  bears  no  fruit,  deferves  no  name; 
The  man  of  willlom  is  the  man  of  years, 
in  hoary  youth  Methufalems  may  die, 
O  how  mifdated  on  their  nattering  tombs! 

All  more  than  common  menaces  an  end: 
A  blaze  betokens  brevity  of  life. 
To  plant  the  foul  on  her  eternal  guard, 
In  awful  expectation  of  our  end,  [but  fo 

Thus  runs  Death's  dread  commiffion;  "  Strike, 
"  As  moil  alarms  the  living  by  the  dead." 
Hence  ftratagem  delights  him,  and  furprife, 
And  cruel  fport  with  man's  fecurit  es. 
Not  fimple  conqueft,  triumph  is  his  aim,  [raoft. 
And  where  leaft  fear'd,  there  conquell:  triumphs 

What  are  his  arts  to  lay  our  fears  afieep ! 
Tiberian  arts  his  purpoies  wrap  up 


And  ournrlt  childhood  might  our  laft  defpife. 

What  folly  can  be  ranker  ?  like  our  fhadows,  In  deep  diffimulation's  darkeft  night. 
Our  wimes  lengthen,  as  our  fun  declines.  Like  princes  unconfeit  in  foreign  courts, 

No  wifh  fhould  loiter,  then,  this  fide  the  grave.     Who  travel  under  cover,  Death  aflumes 
Our  hearts  mould  leave  the  world,  before  the  |  The  name  and  look  of  life,  and  dwells  among  us. 
Calls  for  our  carcaies  to  mend  the  foil.       [knell  I  Behind  the  rofy  bloom  he  loves  to  lurk, 
Enough  to  live  in  tempeii;  die  in  port. 


Age  fhould  fly  concourfe,  cover  in  retreat 
Defecls  of  judgment,  and  the  will  fubdue; 
Walk  thoughtful  on  the  lllent,  fblemn  fhore 
Of  that  vait  ocean  it  muft  fail  fo  foon ; 
And  put  good  works  on  board ;  and  wait  the  wind 
That  fhortly  blows  us  into  worlds  unknown ; 
If  unconfider'd,  too,  a  dreadful  fcene  ! 


§  23?.     Little  Learning  required,  to  be  Good. 
But  you  are  learn'd ;  in  volumes  deep  you  fit  j 
In  wildom  (hallow:  pompous  ignorance! 
Learn  well  to  know  how  much  need  notbeknown; 
And  what  that  knowledge,  which  impairs  your 

fenfe. 
Our  needful  knowledge,  like  our  needful  food, 
Unhedg'd,  lies  open  in  life's  common  field; 
And  bids  all  welcome  to  the  vital  feaft. 
You  fcorn  what  lies  before  you  in  the  page 
Of  nature  and  experience,  moral  truth ; 
And  dive  in  icience  for  diitinguiili'd  names, 
Sinking  in  virtue,  as  you  rife  in  fame. 
Your  learning,  like  the  lunar  beam,  affords 
Light,  but  not  heat ;  it  leaves  you  undevour. 
If  you  would  learn  death's  character,  attend. 
All  calls  of  conduct,  ail  degrees  of  health, 
All  dies  of  fortune,  and  all  dates  of  age, 
Together  fhook  in  his  impartial  urn, 
Come  forth  at  random.     Or  if  choice  is  made, 
The  choice  is  quite  iarcaitic,  and  iniults 
All  bold  conjecture,  and  fond  hopes  of  mail. 


Or  ambufh  in  a  fmile;  or  wanton  dive 

In  dimples  deep ;  love's  eddies,  which  dtaw  ia 

Unwary  hearts,  and  link  them  in  defpair. 

Moft  happy  they  whom  leatt  his  arts  deceive. 
One  eye  on  Death,  an  i  one  full  fix'd  on  heaven, 
Becomes  a  mortal,  and  immortai  man. 

Where  is  not  Death  ?  fure  as  night  follows  day, 
Death  treads  in  Pleaiure's  footfteps  round  the 
world,  [fhuns, 

When  Plealure  treads  the  paths  which  kealon 
When,  againit  reaibn  riot  fhuts  the  door, 
And  gaiety  fupplies  the  place  of  fenfe. 
Then  foremoft  at  the  banquet  and  the  ball, 
Death  leads  the  dance,  or  ftamps  the  deadly  die; 
Nor  ever  fails  the  midnight  bowl  to  crown. 
Gaily  carouling  to  his  gay  compeers, 
Inly  he  laughs,  to  fee  them  laugh  at  him, 
As'abient  far:  and  when  the  revel  burns, 
When  fear  is  banifh'd,  and  triumphant  thought 
Calling  for  ail  the  joys  beneath  the  moon, 
Againft  him  turns  the  key :  and  bids  him  fup 
With  their  progenitors — He  drops  his  mafk 
Frowns  out  at  full ;  they  ftart,  defpair,  expire! 

Sea-  ce  with  more  iudden  terror  and  furprife, 
From  his  black  malk  of  nitre,  touch'd  by  'fire 
He  budts,  expands,  roars,  blazes,  and  devours. 
And  is  not  this  triumphant  trcac!*ery, 
And  more  than  iimple  conquefl  in  the  fiend? 

And  now,  gay  trifler,  doll  t'.,  >u  wrap  thy  foul 
Jn  foft  fecurity,  becaule  unknown 
Which  moment  is  commiiHond  to  deftroy  ? 
In  death's  uncertainty  thy  danger  lies. 

Is 
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Is  death  uncertain  ?  therefore  thou  be  fix'd  ; 
Fix'd  as  a  fentinel,  all  eye,  all  ear, 
All  expectation  of  the  coming  foe. 
Houfe,  Hand  in  arms,  nor  lean  againft  thy  fpear, 
Left  11  umber  fteal  one  moment  o'er  thy  foul, 
.Arid  fate  furprife  thee  nodding.  Watch,be  ftrong; 
Thus  give  each  day  the  merit,  and  renown, 
Of  dying  well ;  tho'  doom'd  but  once  to  die  ; 
Nor  let  life's  period  hidden  (as  from  moft), 
Hide  too  from  thee,  the  precious  ufe  of  life. 
Does  wealth  with  youth  and  gaiety  con fp ire 
To  weave  a  triple  wreath  of  happinefs  ? 
That  (hining  mark  invites  the  tyrant's  fpear. 
As  if  to  damp  our  elevated  aims, 
And  flrongly  preach  humility  to  man, 
O  how  portentous  is  profperity! 
How,  comet-like,  it  threatens  while  it  mines  ! 
Few  years  but  yield  us  proof  of  Death's  ambition 
To  cull  his  victims  from  the  fairelt  fold, 
And  flieath  his  fhafts  in  all  the  pride  of  life. 
When  flooded  with  abundance,  purpled  o'er 
With  recent  honours,  bloom'd  with  ev'ry  blifs ; 
Set  up  in  oftentation,  made  the  gaze, 
The  gaudy  centre  of  the  public  eye  ; 
When  fortune,  thus,  has  tofs'd  her  child  in  air, 
Snatch 'd  from  the  covert  of  an  humble  Mate, 
How  often  have  I  feen  him  dropp'd  at  once, 
Our  morning's  envy,  and  ourev'ning's  figh! 
As  if  her  bounties  were  the  lignal  giv'n, 
The  flow'ry  wreath,  to  mark  the  facrifice, 
And  call  Death's  arrows  on  the  deftin'd  prey. 


§   234.     night  vi.     The  Death  of  Narcijfa, 
She  (for  1  know  not  yet  her  name  in  heaven) 
Not  early,  like  NarcifTa,  left  the  fcene; 
Nor  fudden,  like  Philander.     What  avail  ? 
This  feeming  mitigation  but  inflames; 
This  fancy 'd  medicine  heightens  the  difeafe. 
The  longer  known,  the  defer  (till  fhe  grew  ; 
And  gradual  parting  is  a  gradual  death. 

O  the  long  dark  approach  thro'  years  of  pain, 
Death's  gallery  with  fable  terror  hung  ; 
Sick  hope's  pale  lamp  its  only  glimmering  ray  ! 
There  fete  my  melancholy  walk  ordain'd. 
How  oft  I  gaz'd,  prophetically  fad  ! 
How  oft  I  (aw  her  dead  while  yet  in  fmiles  ! 
In  fmiles  ihe  funk  her  grief  to  leffen  mine  : 
She  fpoke  me  comfort,  and  increas'd  my  pain. 
Like  powerful  armies  trenching  at  a  town, 
By  flow  and  iilent,  but  reliftleis  fap, 
In  his  pale  progrefs  gently  gaining  ground, 
Death  urg'd  his  deadly  fiege:  in  fpite  of  art, 
Of  all  the  balmy  bleffings  nature  lends 
To  fuccour  frail  humanity.     Ye  ftars  ! 
And  thou,  O  moon  !  bear  witnefs  ;  many  a  night 
He  tore  the  pillow  from  beneath  my  head, 
Tied  down  rny  fore  attention  to  the  (hock, 
By  ceafelefs  depredations  on  a  life, 
Dearer  than  that  he  left  me.     Dreadful  poft 
Of  obiervation  !  darker  every  hour  I 
Lefs  dread  the  day  that  drove  me  to  the  brink, 
And  pointed  at  eternity  below. 
When  my  foul  fhudder'd  at  futurity, 


When,  on  a  moment's  point,  th'  important  die 
Of  life  and  death,  fpun  doubtful,  ere  it  fell, 
And  turn'd  up  life  j  my  title  to  more  woe. 

But  why  more  woe  ?  more  comfort  let  it  be. 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  that  which  wiih'd  to  die; 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  wretchednefs  and  pain  : 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  what  encumber'd,  gall'd, 
Block'd  up  the  pafs,  and  barr'd  from  real  life. 
Where  dwells  that  wifh  moft  ardent  of  the  wife  ? 
Too  dark  the  fun  to  fee  it ;  higheft  ftars 
Too  low  to  reach  it ;  death,  great  death  alone, 
O'er  ftars  and  fun  triumphant,  lands  us  there. 

Nor  dreadful  our  transition;  tho'  the  mind, 
An  artift  at  creating  felf-alarms, 
Rich  in  expedients  for  inquietude, 
Is  prone  to  paint  it  dreadful,     Who  can  take 
Death's  portrait  true  ?  the  tyrant  never  fat. 
Our  fketch,  all  random  ftrokes,  conjecture  all ; 
Clofe  fhuts  the  grave,  nor  tells  one  fingle  tale. 
Death,  and  his  image  riling  in  the  brain, 
Bear  faint  refemblance;  never  are  alike; 
Fear  makes  the  pencil,  Fancy  loves  excefs, 
Dark  Ignorance  is  lavifh  of  her  fhades  j 
And  thefe  the  formidable  picture  draw. 

But  grant  the  worft  ;  "'tis  pad ;  new  profpecls 
And  drop  a  veil  eternal  o'er  her  tomb.       [rife ; 
Far  other  views  our  contemplation  claim, 
Views  that  o'erpay  the  rigours  of  our  life; 
Views  that  fufpend  our  agonies  in  death. 
Wrapt  in  the  thought  of  immortality, 
Long  life  might  lapfe, age  unperceiv'dcorce  on; 
And  find  the  lbul  uwfated  with  her  theme. 
Its  nature,  proof,  importance,  fire  my  fong. 


§  235.     RefleSl'wns  on  Man  and  Immortality* 

Thy  nature,  immortality,  who  knows  ? 
And  yet  who  knows  it  not  ?  It  is  but  life 
In  ftronger  thread  of  brighter  colour  fpun, 
And  fpun  for  ever ;  black  and  brittle  here  ! 
How  fhort  our  correfpondence  .with  the  fun  ! 
And  while  it  lafts,  inglorious  !  our  belt  deeds, 
How  wanting  in  tjheir  weight !  our  higheft  joys, 
Small  cordials  to  fupport  us  in  our  pain, 
And  give  us  ftrength  to  fuffer.     But  how  great 
To  mingle  interefts,  converfe,  amities, 
With  all  the  fons  of  Reafon,  fcatter'd  wide 
Through  habitable  fpace,  wherever  bom, 
Howe'er  endow'd  !  to  live  free  citizens 
Of  univerfal  Nature  !  to  lay  hold 
By  more  than  feeble  faith  on  the  Supreme ! 
To  call  heaven's  rich  unfathomable  mines 
Our  own  !  to  rife  in  fcience  as  in  blifs, 
Initiate  in  the  fee  rets  of  the  fkies  ! 
To  read  creation;  read  its  mighty  plan 
In  the  bare  bofom  of  the  Deity  1 
The  plan  and  execution  to  collate  ! 
To  fee,  before  each  glance  of  piercing  thought, 
All  cloud,  all  fhadow  blown  remote ;  and  leave 
No  myftery — but  that  of  love  divine, 
Which  lifts  us  on  the  feraph's  flaming  wing, 
From  earth's  Aceldama,  this  field  of  blood, 
Of  inward  anguifh,  and  of  outward  ill, 
From  darknefs,  and  from  duft,to  fuch  a  fcene  ♦ 

Love's 
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Love's  element!  true  joy's  illwftrious  home! 
From  earth  fad  contrail  (now  deplor'd)more  fair. 
Thefe  are  the  thoughts  that  aggranfclife  the 
great. 
How  great  (while  yet  we  tread  the  kindred  clod, 
And  every  moment  fear  to  fink  beneath 
The  clod  we  tread ;  foon  trodden  by  our  fons) — 
How  great,  in  the  wild  whirl  of  time's  purfuits, 
To  Hop,  and  paufe,  involv'd  in  high  prefage  : 
Through  the  long  villo  of  a  thou  land  years, 
To  Hand  contemplating  our  diftant  felves, 
As  in  a  magnifying  mirror  feen, 
Enlarg'd,  ennobled,  elevate,  divine ! 
To  prophefy  our  own  futurities  ! 
Togazeinthoughtonwhatallthoughttranfcends! 
To  talk,  with  fellow-candidates,  of  joys 
As  far  beyond  conception,  as  defert, 
Ourfelves  th'  aftonilh'd  talkers  and  the  tale  ! 
When  mount  we  ?  when  thefe  fliackles  call  ? 

when  quit 
This  cell  of  the  creation  ?  this  fmall  neft, 
Stuck  in  a  corner  of  the  univerfe. 
Wrapt  up  in  fleecy  cloud,  and  fine-fpun-air  ? 
Fine-fpun  to  fenfe,  but  grofs  and  feculent 
To  fouls  celeftial ;  fouls  ordain'd  to  breathe 
Ambrolial  gales  ;  and  drink  a  purer  ficy  ; 
Greatly  triumphant  on  time's  farther  Ihore. 

In  an  eternity  what  fcenes  lhall  ftrike! 
What  webs  of  wonder  fhall  unravel  there ! 
What  dull  day  pour  on  all  the  paths  of  heaven, 
And  light  th'  Almighty's  footlteps  in  the  deep! 
How  (hall  the  blefled  day  of  our  diicharge 
Unwind,  at  once,  the  labyrinth's  of  fate, 
And  ftraiten  its  inextricable  maze! 
If  inextinguilhable  thirft  in  man 
To  know ;  how  rich, how  full  our  banquet  here  ! 
Here,  not  the  moral  world  alone  unfolds  3 
The  world  material  lately  feen  in  fhades, 
And  in  thofe  lhades,  by  fragments  only  feen, 
And  feen  thofe  fragments  by  the  labouring  eye, 
Unbroken,  now,  illuftrious,  and  entire, 
Its  ample  fphere,  its  univerfal  frame, 
In  full  dimenfions,  fwells  to  the  furvey ; 
And  enters,  at  one  glance,  the  ravilh'd  light. 
How  lhall  the  ftranger  man's  illumin'd  eye, 
In  the  vail  ocean  of  unbounded  fpace, 
Behold  an  infinite  of  floating  worlds 
Divide  the  cryllal  waves  of  ether  pure, 
In  endlefs  voyage,  without  port !  the  leall 
Of  thefe  difleminated  orbs  how  great ! 
Yet  what  are  thefe  to  the  ftupendous  whole  ? 
As  particles,  as  atoms  ill-perceiv'd. 

If  admiration  is  a  fource  of  joy,       [heaven. 
What  tranfport  hence !    Yet  this   the  lead  in 
What  this  to  that  illuftrious  robe  He  wears, 
Who  tofs'dthis  mafs  of  wonders  from  his  hand, 
A  fpecimen,  an  earneil  of  his  power! 
'Tis,  to  that  glory,  whence  all  glory  flows, 
As  the  meads's  mean  ell  fiow'ret  to  the  fun, 
Which  gave  it  birth.    But  what,  this  Sun  of 

heaven  ! 
This  blifs  fupreme  of  the  fupremely  bleft ! 
Death,  only  death,  the  quettion  can  refolve. 
By  death  cheap-bought  th"  ideas  of  our  joy; 


The  bare  ideas  !  folid  happinefs 

So  diftant  from  its  lhadow  chas'd  below  \ 

And  chafe  we  Hill  the  phantom  thro'  the  fire, 
O'er  bog,  and  brake,  and  precipice,  'till  death  ? 
And  toil  we  ftill  for  fublunary  pay  ? 
Defy  the  dangers  of  the  field,  and  flood, 
Or,  fpider-like,  fpin  out  our  precious  all, 
Our  more  than  vitals  fpin  in  curious  webs 
Of  fubtle  thought,  and  exqnilite  delign  ; 
(Fine  net-work  of  the  brain  !)  to  catch  a  fly? 
The  momentaiy  buz  of  vain  renown  ! 
A  name,  a  mortal  immortality. 


§  236.     Genius  connected  ivitb  Ignominy, 
Genius  and  art,  ambition's  boafted  wings, 
Our  boail  but  ill  deferve.     A  feeble  aid  ! 
Heart-merit  wanting,  mount  we  ne'er  fo  high, 
Our  height  is  but  ttie  gibbet  of  our  name. 
When  I  behold  a  genius  bright  and  bale, 
Of  towering  talents,  and  terrellrial  aims  ; 
Methinks,  I  fee,  as  thrown  from  her  high  fphere, 
The  glorious  fragments  of  a  foul  immortal, 
With  rubbilh  mixt,  and  glittering  in  the  duib. 

Hearts  are  proprietors  of  all  applaufe, 
Right  ends,  and  means,  make  wildom  :  wordly- 
Is  but  half-witted,  at  its  higheft  praife.      [wiic 


§  237.     Exalted  Station. 


What  is  ltation  high  ? 

'Tis  a  proud  mendicant ;  it  boafts,  and  begs; 
It  begs  an  alms  of  homage  from  the  throngs 
And  oft  the  throng  denies  its  chanty. 
Monarchs,  and  minifters,  are  awful  names ; 
Whoever  wear  tt.em,  challenge  our  devoir. 
Religion,  public  order,  both  ex36l 
External  homage,  and  a  fupple  knee, 
To  beings  pompoufiy  let  up,  to  ferve 
The  meanell  Have;  all  more  is  merit's  due; 
Her  facred  and  inviolable  right, 
Nor  ever  paid  the  monarch,  but  the  mart; 
Our  hearts  ne'er  bow  but  to  fuperior  worth  ; 
Nor  ever  fail  of  their  allegiance  there. 
Fools  indeed  drop  the  man  in  their  account^ 
And  vote  the  mantle  into  majefty. 
Let  the  fmall  favage  boaft  his  filver  fur; 
His  royal  robe  unborrow'd,  and  unbought, 
His  own,  defcending  fairly -from  his  fires. 
Shall  man  be  proud  to  wear  his  livery, 
And  fouls  in  ermine  fcorn  a  foul  without  ? 
Can  place  or  lelTen  us,  or  aggrandize  ? 
Pigmies  are  pigmies  ftill,  tho'  percht  on  alps, 
And  pyramids  are  pyramids  in  vales. 
Each  man  makes  his  own  ftature,  builds  himfelf: 
Virtue  alone  out-builds  the  pyramids  ; 
Her  monuments  lhall  laft,  when  Egypt's  fall. 
Of  thefe  fure  truths  doll  thou  demand  the  caufe? 
The  caufe  is  lodg'd  in  immortality. 
Hear,  and  affent.     Thy  bofom  burns  for  pow'r ; 
'Tis  thine.     And  art  thou  greater  than  before  ? 
Then  thou  before  was  fomething  lefs  than  man. 
Has. thy  new  poll  betray 'd  thee  into  pride  ? 
That  pride  defames  human'ty,  and  calls    [raife. 
The  being  mean,   which  itaiis  or  firings  can 

§  238. 
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§  238.     'true  Great  nefs. 

That  prince,  and  that  alone,  is  truly  great, 
Who     draws     the     fword     reluctant,     gladly 

(heaths; 
On  empire  builds  what  empire  far  outweighs, 
And  makes  his  throne  a  fcaffold  to  the  fkies. 

Why  this  fo  rare  ?  becaufe  forgot  of  all 
The  day  of  death ;  that  venerable  day,  [nottnee 
"Which  fits  as  judge:  that  day  which  /hall  pro- 
0:i  all  our  days,  abfolve  them,  or  condemn. 
Lorenzo  !  never  (hut  thy  thought  againft  it  j 
Be  levees  ne'er  fo  full,  afford  it  room, 
And  give  it  audience  in  the  cabinet. 
That  friend  confulted,  flatteries  apart, 
Will  tell  thee  fair,  if  thou  art  great,  or  mean. 

To  doat  on  aught  may  leave  us,  or  be  left, 
Is  that  ambition?  then  let  flames  defcend, 
Point  to  the  centre  their  inverted  fpires : 
When  blind  ambition  quite  miftakes  her  road, 
And  downward  pores,   for  that  which  mines 
Subftantial  happiaels,  and  true  renown ;  [above, 
Then,  like  an  idiot  gazing  on  the  brook, 
We  leap  at  liars,  and  fallen  in  the  mud; 
At  glory  grafp,  and  link  in  infamy. 


§  239.     The  torment  of  Ambition* 

A\f  6ITJON  !  powerful  fource  of  good  and  ill ! 
Thy  ftrength  in  man,  like  length  of  wing  in 

birds, 
When  difengag'd  from  earth,  with  greater  eafe 
And  fwifter  flight,  tranfports  us  to  the  Ikies. 
By  toys  entangled,  or  in  guilt  berair'd, 
It  turns  a  curie;  it  is  our  chain,  and  fcourge, 
In  this  dark  dungeon,  where  confin'd  we  lie, 
Clofe  grated  by  the  fordid  bars  of  fenfe; 
All  profpecl  of  eternity  (hut  out; 
And  but  for  execution  ne'er  fet  free. 


§   240.     True  Riches. 
With  error  in  ambition,  juftly  charged, 
Find  we  Lorenzo  wifer  in  his  wealth  ? 
Where  thy  true  treafure ;  Gold  fays,  "  not  in 

me,"' 
And,  "not  in  me,1' the  diamond.   Gold  is  poor  j 
India's  iniblvent:  feek  it  in  thyfelf ; 
Seek  in  thy  naked  ic\{\  and  find  it  there: 
In  being  io  defcended,  forrn'd,  endow'd  ; 
Sky-born,  fky-guided,  fky-retiu  ning  race  ! 
Erect,  immortal,  rational,  divine  ! 
In  fenfes,  which  inherit  earth  and  heavens ; 
Enjoy  the  various  riches  nature  yields: 
Far  nobler!   give  the  riches  they  enjoy; 
Give  tafte  to  fruits  ;  and  harmony  to  groves  ; 
Their  radiant  beams  to  gold,  and  gold's  bright 
Take  in  at  once  the  landfcape  of  the  world,  [fire; 
At  a  fmall  inlet,  which  a  grain  might  clofe, 
And  half  create  the  wond'rous  world  they  lee. 
Our  fenfes,  as  our  reafon,  are  divine. 
But  for  the  m  igic  organ's  powerful  charm, 
Earth  were  a  rude,  uncolour'd  chaos  ftill. 
I         is  the  cloth,  the  pencil,  and  the  paint,    , 
W  *-:-:es  creation's  arnjple  dome. 

man,  his  thugohts  ah  lent  abroad, 
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Superior  wonders  in  himfelf  forgot, 
His  admiration  wafte  on  objects  round, 
When  heaven  makes  him  the  foul  of  all  he  fees  ? 
Abfurd  t  not  rare  !  fo  great,  fo  mean,  is  man. 

What  wealth  in  fenfes  fuch  as  thefe !   what 
In  fancy,  fir'd  to  form  a  fairer  fcene        [wealth 
Than  fenfe  furveys  !  in  memory's  firm  record, 
Which,  mould  it  perifh,  could  this  world  recall^ 
From  the  dark  fhadows  of  overwhelming  yeiirs  ! 
In  colours  frefh,  originally  bright 
Preferve  its  portrait,  and  report  its  fate  ! 
What  wealth  in  intellect,  that  fovereign  power  ! 
Which  fenfe,  and  fancy,  fummons  to  the  bar  ; 
Interrogates,  approves,  or  reprehends: 
And  from  the  ttafi  thole  underlings  import, 
From  their  materials  fifted,  and  remi'd, 
Forms  art,  and  fcience,  government,  and  law. 

What  wealth  in  ibuls'that  foar,  dive,  range 
around. 
Difdaining  limit,  or  from  place,  or  time, 
And  hear  at  once,  in  thought  exteniive,  hear 
Th'  almighty  fiat,  and  the  trumpet's  found ! 
Bold,  on  creation's  outfide  walk,  and  view 
What  was,  and  is,  and  more  than  e'er  (hall  be  ; 
Commanding,  with  omnipotence  of  thought, 
Creations  new,  in  fancy's  field  to  rife ! 
Souls,that  can  grafp  whatever  th' Almighty  madej 
And  wander  wild  through  things  impoilible; 
What  wealth,  in  faculties  of  endlefs  growth, 
In  liberty  to  choofe,  in  power  to  reach, 
And  in  duration  (how  thy  riches  rife  !) 
Duration  to  perpetuate— houndlefs  blifs  ! 


§  241.     The  Vanity  of  Wealth. 
Hig'h-euilt  abundance,  heap  on  heap!  for 

what  ? 
To  breed  new  wants,  and  beggar  us  the  more; 
Thep  make  a  richer  ic ramble  for  the  throng; 
Soon  as  this  feeble  pulfe,  which  Je?.ps  fo  long,, 
Alinoft  by  miracles  is  tir'd  with  play, 
Like  rubbifh,  from  difploding  engines  thrown, 
[Oar  magazines  of  hoarded  trifles  fly  j 
j  Fly  diverfe;  iiy  to  foreigners,  to  foes; 
New  mailers  court,  and  call  the  former  fool, 
(How  jullly  ?)  for  dependance  on  their  ftay. 
Wide  fcatter  firffc,  our  play-things,  then  our  dufr^ 
Much  learning  mews  how  little  mortals  know ; 
Much  wealth,  how  little  worldlings  can  enjoy  : 
At  belt  it  babies  us  with  endlefs  toys; 
And  keeps  us  children  till  we  drop  to  dull. 
As  monkies  at  a  mirror  Hand  amaz'd, 
They  fail  to  find  what  they  fo  plainly  fee  ; 
Thus  men  in  mining  riches  lee  the  face 
Of  happinefs,  nor  know  it  is  a  (bade; 
But  gaze,  and  touch,  and  peep,  and  peep  againj 
And  wirti,  and  wonder  it  is  abfent  Hill. 

How  few  can  refcue  opulence  from  want  I 
Who  lives  to  nature,  rarely  can  be  poor; 
Who  lives  to  fancy,  never  can  be  rich. 
Poor  is  the  man  in  debt;  the  man  oi  gold, 
In  debt  to  fortune,  trembles  at  her  p;>w'r. 
The  man  of  r    '.  j.  fmiles  ;>t  her,  and  death. 
O  what  a  patrimony;  this !  a 
Of  fuch  inherent  ilrcngth  and  majeily, 

Not 


Book.  I. 


SACRED    AND    MORAL. 


'45 


Not  worlds  pofleft  can  raife  it;  worlds  dedroy'd  I  Till  (tumbling  at  a  draw,  in  tbejr  career, 
Can't  injure;  which  hold  on  its  glorious  courfe,  Headlong  they  plunge,  where  end  both  dance 
When  thine,  O  nature,  ends;  toobleit  to  mourn  and  long? 

Creation's  obfequies.     What  treaiure,  this!  Are  there  on  earth  (let  me  not  call  them  men) 

The  monarch  is  a  bee-gar  to  the  man.  Who  lodge  a  foul  immortal  in  their  breads  j 

Un«onfcious  as  the  mountain  of  its  ore, 
Or  rock,  of  its  ineftimable  gem  ?  [thefe 

When  rocks  mall  melt,  and  mountains  vanifh, 
Shall  know  their  treaiure}  treaiure,  then,  no 
more. 


§  24.2      Immortality. 
Immortal  !  ages  pad,  yet  nothing  gone  ! 
Morn  without  eve  ;  a  race  without  a  goal ! 
Undiorten'd  by  progreflion  infinite  I 
Futurity  for  ever  future  !  life 
Beginning  dill,  where  computation  ends! 
*Tfs  the  del cription  of  a  Deity ! 
*Tis  the  defcription  of  the  meaneft  flave. 

Immortal !  what  can  (trike  the  fenfe  fo  ftrong, 
As  this  the  foul?  it  thunders  to  the  thought} 
Reafon  amazes;  gratitude  o'erwhelms  ; 
No  more  we  dumber  on  the  brink  of  fate ; 
Rous'd  at  the  found,  th'  exulting  foul  afcends, 
And  breathes  her  native  air;  an  air  that  feeds 
Ambition  high,  and  fans  ethereal  fires;- 
Quick-kindles  all  that  is  divine  within  us; 
Nor  leaves  one  loitering  thought  beneath  the 

Immortal !  was  but  one  immortal,  how[ftars. 
Would  others  envy !  how  would  thrones  adore! 
Becaufe  'tis  common,  is  the bleffing  loft? 
How  this  ties  up  the  bounteous  hand  of  Heaven ! 
O  vain,  vain,  vain  !  all  elfe  :  eternity  ! 
A  glorious,  and  a  needful  refuge  that, 
From  vile  imprifonment  in  abject  views. 
'Tis  immortality,  'tis  that  alone, 
Amidft  life's  pains,  abafements,  emptinefs, 
The  foul  can  comfort,  elevate,  and  fill. 
Eternity  depending  covers  all ; 
Sets  earth  at  didance,  calls  her  into  (hades; 
Blends  her  difti nations;  abrogates  her  pow'rs  ; 
The  low,  the  lofty,  joyous,  and  (eve  re, 
Fortune's  dread  frowns,  and  fafcinating  fmiles, 
Make  one  promifcuous,  and  neglected  heap. 
The  man  beneath ;  if  I  may  call  him  man, 
Whom  immortality's  full  force  infpires. 
Nothing  terredrial  touches  his  high  thought} 
Suns  dune  unfeen,  and  thunders  roll  unheard, 
By  minds  quite  conicious  of  their  high  defcent, 
Their  prefent  province,  and  their  future  prize; 
Divinely  darting  upward  every  wiih, 
Warm  on  the  wing,  in  glorious  ablence  loft. 

Doubt  you  this  truth  ?  why  labours  your  be- 
lief? 
If  earth's  whole  orb  by  fome  due  diftane'd  eye 
Was  feen  at  once,  her  tow'ring  alps  would  fink, 
And  level'd  Atlas  leave  an  even  fphere. 
Thus  earth,  and  all  that  earthly  minds  admire, 
Is  fwallow'd  in  eternity's  vaft  round. 
To  that  ftupendous  view  when  fouls  awake, 
So  large  of  late,  fo  mountainous  to  man, 
Time's  toys  fubfide ;  and  equal  all  below. 


§  244.     Dijbel'tef  of  a  Future  State. 
Are  there  (ftill  more  amazing!)  who  refid 
The    rifing    thought?     who    (mother    in    it» 

birth 
The  glorious  truth  ?  who  druggie  to  be  brutes  ? 
Who  thro'  this  bofom-barrier  burft  their  way, 
And,  with  rever'd ambition,  drive  to  fink? 
Wholabour  do  wn  wards  thro'th'oppofingpow'rs, 
Of  indincT:,  reafon,  and  the  world  again  It  them, 
To  dilmal  hopes,  and  (belter  in  the  (hock 
Of  endlefs  night  ?  night  darker  than  the  grave's? 
Who  fight  the  proofs  of  immortality? 

To  contradict  them  fee  all  nature  rife  ! 
What  obje£t,  what  event,  the  moon  beneath, 
But  argues,  or  endears,  an  after-fcene  ? 
To  reafqn  proves,  or  weds  it  to  dedre  ? 
All  things  proclaim  it  needful ;  fome  advance 
One  precious  (lep  beyond,  and  prove  it  Cure. 
A  thoufand  arguments  (warm  round  my  pen, 
From  heaven,  and  earth,  and  man.     Indulge  a 
By  nature,  as  her  common  habit  worn,      [few, 

Thou!  whofe  all-providential  eye  furveys, 
Who  (e  hand  directs,  whole  Spirit  fills,  and  warms 
Creation,  and  holds  empire  far  beyond  ! 
Eternity's  inhabitant  auguft! 
Of  two  eternities  amazing  Lord  ! 
One  pad,  ere  man's,  or  angel's,  had  begun  ; 
I  Aid,  while  I'refcue  from  the  foe's  adault 
Thy  glorious  immortality  in  man. 


§  243.  Man  ignorant  of  his  real  Greatnefs. 
In  fpite  of  all  the  truths  the  mule  has  fung, 
Are  there  who  wrap  the  world  fo  ciofe  about 

them, 
They  fee  no  farther  than  the  clouds ;  and  dance 
On  heedlefs  vanity's  fantaftic  toe, 


§  245    Man" s  Immortality  fr&ved by  Nature. 

Nature,  thy  daughter,  ever- changing  birth 
Of  thee  the  great  Immutable,  to  man 
Speaks  wifdom;  is  his  oracle  fupreme; 
And  he  who  mod  confults  her,  is  molt  wife. 
Look  nature  through,  'tis  revolution  all.   [night 
All  change,  no  death.  Day  follows  night }  and 
The  dying  day;  dars  rife,  and  fet,  and  rife; 
Earth  takes  th'  example.     See  the  dimmer  gay, 
With  her  green  chaplet,  and  ambrodal  dow'rs, 
Droops  into  pallid  autumn;  winter  grey, 
Horrid  with  froft,  and  turbulent  with  dorm, 
Blows  autumn,  and  his  golden  fruits  away, 
Then  melts  into  the  fpring;  foft  fpring,  with 

breath 
Favonian,  from  warm  chambers  of  thefouth, 
Recalls  the  firft.     All,  to  re-Pouri(h;  fades : 
As  in  a  wheel,  all  finks,  to  re-afcend : 
Emblems  of  man,  who  pa(Tes,  not  expires. 

With  this  minute  didinction,  emblems  jud, 
Nature  revolves,  but  man  advances}  both 
Eternal,  that  a  circle,  this  a  line. 

That 
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That  gravitates,  this  foars.     Th'  afpiring  foul 
Ardent,  and  tremulous,  like  flame  afcends  j 
Zeal,  and  humility,  her  wings  to  heaven. 
The  world  of  matter,  with  its  various  forms, 
All  dies  into  new  life.     Life  born  from  death 
Rolls  the  vail  mafs,  and  fhall  for  ever  roll. 
No  iingle  atom,  once  in  being,  loft, 
With  change  of  counfel  charges  the  Mod  High. 

Matter,  immortal  ?  and  fhall  fpirit  die  ? 
Above  the  nobler,  mail  lefs  noble  rife  ? 
Shall  man  alone,  for  whom  all  elfe  revives, 
No  refurrection  know?  fhall  man  alone, 
Imperial  man !   be  fown  in  barren  ground, 
Lefs  privileg'd  than  grain,  on  which  he  feeds  ? 
Is  man,  in  whom  alone  is  power  to  prize 
The  blifs  of  being,  or  with  previous  pain 
Deplore  its  period,  by  the  fpleen  of  fate 
Severely  doom'd  death's  fingle  unredeem'd? 


§  246.     night  vii.     Difcontent. 

Why  difcontent  for  everharbour'd  there? 
Incurable  confumption  of  our  peace! 
Refblve  me,  why,  the  cottager,  and  king, 
He  whom  fea-fever'd  realms  obey,  and  he 
Who  fteals  his  whole  dominion  from  the  wafte, 
Repelling  winter's  blaft,  with  mud  and  ftraw, 
Di/quieted  alike,  draw  iigh  for  figh, 
In  fate  fo  diftant,  in  complaint  fo  near. 

Is  it,  that  things  terreftrial  can't  content  ? 
Deep  in  rich  paflure,  will  thy  fiocks  complain? 
Not  fo  ;  but  to  their  mailer  is  deny'd 
To  fhare  their  fweet  ferene.     Man,  ill  at  eafe, 
In  this,  not  his  own  place,  this  foreign  field, 
Where  nature  fodders  him  with  other  food 
Than  was  ordain 'd  his  cravings  to  fu  trice, 
Poor  in  abundance,  famiih'd  at  a  fealt, 
Sighs  on  for  fomething  more,  when  moil  enjoy 'd. 
Is  heaven  then  kinder  to  thy  flocks,  than  thee  ? 
Not  fo;  thy  paflure  richer,  but  remote  ; 
In  part,  remote;  for  that  remoter  part 
Man  bleats  from  inllincl,tho',perhaps,debauch'd 
By  fenfe,  his  reaion  fleeps,  nor  dreams  the  caufe. 
The  caufe  how  obvious,  when  his  reafon  wakes ! 
His  grief  is  but  his  grandeur  in  difguife; 
And  difcontent  is  immortality. 

Shall  fons  of  asther,  fhall  the  blood  of  heav'n, 
Set  up  their  hopes  on  earth,  and  liable  here, 
With  brutal  acquiefcence  in  the  mire  ? 
No,  no,  my  friend  :  they  fhall  be  nobly  pain'd  ; 
The  glorious  foreigners  dillrefl,  fhall  figh 
On  thrones  ;  and  thou  congratulate  the  figh : 
Man's  mifery  declares  him  born  for  blifs; 
His  anxious  heart  afTerts  the  truth  I  fing. 
Our  heads,  our  hearts,  our  paflions,  and  our 
pow'rs, 
Speak  the  fame  language ;  call  us  to  the  fkies. 
Unripen'd  thefe  in  this  inclement  clime, 
Scarce  rife  above  conjecture,  and  miflake; 
And  for  this  land  of  trifles,  thofe  too  firong, 
Tumultuous  rife,  and  tempefl  human  life ; 
What  prize  on  earth  can  pay  us  for  the  iiorm  ? 
Meet  objects  for  our  pafiions  Heav'n  ordain'd, 
Obiects  that  challenge  all  their  fire,  and  leave 
X 


No  fault,  but  in  defect :  bleft  Heav'n  !  avert 

A  bounded  ardour  for  unbounded  blifs  ! 

O  for  a  blifs  unbounded !  far  beneath 

A  foul  immortal,  is  a  mortal  joy. 

Nor  are  our  powers  to  perifh  immature  j 

But,  after  feeble  effort  here  beneath, 

A  brighter  fun,  and  in  a  nobler  foil, 

Tranfplanted  from  this  fiiblunary  bed, 

Shall  flourilh  fair,  and  put  forth  all  their  bloom. 


§  247.     Reafon  and  Jnfi'intl. 

Reason  progreflive,  inflinct  is  complete; 
Swift     inflinct     leaps;     flow     reaion     feebly 

climbs. 
Brutes  foon  their  zenith  reach;  their  little  all 
Flows  in  at  once ;  in  ages  they  no  more 
Could  know,  or  do,  or  covet,  or  enjoy. 
Was  man  to  live  coeval  with  the  fun, 
The  patriarch-pupil  would  be  learning  flill ; 
Yet,  dying,  leave  his  lefton  half  unlearnt. 
Men  perifh  in  advance,  as  if  the  fun 
Should  fet  ere  noon,  in  eaflern  oceans  drown'd. 
To  man,  why,  ilepdame  nature,  i'o  fevere? 
Whythrownafide  thy in after-piece  half-wrought, 
While  meaner  efforts  thy  laft  hand  enjoy  ? 
Or,  if  abortively  poor  man  mult  die,      [dread? 
Nor  reach,  what  reach  he  might,  why  die  in 
Why  curft  with  forefight?  wife  to  mifery? 
Why  of  his  proud  prerogative  the  prey  r 
Why  lefs  pre-eminent  in  rank  than  pain  ?— » 
His  immortality  alone  can  tell, 
Full  ample  fund  to  balance  all  amifs, 
And  turn  the  fcale  in  favour  of  the  juft. 


§  248.     Human  Hope. 

His  immortality  alone  can  folve 
That  darkeft  or  asnigmas,  human  hope; 
Of  all  the  darkeft  if  at  death  we  die. 
Hope,  eager  hope,  th'  allafTin  of  our  joy> 
All  prefent  bleflings  treading  under  foot, 
Is  fcarce  a  milder  tyrant  than  defpair. 
With  no  pail  toils  content,  flill  planning  new> 
Hope  turns  us  o'er  to  death  alone  for  eafe. 
PoftefTion,  why  more  taftelefs  than  purfuit  ? 
Why  is  a  with  far  dearer  than  a  crown  ? 
That  wifh  accomplifh'd,  why  the  grave  of  blifs  ? 
Becaufe  in  the  great  future  bury'd  deep, 
Beyond  our  plans  of  empire,  and  renown, 
Lies  all  that  man  with  ardour  fhould  purfue; 
And  he  who  made  him,  bent  him  to  the  right. 
Man's  heart  th'  Almighty  to  the  future  feti 
By  fecret  and  inviolable  fprings  ; 
And  makes  his  hope  his  fublunary  joy. 
Man's  heart  eats  all  things, and  is  hungry  flill; 
"  More,  more,  the  glutton  cries :"  for  fomething 
So  rages  appetite,  if  man  can't  mount,       [new 
He  will  defcend.     He  ftarves  on  the  pofTeil. 
Hence  the  world's  mafler,  from  ambition's  fpire, 
In  Caprcaplung'd;  anddiv'd  beneath  the  brute, 
In  that  rank  fly  why  wallow'd  empire's  fon 
Supreme  r  Becaufe  he  could  no  higher  ily ; 
His  riot  was  ambition  in  defpair. 
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See  reftlefs  hope,  for  ever  on  the  wing ! 
High  perch 'd  o'er  ev'ry  thought  that  falcon  fits, 
To  fly  at  all  that  rifes  in  her  light  5 
And  hever  ftooping,  but  to  mount  again  ! 
Next  moment,  lhe  betrays  her  aim's  miftake, 
And  owns  her  quarry  lodg'd  beyond  the  grave. 

There  fhould  it  fail  us  fit  mult  fail  us  there, 
If  being  fails)  more  mournful  riddles  rife, 
And  virtue  vies  with  hope  in  myftery. 
Why  virtue?  Where  its  praife,  irs  being*  fled  ? 
Virtue  is  true  felf-intereft  purfu'd  ; 
What,  true  felf-int're't  of  quire  mortal  man  ? 
To  dole  with  all  that  makes  him  happy  here, 
If  vice  (as  fometimes)  is  our  friend  on  earth, 
Then  vice  is  virtue,  'tis  our  fov'reign  good. 

The  rigid  guardian  of  a  blamelefs  heart, 
So  long  rever'd,  fo  long  reputed  wife, 
Is  weak;  with  rr.nk  knight-errantries o'errun. 
Why  beats  thy  bofom  with  illulirious  dreams 
Of  gallant  enterprize.  and  glorious  death  ? 
Die  for  thy  country  ? — 'thou  romantic  fool ! 
Seize,  feize  the  plank  thyfelf;  and  let  her  link! 
Thy  country !  what  to  thee  ?  (I  fpeak  with  awe)  | 
The  godhead,  what?    tho'  he  fhould  bid  thee 
If,  with  thy  blood, thy  final  hope  is  fplit,[bleed 
Nor  can  Omnipotence  reward  thr»  blow, 
Be  deaf;  prefsrve  thy  being;  difobey. 


§  249.     T'be  MaJ fiefs  of  Infidelity . 
Since  virtue's  recompenfe  is  doubtful,  here, 
If  man  dies  wholiy,  well  may  we  demand, 
Why  is  man  fuffer'd  to  be  good  in  vain  ? 
Why  to  be  good  in  vain,  is  man  enjoin'd  ? 
Why  to  be  good  in  vain,  is  man  betray'd  ? 
Betray 'd  by  traitors  lodg'd  in  his  own  breaft, 
By  fweet  complacencies  from  virtue  felt? 
Why  whifpers  nature  lies  on  virtue's  part? 
Or  if  blind  inftincl  (which  aflumes  the  name 
Offacred  confeience)  plays  the  fool  in  man, 
Why  reafon  made  accomplice  in  the  cheat? 
Why  are  the  wifeft,  loudeft  in  her  praife  ? 
Can  man  by  reafon's  beam  be  led  aitray  ? 
Or,  at  his  peril,  imitate  his  God  ? 
Since  virtue  fometimes  ruins  us  on  earth, 
Or,  both  are-true,  or  man  furvivesthe  grave, 

Or  man  furvives  th&grave,  or  own,  Lorenzo, 
Thy  boa  ft  fupreme,  a  wild  abfurdity. 
Dauntlefs  thy  fpirit;  cowards  are  thy  fcori). 
Grant  man  immortal,  and  thy  fcorn  is  juft. 
The  man  immortal,  rationally  brave, 
Dares  rufh  on  death, — becaul'e  he  cannot  die. 
But  if  man  lofes  all,  when  life  is  loft, 
He  lives  a  coward,  or  a  fool  expires. 
A  daring  infidel  (and  luch  there  are, 
From  pride,  example,  lucre,  rage,  revenge, 
Or  pure  heroical  defeel  of  thought), 
Of  all  earth's  madmen,  moil  deferves  a  chain. 

When,  to  the  grave,  we  follow  the  renown'd 
For  valour,  virtue,  fcience,  all  we  love,    [beam 
And  all  we  praife ;  for  worth,  whofe  noontide 
Mends  our  ideas  of  ethereal  pow'rs; 
Dream  we,  that  luftre  of  the  moral  world 
Goes  out  in  ftench,  and  rottennefs  the  clofe  ? 
Why  was  he  wife  to  know,  and  warm  to  praife, 


And  ftrenuous  to  tranferibe,  in  human  life, 
The  mind  almighty  ?  could  it  be,  that  fate, 
Juft  when  the  lineaments  began  to  mine, [ever? 
Should  fnatch  the  draught,  and  blot  it  out  for 
Shall  we,  this  moment,  gaze  on  God  in  man? 
The  next,  lofe  man  for  ever  in  the  duft  ? 
From  duft  we  difengage,  or  man  miftakes  * 
And  there,  where  leaft  his  judgment  fears  a  flaw. 
Wifdom,  and  worth,  how  bold !y  he  commends ! 
Wifdom  and  worth  are  facred  names;  rever'd j 
Where  not  embrae'd ;  applauded  !  deify 'd  ! 
Why  not  compaflion'd  too  ?    If  fpirits  die, 
Both  are  calamities,  inflicted  both, 
To  nuke  us  but  more  wretched  ;  wifdom's  eye 
Acute,  for  what  ?  To  ipy  more  miferies ; 
And  worth,  fo  recompens'd,  new  points  theii* 

ftings  : 
Or  man  the  grave  furmounts,  or  gain  Is  lofs, 
And  worth  exalted  humbles  us  the  more. 
Were  then  capacities  divine  conferr'd, 
As  a  mock-diadem,  in  falvage-fport, 
Rank  infult  of  our  pompous  poverty,       [fair  ? 
Which  reaps  but  pain,  from  feeming  claims  fo 
In  future  age  lies  no  redrefs  ?  and  fhuts 
Eternity  the  door  on  our  complaint  ? 
If  fo,  for  what  ftrange  ends  were  mortals  made  ? 
The  worft  to  wallow*  aud  the  belt  to  weep. 
Can  we  conceive  adifregard  in  heaven, 
What  the  worft  perpetrate,  or  belt,  endure  ? 

This  cannot  be.    To  love,  and  know,  in  man 
Is  boimdlefs  appetite,  and  boundlefs  pow'r ; 
And  theie  demonftrate  boundlefs  objecls  too. 
Objects,  pow'rs,  appetites,  heav'n  fuits  in  allj 
Nor,  nature  thro',  e'er  violates  this  fweet* 
Eternal  concord,  on  her  tuneful  firing. 
Is  man  the  foie  exception  from  her  laws? 
Eternity  ftruck  off  from  human  hope, 
Man  is  a  monfter,  the  reproach  of  heav'n, 
A  ftain,  a  dark  impenetrable  cloud 
On  nature's  beauteous  afyeft ;  and  deforms, 
(Amazing  blot!)  deforms  her  with  her  lord. 

Or  own  the  foul  immortal,  or  invert 
All  order.     Go,  mcck-majefty  !  go,  man, 
And  bow  to  thy  fuperiors  of  the  Itall  j 
Thro*'  ev'ry  fcene of  fenfe  fuperiorfar:  [ftream 
They  graze  the  turfuntill'd;    they  drink  the 
Unbrew'd,  and  ever  full,  and  unimbitter'd 
With  doubts,  fears,  fruitlefs  hopes,  regrets,  de- 

fpairs, 
Mankind's  peculiar!  reafon's  precious  dow'r! 
No  foreign  clime  they  ranfack  for  their  robes, 
Nor  brothers  cite  to  the  litigious  bar : 
Their  good  is  gocd  entire,  unmixt,  unmarr'd  ; 
They  find  a  paradife  in  ev'ry  field, 
On  boughs  forbidden,  where  no  curfes  hang; 
Their  ill  no  more  than  ftrikes  the  fenfe,  un- 

ftretcht 
By  previous  dread  or  murmur  in  the  rear ; 
When  the  worft  comes,  it  comes  unfear'd;  on? 

ftroke 
Begins  and  ends  their  woe  :  they  die  but  once ; 
Bleft,  incommunicable  privilege !  [ltars, 

For  which  who  rules  the  globe,  and  reads  the 
philofopher,  or  here,  llghs  in  vain.. 
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Account  for  this  prerogative  in  brute*  : 
No  day,  no  glimpfe  of  day  to  folve  the  knot, 
But  what  beams  on  it  from  eternity. 
O  fole  and  fweet  folutkm. !  that  unites 
The  difficult,  and  foftens  the  fevere ; 
The  cloud  on  nature's  beauteous  face  difp'els  j 
Reflores  bright  order;  cafts  thebrute  beneath; 
And  re-inthrones  us  in  fupremacy* 
Of  joy,  ev'n  here,  admit  immortal  life, 
And  virtue  is  knight-errantry  no  more: 
Each  virtne  brings  in  hand  a  golden  dow'r, 
Far  richer  in  reverfion :  hope  exults ; 
And,  tho'  much  bitter  in  our  cup  is  thrown, 
Predominates,  and  gives  the  tafte  of  heav'n. 
O  wherefore  is  the  Deity  fo  kind  ? 
Hcav'n  our  reward — for  heav'n  enjoy 'd  below. 
Still  unfubdu'd  thy  ftubborn  heart  ?  For  there 
The  traitor  lurks,  who  doubts  the  truth  I  ling: 
Reafon  is  guiltlds ;  will  alone  rebels. 
What,  in  that  ftubborn  heart,  if  I  fhould  find 
New,  unexpected  witnefTes  againft  thee  ? 
Ambition,  and  the  fatelefs  lore  of  gain  I     [foul 
Canft  thou  fufpect  that  thefe,  which  make  the 
The   Have   of  earth,  mould  own  her   heir  of 

heav'n  ? 
Canft  thou  fufpect,  what  makes  us  difhelieve 
Our  immorality,  Ihould  prove  it  fure  ? 


Of  immortality.     The  firft  in  fame, 
Obferve  him  near,  your  envy  will  abate  : 
Sham'd  at  the  difproportion  vaft  between 
The  paftion,  and  the  purchafe,  he  w,ill  figh 
At  fuch  fuccefs,  and  blufh  at  his  renown : 
And  why  ?  becaufe  far  richer  prize  invites 
His  heart ;  far  more  illuftrious  glory  calls. 

And  can  ambition  a  fourth  proof  fupply? 
It  can,  and  ftronger  than  the  former  three. 
Tho'*  difappointments  in  ambition  pain, 
And  tho'*  fuccefs  difgufts,  yet  ftill  we  ftrive 
In  vain  to  pluck  it  from  us :  man  mult  foar  s 
An  obftinate  activity  within, 
An  infuppreffive  fpring  will  tofs  him  up, 
In  fpite  of  fortune's  load.     Not  kings  alone, 
Each  villager  has  his  ambition  too : 
No  Sultan  prouder  than  his  fetter'd  {lave: 
Slaves  build  their  little  Babylons  of  itraw, 
Echo  the  proud  AfTyrian,  in  their  hearts. 
And  cry, — t(  Behold  the  wonders  of  my  might!" 
And  why  ?  becaufe  immortal  as  their  lord  : 
And  fouls  immortal  muft  for  ever  heave 
At  fomething  great;  the  glitter,  or  the  gold; 
The  praife  of  mortals,  or  the  praife  of  heav'n. 


^  250.    Ambition  and  Fame. 
FiR-ST,  then,  ambition  fummon  to  the  bar: 
Ambition's  fhame,  extravagance,  difguft, 
And  inextinguifhable  nature,  fpeak: 
Each  much  depofes-;  hear  them  in  their  turn. 

Thy  foul  hesw  paffionately  fond  of  fame  ! 
How  anxious  that  fond  pallion  to  conceal ! 
We  bkifh  detected  in  defigns  on  praife, 
Tho1  for  beft  deeds,  and  from  the  beft  of  men  : 
And  why  ?  becaufe  immortal.     Art  divine 
Has  made  the  body  tutor  to  the  foul : 
Heav'n  kindly  gives  our  blood  a  moral  flow  ; 
Bids  its  afcend  the  glowing  cheek,  and  there 
Upbraid  that/little  heart's  inglorious  aim, 
Which  Hoops  to  court  a  character  from  man ; 
While  o'er  us,  in  tremendous  judgment,  fit 
Far  more  than  man,  with   endlefs  praife,  and 
blame. 
Ambition's  boundlefs  appetite  out-fpeaks 
The  verdict  of  its  fhame.    When  fouls  take  fire 
At  high  prefumptions  of  their  own  defert, 
One  age  is  poor  applaufe ;  the  mighty  fhout, 
The  thunder  by  the  living  few  begun, 

Late  time  muft  echo !  worlds  unborn  refound  ; 

We  wifh  our  names  eternally  to  live  :  [thought. 

Wild  dream  !  which  ne'er  had  haunted  human 

Had  not  our  natures  been  eternal  loo. 

Inftinct  points  out  an  int'reft  in  hereafter ; 

But  our  blind  reafon  fees  not  where  it  lies; 

Or,  feeing,  gives  the  fubftance  for  the  ihade. 
Fame  is -the  fliade  of  immortality, 

And  in  itfelf  a  ftiadow;  ibon  as  caught, 

Contemn'd  ;  it  {brinks  to  nothing  ta  the  grafp 

Confult  the  ambitious  ;  'tis  ambition's  cure. 

*'  And  is  this  all?"  cry'd  Cajfar  at  his  height, 
lifted.    This  third  proof  ambition  brings 


§  251.     Avarice. 

Thtjs  far  ambition.     What  fays  avarice  ? 
This  her  chief  maxim,  which  has  long  been 

thine, 
"  The  wife  and  wealthy  are  the  fame."   I  grant 
To  llore  up  treafure,  with  inceffant  toil,       [it. 
This  is  man's  province,  this  his  higheft  praife. 
To  this  great  end  keen  inftinct  flings  him  on ; 
To  guide  that  inftinct,  reafon !  is  thy  charge .; 
'Tis  thine  to  tell  us  where  true  treafure  lies: 
But  reafon  failing  to  difcharge  her  truft, 
A  blunder  follows,  and  blind  induftry, 
Overloading,  with  the  cares  of  diftant  age, 
The  jaded  fpirits  of  the  prefent  hour, 
Providing  for  eternity  below. 

Whence  inextinguifhable  thirft  of  gain  ? 
From  inextinguifhable  life  in  man  : 
Man,  if  not  meant  by  worth  to  reach  the  Ikies, 
Had  wanted  wing  to  fly  fo  far  in  guilt. 
Sour  grapes  I  grant  ambition,  avarice  ; 
Yet  ftill  their  root  is  immortality. 
Thefe  its  wild  growths  religion  can  reclaim, 
Refine,  exalt,  tnrow  down  their  pois'nous  lee, 
;  And  make  them  fparkle  in  the  bowl  of  blifs. 


§  252.     Addrcfi  to  Unbelievers. 
"  Know  all;  know  infidels,  unapt  to  know, 
'Tis  immortality  your  nature  fblves ; 
'Tis  immortality  decyphers  man, 
And  opens  all  the  myft'ries  of  his  make. 
Without  it  half  his  inftincts  are  a  riddle  : 
Without  it,  all  his  virtues  are  a  dream  : 
His  veiy  crimes  atteft  his  digniry ; 
His  fatelefs  appetite  of  gold,  and  fame, 
Declares 'him  born  for  bleffings  infinite. 
,  What,  lefs  than  infinite,  makes  tmabfurd 
Paflions,  which  all  on  earth  but  more  inflame? 
Fierce  paflions  fo  mifmcafur'd  to  this  fcene,' 

'  Stretch'd 
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Stretch'd  oat,  like  eagles  wings,beyond  our  neft, 
Far,  far,  beyond  the  worth  of  all  below. 
For  earth  too  large,  prefage  a  nobler  flight, 
And  evidence  our  title  to  the  ikies." 


§  253.     The  PaJJions. 

Ye  gentle  theologues,  of  calmer  kind"! 
Whole  conftitution  dictates  to  your  pen, 
Who,coldyourS"elves,thinkardorcomesfromhell! 
Think  not  our paflionsfrom corruption fprung, 
Tho'to  corruption  now  they  lend  their  wings: 
That  is  their  piiilrefs,  not  their  mother.     All 
(And  juftly)  reafon  deem  divine  :  I  fee, 
I  feel  a  grandeur  in  the  paSfions  too,         [end  ; 
Which  {peaks  their  high  defcent,  and  glorious 
"Which  Speaks  them  rays  of  an  eternal  fire. 
In  paradife  itfelf  they  burut  as  Strong, 
Ere  Adam  fell  ;  the  wifer  in  their  aim. 
What  tho'  our  paiTions  are  run  mad,  and  Hoop 
With  low  terrestrial  appetite,  to  graze    . 
On  trafh,  on  toys,  dethron'd  from  high  defire ; 
Yet  ftill,  thro1  their  difgrace,  no  feeble  ray 
■Of  greatnefs  Shines,  and  tells  us  whence  they  fell: 
But  thefe,  when  reafon  moderates  the  rein, 
Shall  re-afcend,  re-mount  their  former  fphere. 
But  grant  their  phrenzy  laltsj  their  phrenzy 
To  disappoint  one  providential  end  ;         [fails 
Was  reafon  iilent,  boundlefs  paflion  fpeaks 
A  future  fcene  of  boundlefs  objects  too, 
And  brings  glad  tidings  of  eternal  day. 
Eternal  day  !   'tis  that  enlightens  ail  $ 
And  all  by  that  enlighten'd,  proves  it  fure. 
Confider  man  as  an  immortal  being, 
Intelligible,  all ;  and  all  is  great: 
Confider  man  as  mortal,  all  is  dark, 
And  wretched  ;  reafon  weeps  at  the  furvey. 


§  254..  Procfs  of  Immortality.    Mart's  Happiness 
confijlsin  the  Hope  of  it. 

Much  has  been  urg'd;  and  doft  thou  call  for' 

more  \ 
Call  j  and  with  endlefs  queflions  be  diftreft, 
All  unrefolvabie,  if  earth  is  ali. 

"  Why  life,  a  moment;  infinite,  defire? 
Our  wifh  eternity  ;  our  home,  the  grave  ? 
Heaven's  promife  dormant  lies  in  human  hope, 
Who  wishes  life  immortal,  proves  it  too. 
Why  happinefs  purSu'd,  tho'  never  found  ? 
Man's  thirft  of  happinefs  declares  it  is, 
(For  nature  never  gravitates  to  nought;) 
That  thirft  unquencht  declares  it  is  not  here, 
Why  cordial  friendship  rivetted  fo  deep, 
As,  hearts  to  pierce  at  firil,  at  parting,  rend, 
If  friend  and  friendship  vanifh  in  an  hour? 
Is  net  this  torment  in  the  raaSk  of  joy  ? 
— Why  by  reflection  marr'd  the  joys  of  Senfe! 
Why  pait  and  future,  preying  on  our  hearts, 
And  putting  all  our  prefent  joys  to  death  ? 
Why  labours  reafon  ?  initinct  were  as  well; 
Initinct  far  better;  what  can  choofe,  can  err 3 
O  how  infallible  the  thoiuhtleis  brute  ! 
Reafon  with  inclination  why  at  war  ? 
Whyfenfe  of  guilt?  v.h^onfeience  up  in  arms  ?" 


Confcience  of  guilt,  is  prophecy  of  pain, 
And  bofom-counfel  to  decline  the  blow. 
Reafon  with  inclination  ne'er  had  jarr'd, 
If  nothing  future  paid  forbearance  here. 
Thus  on — thefe,  and  a  thouSand  pleas  uncall'd, 
All  promiie,  fome  in  fure,  a  fecond  fcene; 
Which,  was  it  doubtful,  would  be  dearer  far 
Than  all  things  elfe  molt  certain  ;  was  it  falfe, 
What  truth  on  earth  fo  precious  as  the  lie  ? 
This  world  it  gives  us,  let  what  will  enfue ; 
This  world  it  gives,  in  that  high  cordial,  hope; 
The  future  of  the  prefent  is  the  foul : 
How  this  life  groans,  when  lever'd  from  the  nextl 
Poor,  mutilated  wretch,  that  disbelieves  > 
By  dark  diitruit  his  being  cut  in  two, 
In  both  part  perifhes  ;  life  void  of  joy, 
Sad  prelude  of  eternity  in  pain  ! 


life 


§  255.     Mifery  of  Unbelief 

Couldst  thou  perfuade  me,  the  next 

would  fail 
Our  ardent  wifhes  ;  how  Should  I  pour  out 
My  bleeding  heart  in  anguish,  new,  as  deep ! 
Oh !  with  what  thoughts,  thy  hope,  and  my  de- 
Abhorr'd  Annihilation  Mails  the  foul,    [ipair, 
And  y/ide  extends  the  bounds  of  human  woe  I 
In  this  black  channel  would  my  ravings  run : 
"  Grief  from  the  future  borrow'd  peace,  ere 

while 
The  future  vanifh'd  !  and  the  prefent  pain'd  ! 
Fall,  how  profound  !  hurl'd  headlong,  hurl'd  at 

once 
To  night !  to  nothing!  darker  ftill  than  night. 
It  'twas  a  dream,  why  wake  me,  my  worft  toe  ? 
O  for  delufion  !  O  for  error  ftill !  [plant 

Could  vengeance  ftrike  much  Stronger  than  to 
A  thinking  being  in  a  world  like  this, 
Not  over  rich  before,  nowbeggar'd  quite; 
More  curft  than  at  the  Fall  ?  The  fun  goes  out! 
The  thorns  Shoot  up !    what  thorns  in  ev'ry 

thought ! 
Why  fenfe  of  better  ?  it  imbitters  worfe: 
Why  fenfe  ?  why  life  ?  if  but  to  Sigh,  then  fink 
To  what  I  was  ?  twice  nothing !  and  much  woe! 
Woe,  from  heaven's  bounties  !  woe,  from  what 

was  wont 
To  flatter  molt,  high  intellectual  pow'rs. 

"  Thought,  virtue,  knowledge  !  blefiings,  by 

thy  fcheme, 
All  poifon'd  into  pains.  Firft,  knowledge,  once 
My  foul's  ambition,  now  her  greateft  dread . 
To  know  my  Self,  true  wisdom  ? — no,  to  ih.  :. 
That  Shocking  fcience,  patent  of  defpai; . 
Avert  thy  mirror;  if  I  fee,  I  die. 

"  Know  my  Creator  ?  Climb  his  bleft  at 
By  painful  fpec illation,  pierce  the  veil, 
Dive  in  his  nature,  read  his  attributes, 
And  gaze  in  admiration — on  a  foe, 
Obtruding  life,  withholding  happinefs  ? 
From  the  full  rivers  that  furround  his  throne, 
Not  letting  fall  one  drop  of  joy  on  man  j 
Man  gafping  for  one  drop,  that  he  might  ceafe 
To  curie  his  birth,  nor  envy  reptiles  more  I 
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Ye  fable  clouds',  ye  darkeft  ihades  of  night! 
Hide  him,  for  ever  hide  him,  from  my  thought, 
Once  all  my  comfort;  fourca  and  foul  of  joy ! 

"  Know  his  achievements!  ftudy  his  renown! 
Contemplate  this  amazing  univerle, 
Dropt  from  his  hand,  with  miracles  replete!— 
(-"or  what  ?  'Mid  miracles  of  nobler  mine, 
To  find  one  miracle  of  mifery  ! 
To  find  the  being,  which  alone  can  know, 
And  praile  his  works,  a  blemifh  on  his  praife  ? 
Thro' nature's  ample  range,  in  thought  to  {tray 
And  ffart  at  man,  the  iingle  mourner  there, 
Breathing  high  hope  !  chain'd  down  to  pangs, 
and  death ! 

"Knowing is  futrring:  and  (hall  virtue fhare 
The  n>h  of  knowledge  ?  virtue  (hares  the  figh. 
My  llrainingup  the  iieep  of  excellent, 
V>y  battles  fought,  and  from  temptation  won, 
What  gains  me,  but  the  pang  of  feeing  worth, 
Angelic  worth,  foon,  muffled  in  the  dark 
With  ev'ry  vice,  and  fwept  to  brutal  dull  ? 

"Duty;  Religion!  thefe,  our  duty  done, 
Imply  reward.     Religion  is  miitake  : 
Duty  ?  there's  none,  but  to  repel  the  cheat. 
Ye  cheats !  away ;  ye  daughters  of  my  pride ! 
Who  feign  yourfelves  the  fav'rites  of  the  Ikies  : 
Ye  tow'ring  hopes  !  abortive  energies  ! 
That  toft  and  ftruggle  in  my  lying  brcaft, 
To  fcale  the  fkies,  and  build  preemption  there, 
As  I  were  heir  of  eternity; 
Vain,  vain  ambitions !  trouble  me  no  more. 
As  bounded  as  my  beina:,  be  my  wiili. 
All  is  inverted,  wifdom  is  a  fool  -. 
Senfe !  take  the  rein  ;  blind  palTion  !  drive  us  on  ; 
And,  ignorance  !  befriend  us  on  our  way; 
Yes  ;  give  the  pulfe  full  empire;  live  the  brute, 
Since,  as  the  brute,  we  dies  the  turn  of  man, 
Of  godlike  man !  to  revel,  and  to  rot. 

"  But  not  on  equal  terms  with  other  brutes: 
Their  revels  a  more  poignant  reliih  yield, 
Andfafertoo,  they  never  poifonschoofe.  [meals, 
Inffinct,  than  reafon,  makes  more  wholfbme 
And  fends  all-marring  murmur  far  away. 
For  fenfual  life  they  belt  philosophize; 
Theirs,  that  ferene,  the  fages  fought  in  vain  : 
'Tis  man  alone  expoitulates  with  heav.'n, 
His,  all  the  pow'r,  and  all  the  caufe  to  mourn. 
Shall  human  eyes  alone  diflblve  in  tears  ? 
And  bleed,  in  anguhh,  none  but  human  hearts? 
The  wide-itretcht  realm  of  intellectual  woe, 
Surpaifing  fenfual  far,  is  all  our  own. 
In  life  fo  fatally  diitinguiuYd,  why 
Call  in  one  lot,  confounded,  lumpt.  in  death  ? 

"  And  why  then  have  we  thought?  To  toil  an! 
eat,  [thought. 

Then  make  our    bed    in  darknefs,    needs  no 
What  fuperfluities  are  reas'ning  fowls  ! 
Oh  give  eternity  !  or  thought  deflroy. — 
But  without  thought  our  curie  were  half  unfelt ! 
Irs  blunted  edge  would fpa re  the  throbbingheart; 
And  therefore  tis  belfow'd.  1  thank  thee,  reafon, 
aiding  life's  too  fmall  calamities, 
..nd  giviwg  being  to  the  dread  of  death. 
Such  are  thy  bounties  1 — Was  it  then  too  much 


For  me,  to  trefpafs  on  the  brutal  rights  ? 
Too  much  for  heav'n  to  make  one  emmet  more? 
Too  much  for  chaos  to  permit  my  mafs 
A  longer  (lay  with  eifences  unwrought, 
Unfafhion'd,  untormented  into  man  ? 
Wretched  preferment  to  this  round  of  pains  ' 
Wretched  capacity  of  phrenfy,  thought! 
Wretched  capacity  of  dying,  life  ! 
Life,tliought, worth, wifdom,all  (oh  foul  revolt !) 
Once  friends  to  peace,  gone  over  to  the  foe. 

"  Death  then  has  changM  its  nature  too;    O 
death, 
Come  to  my  bofom,  thou  beft  gift  of  heav'n  ! 
Beit  friend  of  man  1  iince  man  is  mail  no  more. 
Why  in  this  thorny  wilderjrieis  fo  long, 
Since  there's  no  promis'd  land's  ambroiial  bow'r? 
But  why  this  fumptuous  infult  o'er  our  heads  ? 
Why  this  illuftrious  canopy  di'fplay'd  ? 
Why  fo  niagmficently  lodgM  deipair? 
At  Itated  period;-;  lure  returning,  roll, 
Thefe  glorious  orbs,  that  mortals  may  compute 
Their  length  of  labours,  and  of  pains  ;  nor  lofe 
Theirmifery's  full  meafurer— fmiles  with  flow  Ys, 
And  fruits  promifcuous,  ever-teeming  earth, 
That  man  maylangui/h  in  luxurious  fcenes, 
And  in  an  Eqen  mourn  his  with'ring  joys  ? 
Claim  earth  and  fleies  man's  admiration,  due- 
For  fuch  delights !  bleft  animals !  too  wife 
To  wonder  ;  and  too  happy  to  complain  ! 

"Our  doom  decreed  demands  amonrnfulfcenej 
Why  not  a  dungeon  dark  for  the  condemn'd  ? 
Why  not  the  dragon's  fubterranean  den, 
For  man  to  howl  in  ?  why  not  his  abode 
Of  the  lame  dihnal  colour  with  his  fate  ? 
A  Thebes,  a  Babylon,  at  vafr.  expence 
Of  time,  toil,  treafure,  art,  for  owls  and  adcters, 
As  congruous,  as,  for  man,  this  lofty  dome 
Which  prompts  proud  thought.and  kindles  high 

del  ire, 
If  from  her  humble  chamber  in  the  duft,  [flames, 
While  proud  though!  Iwells,  and  high  deiirein* 
The  poor  worm  calls  us  for  her  inmares  there  ; 
And  round  us  death's  inexorable" hand 
Draws  the  dark  curtain  dole  ;  undrawn  no  more. 

"Undrawn  no  more  ?  behind   the  cloud  of 
Once  I  beheld  a  fun  ;  a  fun  which  gilt     (death, 
That  fable  cloud,  and  turn'd  it  all  to  gold  : 
How  the  grave's  altered  !  fathomlefs  as  hell ! 
Annihilation  !  how  it  yawns  before  me  ! 
Next  moment  I  may  drop  from  thought,  from 
The  privHege  of  angels,  and  of  worms,    [lenle, 
An  outcaft  from  exiiience'   and  this  fpirit, 
This  ail-pervading,  this  all-conicious  ibul, 
This  particle  oi  energy  divine, 
Which  travels  nature,  Hies  from  fbr  to  ftar, 
And  vilits  gods,  and  emulates  their  pow'rs, 
Forever  is  extinguhh'd.     Horror!  death  ! 
Death  of  that  death  I  fearleis  once  furvey'd, 
When  horror  universal  (hall  delcend, 
And  heaven's  dark  concave  urn  all  human  race, 
On  that  enormous,  unrefunding  tomb, 
How  juit  this  verih  !  this  monumental  ngh  ! 

Beneath  the  lumber  of demolijb' d ivvUs, 

Of  matter,  never  dignij'/d  wuB  life. 

Here 
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Here  lie  proud  rational* ;  ibe  Jons  of heaSn  ! 
The  l:>rds  of  earth !  the  property  of  -worms  ! 
Beings  ofyejhrday,  an./  nit  lo-morroiu  ! 
H'ko  li-vdin  terror,  and  in  pangs  expird."'' 

And  art  th-m  then  a  ihadowrlefs  than  in  idowr 
A  nothing?  lefs  thin  nothing?  To  have  been, 
And  not  to  be,  is  lower  than  unborn. 
Art  thou  ambitious?  why  then  make  the  worm 
Thine  equal  ?  runs-thy  talte  of  pleafure  high  ? 
Why  patronise  lure  death  of  every  joy  ? 
Charm*  riches  ?  why  choofe  begg'ry  in  the  grave, 
Of  ey'ry  hope  a  bankrupt!  and  for  ever  ? 
Dnr'ittnou per Gft?  Andis  there  noughton  earth 
Bur  a  Ion;;  train  oftraniitory  forms, 
Kiting,  and  breaking,  millions  in  an  hour  ? 
Bu  mles  of  a  fa  ntaltic  lord,  blown  up 
In  fportj  and  then  in  cruelty  deltr-oy'd  ? 
Oh  !  for  what  crime,  unmerciful  Lorenzo, 
Deftrays  thy  fcheme  the  whole  of  hum  in  race? 
Kind  is  fell  Lucifer compar'if  to  thee: 
Oil  !    (pare  this  wafte  of  being  half  divine  ; 
And  vindicate  th'  ceconomy  oi  heav'n. 


\  256.    The    Annihilation    of  Man,    incom- 
patible nvrtb  the  Gcodnej's  of  God. 
Heav'n  is  all  love;  ail  joy  in  givingjoy; 
It  never  had  created,  but  to  biefs  ; 
And  (hall  it  then  ftrike  off  the  lift  of  life, 
A  being  hieit,    or  worthy  lb  to  be  ? 
Heav'n  ftarts  :it  an  annihilating  God. 


Where  nought  fubftantial,  but  our  mifery  I 
A  world,  where  dask,  mylterious  vanity 
Of  good  and  iil  the  diftant  colours  blends, 
Confounds  all  reaibn,  and  all  hope  deflroys  j 
A  world  fo  far  from  great  (and  yet  how  great 
It  Ihiiifs  to  thee  !)  there's  nothing  real  in  it ; 
Being,  a  lhadow  !   conlcioufr.efs,  a  dream  ! 
A  dream  how  dreadful  !  universal  blank 
Before  it,  and  behind!  poor  man  a  fpark 
From  non-exiltence  itruck  by  wrath  divine, 
Glut 'ring  a  moment,  nor  that  moment  lure, 
'Mid it  upper,  nether,  and  furrounding  nigjit7 
His  lad,  fure,  fudden,  and  eternal  tornb. 


§  259.    The  World  a  Sjjhm  of  Theology, 

The  Ikies  above  proclaim  immortal  man, 
And  man  immortal  all  below  refounds. 
The  world's  a  iyitem  of  theology, 
Read  by  the  greateft  it  rangers  to  the  fchools, 
If  honelt,  learn 'd ;  and  fages  o'er  a  plough. 
What  then  is  unbelief?  'tis  an  exploit : 
A  ttrenuous  enterprife  :  to  gain  it,  man 
Mult  burlt  thro'  ev'ry  bar  of  common  ienCct 
Of  common  ihame,  magnanimously  wrong  j 
And  what  rewards  the  iturdy  combatant  ? 
His  prize,  repentance  ;    infamy,  his  crown. 


$2*7.  The  Guilty  alone  n.vifhfor  Annihilation. 
Is  that,  ail  nature  ftarts  at,  thy  deli  re  ? 
Art  inch  a  clod  to  wi/h  thy 'e if  ail  clay? 
What  is  that  dreadful  wiih  ? — :he  dying  grcan 
Of  nature  murder'd  by  the  bfctkeft  guilt*. 
What  deadly  poifbn  has  thy  nature  drank? 
To  nature  undebiuch'd  no  fhock  fo  great  j 
Natu  -e's  firft  with  is  endlel's  happinefs  j 
Annihilation  is  an  after-thought, 
A  mo  nitrous  wiih,  unborn,  till  virtue  dies. 
And  oh  !  what  depth  ot  horror  lies  inclos'd  ! 
For  non-exiitencc  r.o  man  ever  wifh'd, 
But  tint  he  wilh'd  the  De  v'd. 


§  258.  No fpiriiual  Siibftaace ■annihilated. 
Think'st  thou  omnipotence  a  naked  root, 
Each  bloiiom  fair  of  Deity  d^ltrev'd  ? 
Nothing  is  dead  i  nay,  nothing  fieeps;  each  foul 
That  ever  animated  human  clay, 
Now  wakes  j  is  on  the  wing:  and  when  the  call 
Of  that  loud  trump  collects  us  round  heav'n's 
Conglob'd  we  batk  in  everialting  day.  [throne, 
How  bright  this  profpect  ihines !  how  gloomy 
thine  ! 
A  trembling  world!  and  a  devouring  God  ! 
Earth,  but  the  ihambies  of  omnipotence! 
Heaven's  face  all  itain'd  with  cauielefsmalfacres 
Of  countlefs  millions,  born  to  feel  the  pang 
Of  b,eing  loft.     Lorenzo,  can  it  be  ! 
This  bids  us  fhudder  at  the  thoughts  of  life. 


§  260.    Virtue  the  Fruit  of  Immortality, 
The  virtue--  grow  on  immortality; 
That  root  deltroy'd,  they  wither  and  expire, 
A  Deity  beiiev'd  will  nought  avail  ; 
Rewards  and  puniihments  make  Gr»d  adord  j 
And  hopes  and  fears  give  conic ience  all  her 
As  in  the  dying  parent  dies  the  child,  [pow'f, 
Virtue  with  immortality  expires. 
Who  tells  me  he  denies  his  foul  immortal, 
Whate'er  his  boalt,  has  told  me,  he's  a  knave. 
His  duty,  'tis  to  love  himfelf  alone, 
\or  care,  tho'  mankind  periih,  if  he  fmiles.  [are 
And  are  there  fuch  ? — Such  candidates  there 
For  more  than  death  j  for  utter  lofs  of  being; 
Is  it  in  words  to  paint  you?  O  ye  fall'n ! 
Fall'n  from  the  wings  of  reafon,   and  of  hope  ! 
F.rcJr  ;n  uature.  prone  in  appetite  ! 
Patrons  of  plea  fure,  polling  into  pain  ! 
Boaiters  of  liberty,  fuit-bound  in  chains! 
More  ienielefs  than  th'  irrationals  you  icorn  ! 
Far  more  undone !  O  ye  molt  infamous 
Of  beings,  from  iuperior  dignity  ! 
And  are  you,  too,  convine'd,  your  fouls  fly  off 
In  exhalation  foft,  and  die  in  air, 
From  the  full  flood  of  evidence  againft  you  ? 
In  the  coun'e  drudgeries,  and  links  of  fenfe, 
Your  fouls  have  quite  worn  out  the  make  of 

heav'n 
By  vice  new-caft,  and  creatures  of  your  own. 


§  261.     Iree-thinking. 

This  is  free-thinking.  unconfinM  to  parts, 
To  fend  the  foul,  on  curious  travel  bent, 


Thro'  all  the  rrovinces  of  human  thought. 
Who  would  be  born  to  fuch  a  phantom  world. !  To  dart  her  fl'ght,thro'  the  whole  fphere  of  man; 
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To  look  on  truth  unbroken,  and  entire ; 
Truth  in  the  fyftem,  the  full  orb;  where  truths 
By  truths  enlighten ""d,  and  fultain'd,  afford 
An  arch-like,  ftrong  foundation,  to  fupport 
Th'  incumbent  weight  of  abfolute,  complete 
Conviction ;  here,  the  more  we  prefs,  we  ftand 
More. firm  ;  who  moft  examine,  raoft  believe. 
Parts,  like  half  fentences,  confound  ;  the  whole 
Conveys  the  fenfe,  and  God  is  underflood; 
Who  not  in  fragments  writes  to  human  race  ; 
Read  his  whole  volume,  fceptic  !  then,  reply. 
This,  this  is  thinking  free,  a  thought  that 

grafps 
Beyond  a  grain,  and  looks  beyond  an  hour. 
Turnup  thineeyes,  furvey  this  midnight  fcene; 
What  are  earth's  kingdoms  to  yon  boundlefs  orbs 
Of  human  fouls,  one  day,  the  deftin'd  range  ? 
And  what  yon  b'oundlefs  orbs  to  godlike  man  ? 
Thofenumerousworldsthatthrongthefirmament. 
■And  afk  more  fpace  in  heaven,  can  roll  at  large 
In  man's  capacious  thought,  and  ftill leave  room 
For  ampler  orbs,  for  new  creations,  there. 
Can  fuch  a  foul  contract  itfelf,  to  gripe 
A  point  of  no  dimenfion,  of  no  weight  ? 
.It  can  ;  it  does  :  the  world  is  fuch  a  point, 
And  of  that  point  how  fmall  a  part  enflaves. 
How  fmall  a  part — of  nothing,  fnall  I  fay  ? 
Why  not  ? — friends,  our  chief  treafure  ?   how 

they  drop  ? 
How  the  world  falls  to  pieces  round  about  us, 
And  leaves  us  in  a  ruin  of  our  joy  ! 
What  fays  this  tranfportation  of  my  friends  ? 
It  bids  me  love  the  place  where  now  they  dwell, 
And  fcorn  this  wretched  fpot,  they  leave  fo  poor. 
Eternity's  vaft  ocean  lies  before  thee ; 
Give  thy  mind  fea-room;  keep  it  wide  of  earth, 
That  rock  of  fouls  immortal ;  cut  thy  cord ; 
Weighanchor;  fpread  thy  fails;  call  ev'ry  wind 
Eye  thy  great  Pole-ftar:  make  the  lartd  of  life, 


§  2^2.     Rational  and  Animal  Life. 
Two  kinds  of  life  has  double-natur'd  man, 
And  two  of  death  ;  the  laft  far  more  fevere. 
Life  animal  is  nuriur'd  by  the  fun  ; 
Thrives  on  its  bounties,  triumphs  in  its  beams. 
Life  rational  fub  lifts  on  higher  food, 
Triumphant  in  his  beams  who  made  the  day. 
When  we  leave  that  fun,  and  are  left  by  this, 
(The  fate  of  all  who  die  in  ftubborn  guilt) 
'Tis  utter  darknefs ;  ftrictly,  double  death. 
We  fink  by  no  judicial  ftroke  of  heav'n, 
But  nature's  conrfe;  as  fure  as  plummets  fall. 
If  then  that  double  death  mould  prove  thy  lot, 
Blame  not  the  bowels  of  the  Deity  : 
Man  fhall  be  bkft,  as  far  as  man  permits. 
Not  man  alone,  all  rationals  heav'n  arms 
With  an  illuftrious,   but  tremendous,  pow'r, 
To  counteract  its  own  moft  gracious  ends  : 
And  this,  of  Uriel  necefhty,  not  choice. 
That  pow'r  deny'd,  men,  angels,  were  no  more 
But  parfive  engines,  void  of  praife,  or  blame. 
A  nature  rational  implies  the  pow'r 
Of  being  bleft,  or  wretched,  as  we  pltafe; 
Elfe  idle  reafon  would  have  nought  to  do  j 


And  he  that  would  be  barr'd  capacity 

Of  pain,  courts  incapacity  of  blifs. 

Heav'n  wills  our  happinefs,  allows  our  doom  j 

Invites  us  ardently;  but  not  compels ; 

Man  falls  by  man,  if  finally  he  falls  ; 

And  fall  he  muft,  who  learns  from  death  alone 

The  dreadful  fecret, — that  he  lives  for  ever. 

Why  this  to  thee  ?  thee  yet  perhaps  in  doubt 
Of  fecondlife:  but  wherefore  doubtful  itill  ? 
Eternal  life  is  nature's  ardent  wi(h: 
What  ardently  we  wifh,  we  foon  believe: 
Thy  tardy  faith  declares  that  wifh  deftroy'ds 
What  has  deftroy'd  it  ? — fhall  I  tell  thee,  what? 
When  fear'd  the  future,  'tis  no  longer  wiiVd, 
And  when  unwifh'd,  we  ftrive  to  diibelieve* 


§  263.     The  Go/pel. 
Instead  of  racking  fancy,  to  refute, 
Reform  thy  manners,  and  the  truth  enjoy.-— 
From  purer  manners,  to  fublimer  faith, 
Is  nature's  unavoidable  afcent ; 
An  honeft  deift,  where  the  gofpel  mines, 
Matur'd  to  nobler,  in  the  Chriflian  ends. 
When  that  bleft  change  arrives ;  e'en  call  afide 
This  fong  fuperfluous;  life  immortal  ftrikes. 
Conviction,  in  a  flood  of  light  divine. 
A  Chriilian  dwells,  like  Uriel  in  the  fun:. 
Meridian  evidence  puts  doubt  to  flight; 
And  ardent  hope  anticipates  the  fkies. 
Read,  and  revere  the  iacred  page;  a  page 
Where  triumphs  immortality  ;  a  page 
Which  not  the  whole  creation  could  produce^. 
Which  not  the  conflagration  fhall  deitroy; 
In  nature's  ruins  not  one  letter  loft : 
'Tis  printed  in  the  minds  of  gods  for  ever. 


§  264.    The   Myftery  of  a  Future  State,  no 

Argument  again jl  it. 

Still  feems  it  ftrange,  that  thou  fhouldft  live 

for  ever  ? 
Is  it  lefs  ftrange,  that  thou  fhouldft  live  at  all  ? 
This  is  a  miracle  ;  and  that  no  more. 
Who  gave  beginning,  can  exclude  an  end ; 
Deny  thou  art,  then,  doubt  if  thou  fhalt  be. 
A  miracle,  with  miracles  inclos'd, 
Is  man  !  and  ftarts  his  faith  at  what  is  ftrange?- 
What  lefs  than  wonders  from  the  wonderful  ? 
What  lefs  than  miracles  from  God  can  flow  ? 
Admit  a  God, — that  myftery  fupreme  ! 
That  caufe  uncaus'd  !   all  other  wonders  ceafe  j 
Nothing  is  marvellous  for  him  to  do: 
Deny  him— -all  is  myftery  befides. 
We  nothing  know,  but  what  is  marvellous : 
Yet  what  is  marvellous,  we  can't  believe. 
So  weak  our  reafon,  and  fo  great  our  God, 
What  moft  furprifes  in  the  iacred  page, 
Or  full  as  ftrange,  or  ftranger,  muft  be  true. 
Faith  is  not  reafon's  labour,  but  repofe. 


§  265.    Hope. 
Hope,  of  all  paflions,  moft  befriends  us  here; 
Joy   has    her    tears  ;    and    tranfport    has   her 
death  j 
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Hope,  like  a  cordial,  innocent,  tho'  ftrong, 
Mar/ .j  heart,  at  once,  inipirits  andferenes; 
Nor  makes  him  pay  his  wildom  for  his  joys; 
'Pis  all  our  preient  Itate  can  lately  bear, 
Health  to  the  frame  !  and  vigour  to  the  mind  ! 
And  to  the  modeft  eye  chaftis'd  delight! 
Like  the  fair  fummer-evening.  mild,  andfweet! 
'Tis  man's  full  cup;  his  paradife  below  ! 


§  266.     night  viii.  Worldly  Purfults. 
On  life's  gay  ftage,  one  inch  above  the  grave, 
The  proud  run  up  and  down  in  quell  of  eyes  : 
The  lenfual,  in  purfuit  of  fometh'mg  worle  ; 
The  grave,  of  gold  ;  the  politic,  of  pow'r  j 
And  all,  of  other  butterflies,  as  vain. 
As  eddies  draw  things  frivolous,  and  light, 
How  is  man's  heart  by  vanity  drawn  in  ; 
On  the  fwift  circle  of  returning  toys, 
Whirl'd,  itraw-like,  round  and  round,  and  then 

ingulph'd, 
Where  gay  delulion  darkens  to  defpair  1 


They  ftill  are  men  ;  and  when  is  man  fecure  ? 
As  fatal  time  as  itorm  !  the  rulh  of  years 
Beats  down  their   itrength :  their  numberlefs 

efcapes 
In  ruin  end  r  and  now  their  proud  fuccefs 
But  plants  new  terrors  on  the  vigor's  brow : 
What  pain  to  quit  the  world  juft  made  their  own, 
Their  nefl  lb  deeply  down'd,  and  built  fohigh  ! 
Too  low  they  build,  who  build  beneath  the  iters. 


§  267.  Human  Life  compared  to  the  Ocean, 

Ocean  !  thou  dreadful  and  tumultuous  home 
Of  dangers,  at  eternal  war  with  man ! 
Death's  capital !  where  moft  he  domineers, 
With  all  his  chofen  terrors  frowning  round, 
Tho'  lately  feafted  high  at  Albion's  coft, 
Wide  op'ning,  and  loud  roaring  ftill  for  more  ! 
Too  faithful  mirror  !  how  doll  thou  refleci 
The  melancholy  face  of  human  life ! 
The  itrong  refemblance  tempts  me  farther  ftill : 
And,  haply,  Britain  may  be  deeper  ftruck 
By  moral  truth,  in  fuch  a  mirror  feen, 
Which  nature  holds  forever  at  her  eye. 

Self-flatter'd,  unexperiene'd,  high  in  hope, 
When  young,  with  fanguine  cheer  and  ftreamers 
We  cut  our  cable,  launch  into  the  world,  [gay, 
And  fondly  dream  each  wind  and  ftar  our  friend; 
All  in  fome  darling  enterprife  embark'd: 
But  where  is  he  can  fathom  its  event  ? 
Amid  a  multitude  of  artlefs  hands, 
Ruin's  fure  perquillte  !  her  lawful  prize  i 
Some  fteer  aright:  but  the  black  blaft  blows  hard, 
And  puffs,  them  wide  of  hope:   with  hearts  of 

proof 
Full  againir  wind,  and  tide,  fome  win  their  way; 
And  when  ftrong  effort  has  deferv'd  the  port, 
And  tugg'd  it  into  view,  tis  won !  'tis  loll ! 
They  ftrike;  and,  while  they  triumph,   they 

expire. 
In  ftrefs  of  weather,  moft :  fome  fink  outright ; 
O'er  them  and  o'er  their  names  the  billows  ciofe; 
To-morrow  knows  not  they  were  ever  born  : 
Others  a  fliort  memorial  leave  behind  j 
Like  a  flag  floating,  when  the  bark's  ingulph'd, 
It  floats  a  moment,  and  is  {ten  no  more ; 
One  Ciefar  lives,  a  thou'and  are  forgot. 
How  few  beneath  aufpicious  planets  born, 
With  f welling  fails  make  good  the  promis'd  port. 
With  all  their  wi'hes  freighted  !  Yet  even  thefe, 


§  268.     The  Love  of  Dijlinclion. 
Ambition  !  plea  fure  !  let  us  talk  of  thefe : 
Dolt  grafp  at  greatnefs  ?  firft  know  what  it  is  : 
Think'ft  thou  thy  greatnefs  in  diftin&ion  lies  ? 
Not  in  the  f.ather,  wave  it  e'er  fo  high, 
Is  glory  lodg'd  :  'tis  lodg'd  in  the  reverfe ; 
In  that  which  joins,  in  that  which  equals  all, 
The  monarch,  and  his  Have — "  A  deathlefs  foul, 
Unbounded  prolpe6t,  and  immortal  kin, 
A  father  God,  and  brothers  in  the  Ikies  !" 

We  wifely  ft  rip  the  fteed  we  mean  to  buy  : 
Judge  we,  in  their  caparifons,  of  men  ? 
It  nought  avails  thee,  where,  but  what  thou  art; 
All  the  distinctions  of  this  little  life 
Are  quite  cutaneous,  foreign  to  the  man-,  [creep, 
Whenthro'death'sftreightsearth'sfubtileferpents 
Which  wriggle  into  wealth,  or  climb  renown, 
They  leave  their  party  colour'd  robe  behind, 
All  that  now  glitters,  while  they  rear  aloft 
Their  brazen  crefts,  and  hifs  at  us  below : 
How  mean  that  lhuff  of  glory  fortune  lights, 
And  death  puts  out !  dolt  thou  demand  a  tell. 
A  teft  at  once  infallible  and  fliort, 
Of  real  greatnds  ?  that  man  greatly  lives, 
Whate'er  his  fate  or  fame,  who  greatly  dies  : 
High  flulh'd  w'th   hope,  where  heroes   fliall 
defpair. 


§  269.     Pleafure. 
Though  fomewhat  difconcerted,  fteady  ftill 
To  the  world's  cauie,  with  half  a  face  of  joy, 
Lorenzo  cries,  "  Be,  then,  ambition  caft  ; 
Ambition's  dearer  far  ftands  unimpeach'd, 
Gay  pleafure  !  proud  ambition  is  her  Have  : 
Who  can   refiit  her  charms  ?"— Or,  fhould  ? 

Lorenzo ! 
What  mortal  lhall  refift,  where  angels  yield  ? 
Pleasure's  the  miftrefs  of  etherial  pow'rs  j 
Pleafure's  the  miftrefs  of  the  world  below: 
How  would  all  ftagnate,  but  for  pleafure's  ray? 
What  is  the  pulfe  of  this  fo  bufy  world  ? 
The  love  of  pleafure:  that,  through  ev'ry  vein, 
Throws  motion,  warmth}    and  fhuts  out  death 

from  life. 
Tho'  various  are  the  tempers  of  mankind, 
Pleafure's  gay  family  holds  all  in  chains. 
Some  moft  affect  the  black  ;  and  fome  the  fair  i 
whate'er  the  motive,  pleafure  is  the  mark : 
For  her  the  black  afiaihn  draws  his  fword; 
Forher,dark  ftatefmen  trim  theirmidnight-lamp, 
To  which  no  Angle  facrifice  may  fall ; 


The  Stoic  proud,  for  pleafure,  pleafure  fcorn'dj 
Fre  ghted  with  all  their  wilhes,  fbem  complain r|  For  her,  affliction's  daughters  grief  indulge, 
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And  find,  or  hope,  a  luxury  in  tears  i 
For  her,  guilt,  fhame,  toil,  danger,  we  defy, 
And,  with  an  aim  voluptuous,  rufh  on  death : 
Thus  universal  her  defpotic  pow'r. 

Patron  of  pleafure  !  I  thy  rival  am; 
Pleafure,  the  purpofe  of  my  gloomy  fong. 
Pleafure  is  nought  but  virtue's  gayer  name--— 
I  wrong  her  ftill,  I  rate  her  worth  too  low  : 
Virtue  the  root,  and  pleafure  is  the  flow'r. 

The  love  of  pleafure  is  man's  eldeft-born, 
Born  in  his  cradle,  living  to  his  tomb: 
Wifdom,  her  younger  lifter,  tho'  more  grave, 
Was  msant  to  minifter,  and  not  to  mar 
Imperial  pleafure,  queen  of  human  hearts. 


§  270.  Rife  of  Pleafure. 
F:?.st,    pleafure's   birth,    rile,    ftrength,    and 

grandeur  lee. 
Brought  forth  by  wifdom,  nurs'd  by  difcipline, 
By  patience  taught,  by  perfeyeren.ce  crown'd, 
She  rears  her  head  majeftic  ;  round  her  throne, 
Ere6ted  in  the  bofom  of  the  juft, 
Each  virtue,  lifted,  forms  her  manly  guard  : 
For  what  are  virtues  ?  (formidable  name  !) 
What,  but  the  fountain,  or  defence  of  joy  ? 
Great  legillator  !  fcarce  fo  great  as  kind  ! 
Jf  men  are  rational,  and  love  delight, 
1  by  gracious  law  but  flatters  human  choice  : 
)n  the  tranfgrefTion  lies  the  penalty  j 
And  they  the  molt  r'ndulge,  who  moil  obey. 


A  Deity  ador'd,  is  joy  advanc'd  j 

A  Deity  belov'd,  is  joy  matur'd. 

Each  branch  of  piety  delight  infpires  : 

Faith  builds  abridge  from  this  world  to  the  next* 

O'er  death's  darkgulph,  and  all  its  horror  hidesj 

Praife,  the  fweet  exhalation  of  our  joy, 

That  joy  exalts,  and  makes  it  fvveeter  {till  ; 

Pray 'r  ardent  opens  heaven,  lets  down  4  ftrearn 

Of  glory,  on  toe  con  fee  rated  hour 

Of  man,  in  audience  with  the  Deity. 

Who  worfhips  the  great  God,  that  inftant  joins 

The  firft  in  heav'n,  and  lets  his  foot  on  hell. 


$    271*     Tfti?  End  of  Pleafure. 
Of  pleafure,    next,   the  filial  caufe  explore  ; 
Its  mighty  purpofe,  its  important  end. 
Not  to  turn  human  brutal,  but  to  build 
Divine  on  human,  pleafure  came  from  heav'n  : 
In  aid  to  reafon  was  the  goddefs  lent, 
To  call  up  all  its  ftrength  by  fuch  a  charm. 
Pleafure  firft  fuccours  virtue  ;  in  return, 
Virtue  gives  pleafure  an  eternal  reign* 
What,  but  the  pleafure  of  food,  friendlhip,  faith, 
Supports  life  natural,  civil,  and  divine  ? 
It  ferves  ourfelves,  our  fpecies,  and  our  God  ; 
Glide  then  for  ever,  pleafure's  facred  ftream  ! 
Through  Eden  as  Euphrates  ran,  it  runs, 
And  fofters  ev'ry  growth  of  happy  life  \ 
Makes  a  new  Eden  where  it  flows. 


§  272.     Virtue  aud  Piety. 
w  Is  virtue,  then,  and  piety  the  lame  ?'* 
No  •. — piety  is  more;  'tis  virtue's  fource  ; 
Mother  of  ev'ry  worth,  as  that  of  joy, 
With  piety  begins  all  good  on  earth  j 
Conlcience,  her  firft  law  broken,  wounded  lies; 
Enfeebled,  lifelefs,  impotent  to  good, 
A  feign 'd  affection  bounds  her  utmoft  power. 
Some  we  can't  love,  but  for  the  Almighty's  fake  j 
A  foe  to  God  was  ne'er  true  fripnd  to  man. 
On  piety,  humanity  is  built  j 
And,  on  humanity  much  happinefs,: 
And  yet  ftill  more  on  piety  itfelf. 
A  Deity  beiiev'd,  is  joy  begun  j 


$273.     Refources  of  a  Dejefled  Mind. 
Art  thou  dejected  ?  is  thy  mind  o'ercaft  ? 
Thy    gloom  to  chafe,  go,  fix    fome    weighty 
truth  ;  [good  j 

Chain  down  fome  paflion  j  do  fome  gen'rous. 
Teach  ignorance  to  lee  ;  or  grief  to  fmile  ; 
Correct  thy  friend  ;  befriend  thy  greateft  foe  ; 
Or,  with  warm  heart,  and  confidence  divine,  ' 
Spring  up,  and  lay  ftrong  hold  on  him  who  made 

thee — 
Thy  gloom  is  fcatter'd,  fprightly  fpirits  flow  ; 
Tho'  wither'dis  thy  vine,  and  harp  unftrung. 
Dolt  ca)l  the  bowl,  the  viol,  and  the  dance, 
Loud  mirth,mad  laughter?  wretched  comforters,  ■ 
Phyficians  1  more  than  half  of  thy  difeafe, 
Laughter,  tho'  never  cenfur'd  yet  as  fin, 
Is  half-immoral.     Is  it  much  indulg'd  ? 
By  venting  fpleen,  or  difiipating  thought, 
It  (hews  a  fcorner,  or  it  makes  a  fool ; 
And  fins,  as  hurting  others,  or  ourfelves. 
The  houfe  of  laughter  makes  a  houfe  of  woe  : 
What  caufe  for  triumph  where  fuch  ills  abound? 
What  for  dejection,  where  prefidesa  pow'r, 
Who  call'd  us  into  being  to  be  biefs'd  ? 
So  grieve,  as  confeious  grief  may  rife  to  joy  ; 
So  joy,  as  confeious  joy  to  grief  may  fall : 
Molt  true  ;  a  wife  man  never  will  be  fad  ; 
But  neither  will  fonorous,  bubbling  mirth 
A  {hallow  ftream  of  happinefs  betray  $ 
Too  happy  to  be  fportive,  he's  ferene. 

Retire,  and  read  thy  bible,  to  be  gay. 
There  truths  abound  of  fov'reign  aid  to  peace  j 
Ah  !    do  not  prize  them  lefs,  becaufe  inlpir'd  j 
If  not  infpir'd,  that  pregnant  page  had  ltood, 
Time's  treafure  !  and  the  wonder  of  the  wife  ! 
But  thefe,  thou  think'ft  are  gloomy  paths  to 
joy. 
True  joy  in  funlhine  neVr  was  found  at  firft  \ 
They,firft,themfelves  offend,  who  greatly  pleale, 
And  travel  only  gives  us  found  repofe. 
Heaven  fells  all  pleafure  ;  effort  is  the  price  j 
The  joys  of  conqueft  are  the  joys  of  man  j 
And  glory  the  victorious  laurels  fpreads 
O'er  pleafure's  pure,  perpetual,  placid  ftream. 


§  274.  A  Man  of  Pleafure  is  a  Man  of  Pains. 
There  is  a  time,   when  toil  mult  be  preferr'd^ 
Or  joy,  by  miftim'd  fondnels  is  undone. 
A  man  of  pleafure  is  a  man  of  pains. 
Thou  wilt  r.ot  take  the  trouble  to  be  biefs'd. 
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They  ftand  collecting  evVy  beam  of  thought, 
Till  their  hearts  kindle  with  divine  delight ; 
For  all  their  thoughts,  like  angels  lien  of  old 
In  IfracTs  dream,  come  from  and  go  to  heav'n* 
Hence  are  they  iludious  of  fequeiier'd  icenes, 
While  noiie  anddiiiipation  comfort  thte. 


§  276.     'joy. 
Vain  are  all  fudden  tallies  ot  delight; 
Convuliions  of  a  weak,  diicemper'd  joy. 
Joy's  a  fix'd  itate;  a  tenor,  not  a  frart; 
Blifs  there  is  none,  hut  unprecarious  blifs : 
That  is  the  gem;  iell  all,  and  purchafe  that.. 
Reafon  perpetuates  joy  that  reafon  gives, 
And  makes  it  as  immortal  as  herielf: 
To  mortals,  nought  immortal,  but  their  wcrtl^ 


Falfe  joy  s,indeed,are  born  from  want  q{  thought; 
From  thoughts  full  bent,  and  energy,  the  true; 
And  that  demands  a  mind  in  equal  poiie, 
Remote  from  gloomy  grief,  and  glaring  joy. 
Much  joy  not  only  fpeaks  final!  happinels, 
But  happinefs  that  (hortly  mull  expire: 
Can  joy,  unbottomYi  in  reflection,  ftand? 
And  in  a  tempeil  can  rejection  live  ? 
C^m  joy  like  thine  iecure  itieif  an  hour? 
Can  joy  like  thine  meet  accident  unihock'd, 
Or  ope  the  door  to  honeic  poverty  ? 
Or  talk  with  threat'ning  death,  and  not  turn  pale? 
In  fuch  a  world,  and  fuch  a  nature,  thefe 
Are  needful  fundamentals  of  delight: 
Thefe  fundamentals  give  delight  indeed  ; 
Delight,  pure,  dtlicate,  and  durable; 
Delight,  unfhaken,  mafculine,  divine; 
A  conftant,  and  a  louild,  but  ferious  joy. 

Is  joy  the  daughter  of  feverity  ? 
It  is:  yet  far  my  declrine  from  fevere: 
•'  Rejoice  for  ever;"  it  becomes  a  man  ; 
Exalts,  and  fets  him  nearer  to  the  gods ; 
"Rejoice  forever/''  Nature  cries,  "Rejoice;0 
And  dr;nks  to  man,  in  her  jiectareous  cup, 
Mix'd  up  of  delicates  for  ev'ry  fenfe ; 
To  the  great  Founder  of  the  bounteous  feaft 
Drjnks  glory,  gratitude,  eternal  praiie  ; 
And  he  that  will  not  pledge  her,  is  a  churl. 
Ill  firmly  to  fupport,  good  fully  taile, 
Is  the  whole  fcience  of  felicity. 
Yet  fparing  pledge;  her  bowl  is  not  the  beft 
Mankind  can  boa  It :  A  rational  repair. ; 
Exertion,  vigilance,  a  mind  in  arms, 
A  military  difcipline  of  thought, 
To  foil  temptation  in  the  doubtful  field ; 
An  ever-waking  ardour  for  the  right, 
'Tis  thefe  firlt  give,  then  guard  a  cheerful  heart. 
Nought  that  is  right,  think  little;  well  aware,   j 

What  realbn  bids,  God  bids:  by  his  command,'  And  doubly  to  be  priz'd,  as  it  promotes 
How  aggrandiz'd  the  final  kit  thing  wo  do  !       |Our  future,  while  it  forms  our  prefent  joy. 
Thus  nothing  is  infipid  to  the  wi!e;  'Some  jovs  the  future  overcait;  and  fome 

To  thee  iniipid  all,  but  what  is  mad  ;  I  Throw  all  their  beams  that  way,    and  giid  th* 

Joys  feafon'd  high,  and  tailing  ihong  of  guilt.    Some  joys  endear  eternity :    fome  give    [tombt 

j  Abhorr'd  annihilation  dreadful  charms. 

'Are  rival  joys  contending  for  thy  choice  ? 
Confult  thy  whole  exiitence,  and  be  fate  ; 


§  277.     I  elites  of  Imagination. 
In  this  is  ieen  imagination's  guilt;  [thee, 

But  who  can  count  her  follies  ?    She  betray* 
To  think  in  grandeur  there  is  fomething  great. 
For  works  of  curious  art,  and  ancient  fame, 
Thy  genius  hungers,  elegantly  pain'd; 
And  foreign  climes  mull  cater  for  thy  tafte. 
Hence  what  difafter  ! — Tho'  the  price  was  pai^ 
That  periccuting  prieit,  the  Turk  of  Rome 
Detained  thy  dinner  on  the  Latian  more  ; 
And  poor  magnificence  is  llarvM  to  death. 
Hence,  juil  reientment,  indignation,  ire! — 


§   278-      Plea  jure  conjijh  in  Goodnefs. 
Pleasure,    we  both  agree,  is  man's  chief 

good ;  *" 

Ouroniy  conterr.whntdefervesthe  name:[pu(s\l 
Give  pleafurt'a  name  to  nought,  but  what  ha* 
Th'  authentic  ieal  of  realbn,  which  defies 
The  toqth  of  time ;  when  pad  a  pleafure  ftill  5 
Dearer  on  trial,  lovelier  for  its  age, 


§   275.     Earthly  Hap  fine  fs. 
Consistent  wifdom  ever  wins  the  fame; 
T&Y  fickle  wilh  is  ever  on  the  wing. 
Sick  of  herielf  is  folly's  chancier; 
As  wifdcm"s  is  a  mo'deit  felf  applaufe. 
A  change  of  evils  is  thy  good  fupreme ; 
Nor,  but  in  motion,  canft  thou  find  thy  reft. 


That  oracle  will  put  all  doubt  to  flight 
Be  good, — and  let  heav'n  aniwef  for  the  reft* 
Yet,  with  a  iigh  o'er  all  mankind,  I  grant* 
In  this  our  day  of  proof,  our  land  of  hope, 
The  good  man  has  his  clouds  that  intervene  •; 


Man's  greateft  itrength  is  ihewn  in  Handing  iti lis  Clouds  that  obfeure  his  fublunary  day, 
The  firil  lure  iympiom  of  a  mind  in  health,       ..But  never  conquer.     Ev'n  the  beiimuit  own, 
Is  reft  of  heart,  and  pleafure  felt  at  home.  | Patience,  and  reiignation,  are  the  pillars 

Falfe  pleafure  from  abroad  her  joys  imports  ;      !Of  human  peace  on  earth:    remote  from  thee* 
"lch  from  wkhin,  and  felf-fuilain'd,  the  true  :  Till  this  heroic  leflbn  thou  hail  learn'd; 

To  frown  at  pleafure,  and  to  finite  in  pair., 
Fir'd  at  the  profpecc.  of  unclouded  blifs. 
Heav'n  in  reverfion,  like  the  fun  as  yet 
Beneath  the  th'  horizon,  cheers  hs  in  this  world* 
It  fheds,  on  fouls  fufceptible  of  light, 
The  glorious  dawn  of  our  eternal  day. 

Now  fee  tne  man  immortal;  him,  I  mean, 
Who  lives  as  fuch  ;  whofe  heart,  full  bent  Oil 
heav'n,  Lean* 


s 

The  true  is  fix'd,  and  folid,  as  a  rock ; 
Slipp'ry  the  falfe,  and  toiling,  as  the  waye  : 
'Tis  love  o'erfiowing  makes  an  angel  here  ; 
Such  angels  all,  entitled  to  repofe 
On  him  who  governs  fate.  Tho'tempeft  frowns, 
Tho>'  nature  lhakes,  how  foft  to  lean  on  heav'n  ! 
To  lean  on  Him  on  whom  archangel's  lean  ! 
With  inward  eyes,  and  filent  as  the  grave, 
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Leans  all  that  way  his  bias  to  the  ftars. 
The  world's  dark  ihades,  in  contrail  fet, 

raife 
His  lnftre  more;  tho'  bright,  without  a  foil. 
Obierve  his  awful  portrait,  and  admire : 
Nor  flop  at  wonder;  imitate  and  live. 


E  LEG  ANT    EXTRACTS,  Book  I. 

§  280.     the  Tall  of  the  Good  Man. 
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§  7.79.     Fifturc  of  'a  Good  Man. 

"With  afpecl  mild,  and  elevated  eye, 
Behold  him  feated  on  a  mount  icrene, 
Above  the  fogs  of  fenfe,  and  pallion's  ftorm  ; 
All  the  black  cares  and  tumults  of  this  life, 
Like  harmlefs  thunders,  breaking  at  his  feet; 
Earth's  genuine  ions,  the  fceptred  and  the  flave, 
A  mingled  mob  !  a  wand'ring  herd !  he  fees 
Bewilder**!  in  the  vale;  in  all  unlike  ! 
His  full  reverie  in  all;  what  higher  praife  ? 
What  ftronger  demonstration  of  the  right  ? 

The  prefent  all  their  care;  the  future,  his: 
When  public  welfare  calls,  or  private  want, 
They  give  to  fame  ;  his  bounty  he  conceals  : 
Their  virtues  varniih  nature  ;  his  exalt: 
Theirs,  the  wild  chace  of  falfe  felicities ; 
His,  the  compos'd  poifeifion  of  the  true  : 
Alike  throughout  is  his  confiitent  peace, 
All  of  one  colour,  and  an  even  thread; 
While  party-colour*  d  fhreds  of  happinefs, 
With  hideous  gaps  between,  patch  up  for  them 
A  madman's  robe ;  each  puff  of  fortune  blows 
The  tatters  by,  and  mews  their  nakednefs. 

Ke  fees  with  other  eyes  than  theirs;  where  they 
Behold  a  fun,  he  fpits  a  Deity ; 
What  makes  them  only  frnile,  makes  him  adore  ; 
Where  they  fee  mountains,  he  but  atoms  fees; 
An  empire,  in  his  balance,  weighs  a  grain : 
They  things  terreftrial  worfhip,  as  divine; 
His  hopes  immortal  blow  them  by,  as  dull, 
That  dims  his  fight,  and  fhortens  his  furvey, 
Which  longs,  in  infinite,  to  loie  all  bound  : 
Titles  and  honours  (if  they  prove  his  fate) 
He  lays  aiide,  to  find  his  dignity  : 
They  triumph  in  externals  (which  conceal 
Man's  real  glory)  proud  of  an  eclipfe; 
He  nothing  thinks  fo  great  in  man,  as.  man; 
Too  dear  he  holds  his  intereft,  to  neglect. ; 
Another's  welfare,  or  his  right  invade  ; 
Their  int'reit,  like  a  lion's,  lives  on  prey: 
They  kindle  at  the  fhadow  of  a  wrong; 
Wrong  he  fultains  with  temper,looks  on  heaven, 
Nor  ftoops  to  think  his  injurer  his  foe  ; 
Nought,  but  what  wounds  his  virtue,  xvounds  his 

peace ; 
A  cover'd  heart  their  character  defends  ; 
A  cover'd  heart  denies  him  half  his  praife  : 
With  nakednefs  his  innocence  agrees; 
While  their  broad  foliage  teftifies  their  fall : 
Their  no  joys  end,  where  his  full  feaft  begins  ; 
His  joys  create,  theirs  murder,  future  blifs  : 
To  tr'f^r.p:-.  in  exiuence,  his  alone; 
And  his  alone,  triumphantly  to  think 

true  exiftence  is  not  yet  begun: 
H is  glorjfl.us  courie  was,  yeiterday,  complete  ; 
Death,  then,  was  welcome,  yet  lite  itili  is  i'weet. 


But  nothing  charms,  Lorenzo,  like  the  firm, 
Undaunted  brearc:—  And  whofe  is  that  high 

praife? 
They  yield  to  pleafure,  tho'  they  danger  brave, 
And  fhew  no  fortitude,  but  in  the  fiefd; 
If  there  they  mew  it,  'tis  for  glorv  fhown: 
Nor  will  that  cordial  always  man  their  hearts  1 
A  cordial  his  fu  trains,  that  cannot  fail : 
By  pleafure  unfubdu'd,  un broke  by  pain, 
He  ihares  in  that  omnipotence  he  fruits : 
All-bearing,  all-attempting,  till  he  falls, 
And,  when  he  falls,  writes  WCJ  on  his  fhieldj 
From  magnanimity,  all  fear  above: 
From  nobler  recompenfe,  above  applaufe. 


§  281.     WitandWifdom. 

Wit,  how  delicious  to  man's  dainty  tafte!— • 
'Tis  precious,  as  the  vehicle  of  fenfej 
But,  as  its  fubftitute,  a  dire  difeafe : 
Pernicious  talent !  flatter' d  by  mankind, 
Yet  hated  too ;  they  think  the  talent  rare. 
Wifdom  is  rare,  Lorenzo!  wit  abounds; 
Paffion  can  give  it ;  fometimes  wine  infpires 
The  lucky  flafli;  and  madnefs  rarely  fails. 
Whatever  caufe  the  fpirit  flrongly  itirs, 
Confers  the  bays,  and  rivals  thy  renown  ; 
Chance  often  hits  it ;  and,  to  pique  thee  more, 
See  dullnefs  bhind'ring  on  vivacities. 
But  wifdom,  awful  wifdom  !  which  infpecls, 
Difcerns,  compares,  weighs,  feparates,  infers, 
Seizes  the  right,  and  holds  it  to  the  laft; 
How  rare  !  In  fenates,  fynods,  fought  in  vain  j 
Or,  if  there  found,  'tis  facred  to  the  few. 
While  a  loud  proftitute  to  multitudes, 
Frequent  as  fatal,  wit.     In  civil  life, 
Wit  makes  an  enterprifer;  ienie,  a  man : 
Senfe  is  our  helmet,  wit  is  but  the  plume; 
The  plume  expofes^  'tis  our  helmet  faves: 
Senfe  is  the  diamond,  weighty,  folid,  found  5 
When  cut  by  wit,  it  carts  a  brighter  beam ; 
Yet,  wit  apart,  it  is  a  diamond  Xtill : 
Wit,  widow'd  of  good  fenfe,   is  worfe   than 
It  hoifts  more  fail  to  run  again  ft  a  rock,  [nought  j 

How  ruinous  the  rock  I  warn  thee  ihun, 
Where  fyrens  fit,  to  fmg  thee  to  thy  fate  ! 
Let  not  the  cooings  of  the  world  allure  thee; 
Which  of  her  lovers  ever  found  her  true  ? 
Happy  !  of  this  bad  world  who  little  know ; 
She  gives  but  little  ;  nor  that  little,  long. 
There  is,  I  grant,  a  triumph  of  the  pulie  ; 
A  dance  of  fpirits,  a  mere  froth  of  joy, 
That  mantles  higfo,  that  fparkles  and  expires, 
Leaving  the  foul  more  vapid  than  before  ; 
An  animal  ovation  !  fuch  as  holds 
No  commerce  with  our  reafon,  but  fubfiits 
On  juices  thro'thewell-ton'dtnbesjwell-ftrain'dj 
A  nice  machine  !  fcarce  ever'run'd  aright  j 
But  when  it  jars,  the  fyren-  (ing  no  more, 
The  demi-god  is  thrown  beneath  the  man  ; 
In  coward  gloom  imn&Fs'd  <■:  jell  dQi\>  if. 

§  '282. 
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They 


§  28: 


long 


Falfe  Gaiety  ends  in  Defpair. 
but  wherefore  ?    and  how 

they  laugh  ? 
Half  ignorance^their  mirth;  and  half,  a  lie  : 
To  cheat  the  world,  and  cheat  themielves,  they 

fmile. 
Hard  either  tafk !  The  mofl  abandon'd  own, 
That  others,  if  abandon'd,  are  undone : 
Then,  for  themfelves,  the  momrjnt  reafon  wakes, 
O  how  laborious  is  their  gaiety ! 
They  fcarce  can  mufter  patience  for  the  farce ; 
And  pump  lad  laughter,  till  the  curtain  falls : 
Scarce,  did  I  fay  ?  Some  cannot  fit  it  out ; 
Oft  their  own  daring  hands  the  curtain  draw, 
And  fhew  us  what  their  joy,  by  their  defpair. 

The  clotted  hair!  gor'd  breaft!  blafpheming 
Its  impious  fury  ftill  alive  in  death!  [eye! 

Shut,fhutthefhockingfcene.— -But  heav'n  denies 
A  cover  to  fuch  guilt;  and  fo  fhould  man. 
Look  round,  Lorenzo  !  fee  the  reeking  blade; 
Th'  envenom'd  phial,  and  the  fatal  ball ; 
The  flrangling  cord,  and  fuffocating  ftream  ; 
The  loathfome  rottennefs  and  foul  decays 
From  raging  riot  (flower  filicides  !), 
And  pride  in  thefe,  more  execrable  ftill ! — 
How  horrid  all  to  thought! — But  horrors,  thefe, 
That  vouch  the  truth,  and  aid  my  feeble  fong. 


And  is  the  ceiling  of  her  fleeping  ferns : 
O'er  devaluation  we  blind  revels  keep; 
Whole  buried  towns  fupport  the  dancer's  heel:. 
The  moift  of  human  frame  the  fun  exhales ; 
Winds  fcatter,  thro'  the  mighty  void,  the  dry  5 
Earth  re-poffeiTes  part  of  what  fhe  gave, 
And  the  freed  fpirit  mounts  on  wings  of  fire; 
Each  element  partakes  our  fcatter'd  fpoils ; 
As  nature  wide,  our  ruins  fpread  :  man's  death- 
Inhabits  all  things,  but  the  thought  of  man. 


§  283.     night  ix.     Reflexions  011  Death. 
Where  the  prime  actors  of  the  lalt  year's 
fcene ;  [plume  ? 

Their  port  fo  proud,  their  bufkin,  and  their 
How  many  fleep,  who  kept  the  world  awake 
With  luftre,and  with  noife?HasDeathproclaim'd 
A  truce,  and  hung  his  fated  lance  on  high  ? 
'Tis  brandifh'd  ftill;.  nor  fhall  the  prefent  year 
Be  more  tenacious  of  her  human  leaf, 
Or  fpread  of  feeble  life  a  thinner  fall. 

But  needlefs  monuments  to  wake  the  thought; 
Life's  gay  eft  fcenes  fpeak  man's  mortality, 
Tho*  in  a  ftyle  more  florid,  full  as  plain, 
As  maulbleums,  pyramids,  and  tombs. 
What  are  our  nobleft  ornaments,  but  deaths 
Tura'd  flatterers  of  life,  in  paint,  or  marble, 
The  weli-ftain'd  canvas,  or  the  featur'd  ftone? 
Our  fathers  grace,  or  rather  haunt,  the  fcene; 
Joy  peoples  her  pavilion  from  the  dead. 

"  Profeft  diveriions  !  cannot  thefe  efcape?" 
Far  from  it;  thefe  prelent  us  with  a  fhroud, 
And  talk  of  death,  like  garlands  o'er  the  grave. 
As  fome  bold  plunderers,  for  buried  wealth, 
We  ranfack  tombs  for  paftime ;  from  the  dull 
Call  up  the  fleeping  hero;  bid  him  tread 
The  fcene  for  our  amufement:  how  like  gods 
We  fit;  and,  wrapt  in  immortality, 
Shed  gen'rous  tears  on  wretches  born  to  die; 
Their  fate  deploring,  to  forget  our  own  ! 


§285.     The  Triumphs  of  Death. 
Nor  man  alone;  his  breathing  buft  expires; 
His  tomb  is  mortal;  empires  die;  Where  now 
FheRoman?  Greek?  Theyftalk,an  empty  name! 
Yet  few  regard  them  in  this  ufeful  light ; 
Tho' half  our  learning  is  their  epitaph,  [thought, 
When  down  thy  vale,  unlock'd  by  midnight 
That  loves  to  wander  in  thy  funlefs  realms, 
O  Death  !  I  ftretch  my  view;  what  viiions  rife! 
What  triumphs  !  toils  imperial !  arts  divine  ! 
In  wither'd  laurels,  glide  before  my  fight! 
What  lengths  of  far-fam'd  ages,  biilow'd  high 
With  human  agitation,  roll  along 
In  unfubftantiai  images  of  air  ! 
The  melancholy  gholts  of  dead  renown, 
Whifp'ring  faint  echoes  of  the  world's  applaufe, 
With  penitential  afpecl,  as  they  pafs, 
All  point  at  earth,  and  hifs  at  human  pride. 


§  286.     Deluge  and  Conflagration. 
But,  O  Lorenzo  !  far  the  reft  above, 
Of  ghaflly  nature,  and  enormous  iize, 
One  form  affaults  my  fight,  and  chills  my  blood, 
And  fhakes  my  frame  :  of  one  departed  world 
I  fee  the  mighty  fhadow  ;  oozy  wreath 
Anddifmal  fea-weed  crown  her;  o'er  her  urn 
Reciin'd,  fhe  weeps  her  defblated  realms, 
And  bloated  fons ;  and,  weeping,  prophefles 
Another's  diflolution,  foon,  in  liames. 

Deluge  and  Conflagration,  dreadful  pow'rs  * 
Prime  minifters  of  vengeance  !  ci.ain'd  in  caves 
DiftincT,  apart  the  giant-furies  roar; 
Apart ;  or,  fuch  their  horrid  rage  for  ruin, 
In  mutual  conflicT:  would  they  rife,  and  wage 
Eternal  war,  till  one  was  quite  devour'd: 
But  not  for  this  ordain'd  their  bo'undlefs  ragej 
When  heaven's  inferior  inltruments  of  wrath, 
War,  famine,  peftilence,  are  found  too  weak 
To  fcourge  a  world  for  her  enormous  crimes  ; 
Thefe  are  let  loofe,  alternate :  down  they  rum, 
Swift  and  tempeftuous,  from  th'  eternal  throri;, 
With  irreliitible  commiffion  arm'd, 
The  world,  in  vain  corrected,  to  deftroy, 
And  eafe  creation  of  the  fhockine:  fcene. 


§  284.     The  World  a  Grave. 
What   is    the    world  itielf ?    thy  world  ?-— a 

grave  ? 
"Where  is  the  dull:  that  has  not  been  alive  ? 
The  fpade,  the  ploughj  dillurb  our  anceftors  ; 
From  human  mould  we  reap  our  daily  bread  : 
The  globe  around  earth's  hollow  furface  fhakes, 


§  2S7.     The  Left  Day. 
See st  thou,  Lorenzo  !   what  depend?  on  man  ? 
The  fate  of  nature  ;  as,  for  man,  her  birth  : 
Earth's  actors  change  earth's  tranfitory  fcc-ncs 
And  make  creation  groan  with  human  guiir : 
How  mult  it  groan,  in  a  new  deluge  whelm'd  ; 
But  not  of  waters  ?  at  the  deftin'd  hour. 
By  the  loud  trumpet  f  ummon'd  to  the  ch 
See,  all  the  formidable  ions  of  fire, 

Eruptions,-. 
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Eruptions,  earthquakes,  comets, lightnings, play 
Their  various  engines ;  ail  at  once  difgorge 
Their  blazing  magazines;  and  take  by  fl^rm 
This  poor  terreltrial  citadel  of' nun. 

Amazing  period  j  when  each  mountain-height 
Out-burns  Vefuvius;  rocks  eternal  pour 
Tljeir  melted  mafs,  as  rivers  once  they  pour'dj 
Stars  rulh;  and  filial  Ruin  fiercely  drives 
IJer  ploughshare  o'er  creation  !— r while  aloft 
More  than  attonilhment!  it' more  can  be  ! 
Far  other  firmament  than  e'er  was  leen, 
Than  e'er  was  thought  by  man  !  far  other  liars  ! 
Stars  animate,  that  govern  thefe  of  fire: 
Far  Other  fun  !  —  A  lun,  O  how  unlike 
The  babe  at  Bethlem  1   How  unlike  the  man 
That  groan'd  on  Calvary! — Yet,  He  it  is; 
That  man  of  forrows  !  O  how  chang'd !   What 
Jn  grandeurterrible,all  heav'ndefcend![pomp! 
A  iwit't  archangel,  with  his  golden  wing, 
As  blots  and  clouds,  that  darken  and  dii'grace 
The  fcene  divine,  fweeps  ftars  and  funs  allde: 
AndnGw,alldroliremov'd4heav'n'sovvnpureday, 
FuU  on  the  confines1  of  our  ether,  liarrjes. 
While  (dreadful  con  trait?)  for,  how  far  beneath! 
Hell  burlting,  belches  forth  her  blazing  feas, 
And  Itorms  fulphureous  :  her  voracious  jaws 
Expanding  wide,  and  roaring  for  her  prey  [peace, 

At  midnight,  when  mankind  is  wrapp'd  in 
Ami  worldly  fancy  feeds  on  golden  dreams, 
Man,  darting  from  his  couch,  fhall  lleepno  more, 
Above,  around,  beneath,  amazement  all! 
Terror  and  glory  join'd  in  their  extremes  ! 
Our  God  in  grandeur,  and  our  world  on  fire! 
AU  nature  ftruggling  in  the  pangs  of  death  ! 
Daft  thou  nor  hear  her  ?  doit  thou  not  deplore 
Her  ltrong  convul lions,  and  her  final  groan  ? 
Where  arc  we  now  ?  Ah  me  !  the  ground  is  gone, 
On  which  we  Hood  !  Lorenzo!  while  thou  mayft, 
Provide  more  firm  fupport,  or  link  for  ever ! 
Where?  how?  from  whence?  Vain  hope!  it  is 

too  late  ! 
Where,  where,  for  flielter,  fhdl  the  guilty  fly. 
When  conlfernation  turns  the  good  man  paief 

Great  day!  for  which  all  other  days  were  made; 
For  which  earth  rofe  from  chaos;  man  from  earth, 
And  an  Eternity,  the  date  of  Gods, 
."Qcfcended  on  poor-earth  created  man  ! 
Great  day  of  dread,  deeiiion,  and  dti'pair! 
At  thought  of  thee,  each  fublunary  wi(h 
Lets  go  its  eager  grai'p,  and  drops  the  world; 
And  catches  at  each  reed  of  hope  in  heav'n. 
Already  is  begun  the  grand  afiize, 
In  us,  in  all:  deputed jeonfeience  fcales 
The  dread  tribunal,  and  forellalls  our  doom; 
Foreftalls;  and  by  foreftalling,  proves  it  lure. 
Why  on  himlelf  thou  Id  man  void  judgment  pals? 
Is  idle  nature  laughing  at  her  fons  ? 
Who  confeience  lent,  her  lentence  will  fupport, 
And  God  above  alfert  that  God  in  man. 


§  2%$.     Thoughtlefsnefs  of  the  lafl  Day. 

Thrice  happy  they,  that  enter  now  the#court 
Heav'n  opens  in  their  bofoms:  but,  how  rare  ? 
Ah  me !  that  magnanimity,  how  rare  ! 


What  hero,  like  the  man  who  Hands  himfelf, 
Who  dares  to  meet  his  naked  heart  alone  ? 
Who  hears  intrepid  the  full  charge  it  brings, 
Relolv'd  to  lilence  future  murmurs  there? 
The  coward  flies;  and,  flying,  is  undone. 

Shall  all,  but  man,  look  out  with  ardent  eye, 
For  that  great  day,  which  was  ordain'd  for  man  I 

0  day  of  conlununation  !  marl:  lupreme 

( if  men  are  wife)  of  h  uman  thought !  nor  leafL 
0\-  in  the  light  of  angels,  or  their  King  ! 
An§els,whofe  radiant  circles,  height  o'er  height, 
As  m  a  theatre  Aarround  this  fcene. 
Intent  on  man  and  anxious  for  his  fate, 
Angela  look  out  for  thee;  for  thee,  their  Lord, 
To  vindicate  his  glory;  and  for  thee, 
Creation  unive rial  calls  aloud, 
To  di (involve  the  moral  world,  and  give 
To  nature's  renovation  brighter  charms. 

Shall  man  alone,  whofe  fate,  whole  final  fate. 
Hangs  on  that  hour,excludeit  from  his  thought? 

1  think  of  nothing  elle;  I  fee!   I  feel  it  ! 

Ail  nature, likean  earthquake, trembling  round! 

I  lee  the  Judge  enthron'd  !  the  flaming  guard  ! 

The  volume  open'd  !  open'd  ev'ry  heart! 

A  fun. -beam  pointing  out  each  lee  ret  thought! 

No  patron  !  intereellbr  none  !  now  pall 

The  fweet,  the  clement,  mediatorial  hour ! 

For  guilt  no  plea  !  to  pain  no  paufe !  no  bound  f 

Inexorable,  all  !  and  all  extreme  ! 

Nor  man  alone  ;  the  foe  of  God  and  man, 

From  his  dark  den,  blafpheming,  drags  his  chain, 

And  rears  his  brazen  front,  with  thunder fcarr'dj 

Like  meteors  in  a  Itorrny  iky,  how  roil 

His.  baleful  eyes !  he  curies  whom  he  dreads, 

And  deems  it  the  firit  moment  of  his  fall, 


§  289  Eternity  and  Time. 
'Tis    prefent    to    my    thought  !-T~And,    yet,, 

where  is  it? 
Say,  Thou  great  clofe  of  human  hopes  and  fears  \ 
Great  key  of  hearts  '.  great  finiiher  of  fates  ! 
Great  end  !  and  great  beginning1  lay,  where  art 
Art  thou  in  time,  or  in  eternity  ?  [Thou  ? 

Nor  in  eternity,  nor  time,  I  rind  thee ! 
Thefe,  as  two  monarchs,  on  their  borders  meet 
(Monarchs  of  all  ehps'd,  or  un-arriv'd  !) 
As  in  debate,  how  belt,  their  pow'rs  ally'd, 
May  fweil  the  grandeur,  or  dilcharge  the  wrath, 
Of  him,  whom  both  their  monarchies  obey. 

Time,this  vaft  fabric  fbrhimhuilt('and  doom'd 
With  him  to  fad)  now  burlting  o'er  h's  head; 
His  lamp,  the  fun,  extinguiih'd,  calls  his  fons 
From  their  long  liumber;  from  earth's  heaving 

womb 
To  fecond  birth  ;  upffarting  from  one  bed; 
He  turns  them  o'er,  eternity  !   to  thee  : 
Then  (as  a  king  depos'd  difdains  to  live 
He  falls  on  his  own  fcythe ;  nor  falls  alone  j 
His  greatell  foe  falls  with  him  ;  time,  and  he 
Whomurder'dall  time's  offspring, death,expiie. 

Time  was  !   eternity  now  reigns  alone  ! 
Audio!  hertwice  tenthoufandgatesthrown  wide, 
With  banners,  dreaming  as  the  comets  blaze, 
And  clarions,  louder  than  the  deep  in  Itorms, 
Pour  forth  their  myriads,potentates>and  pow'rs, 
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Of  light;  of  darknefs;  in  a  middle  field, 
Wide  as  creation  !  there  to  mark  th'  eve.nt 
Of  that  great  drama,  whole  preceding  icenes 
Detain'd  them  dole  fpectators,  thro'  a  length 
Of  ages,  rip'ning  to  this  grand  remit; 
Ages,  as  yet  unnumbered  but  by  God; 
Who,  now,  pronouncing  lenrente,  vindicates 
The  rights  of  virtue,  and  his  own  renown. 

Eternity,  the  various  fentence  pail, 
Afligns  the  n-ver'd  throng  diftinct  abodes, 
Sulphureous  or  ambroiial  •  What  enfu.es  ? 
The  goddefs,  witii  determined  afpect,  tarns 
Her  adamantine  key's  enormous  iize 
Thro'  defhny's  inextricable  wards, 
Deep-driving  ev'ry  bolt;  on  both  their  fates  ; 
Then  from  the  cryllal  battlements  of  beav'n, 
Down,down,fhehurisitthro'  the  dark  profound, 
Ten  thousand  thou  dm  d  fathom 5  there  to  ruil, 
And  ne'er  unlock  her  refolution  more. 
The  deep  relounds,and  hell,thro'  all  her  glooms. 
Returns,  in  groans,  the  melancholy  roar. 


And  fated  to  furvive  the  transient  fun  ! 
A  Harry  crowd  thy  raven-brow  adorns,    [loom 
An  azure  zone,  thy  waift;  clouds,  in  heav'n's 
Wrought  thro'  varieties  of  fltape  and  made, 
In  ample  folds  of  drapery  divine,  [out, 

Thy  flowing  mantle  form,  and,  heav'n  through- 
Voluminoufly  pour  thy  pompous  train: 
Thy  gloomy  grandeurs  claim  a  grateful  verfe, 
And,  like  a  iable  curtain  itarr'd  with  gold, 
Drawn  o'er  my  labours  part,  fhall  clofe  the  fcene. 


§  290.     The  unreafor.abL'tiefs of  Complaint.. 
What  then  am  I  ? — 

Amidft  applauding  worlds, 
And  worlds  celeftial,  is  there  found  on  earth, 
A  pee v ilh,  dili'onant,  rebellious  firing, 
Which  jars  in  the  grand  chorus,and  complains? 
All,  all  is  right,  by  God  ordain'd,  or  done  j 
And  who,  but  God,refum'd  the  friends  he  gave  ? 
And  have  I  been  complaining,  then,  i'o  long  ? — 
Complaining  of  his  favours  ;  pain,  and  death  ? 
Who  without  pain's  advice  would  e'er  be  good  ? 
Who  with  on  t  death,  but  would  be  good  in  vain? 
Pain  is  to  lave  from  pain!  all  punifhment, 
To  make  for  peace!  and  death  to  lave  from  death! 
And  fecond  death  to  guard  immortal  life; 
To  roufe  the  carelefe,  theprefumptuous  awe, 
And  turn  the  tide  of  fouls  another  way; 
By  the  fame  tendernefs  divine  ordain'd, 
That  planted  Eden,  and  high- bloom'd  for  man, 
A  fairer  Eden,  endlefs  in  the  Ikies. 


§  293.     Regularity  of  the  Heavenly  Bodies* 
Nor  think  thou  feeil  a  wild  diforder  here; 
Thro'  this  illuftrious  chaos,  to  the  fight, 
Arrangement  neat,  and  chaflefl  order,  reign; 
The  path  prefcrib'd,   inviolably  kept, 
Upbraids  the  lawlef's"  /allies  of  mankind  : 
Worlds,  ever  thwarting,  never  interfere ; 
They  rove  for  ever,  without  error  rove: 
Coniu fion  unconfus'd  *  nor  lefs  admire 
This  tumult  untumultuous  :  all  on  wing,1 
In  motion, all!  yet  what  profound  repofe  ! 
What  fervid  aflion,  yet  no  noife  !  as  aw'd 
To  filence  by  the  prefence  of  their  Lord  ; 
Or  hulh'd,  by  his  command,  in  love  to  man* 
And  bid  let  fall  loft  beams  on  human  reft,- 
Reftlefs  themfelves.     On  yon  cerulean  plain, 
In  exultation  to  their  God  and  thine, 
They  dance,  they  fing  eternal  jubilee, 
Eternal  celebration  of  his  praiie  : 
But,  fmce  their  fong  arrives  not  at  our  ear, 
Their  dance  perplex'd  exhibits  to  the  fight 
Fair  hieroglyphic  of  his  peerlefs  power: 
Mark,  bow,  the  hbyrinthian  turns  they  take, 
The  circles  intricate,  and  myftic  maze, 
Weave  the  grand  cypher  of  Omnipotence; 
To  Gods,  how  great !  how  legible  to  man  ! 


{  291.    Grief  and  Joy. 
Let  impious  grief  be  banifh'd,  joy  indulg'd, 
But  chiefly  then,  when  grief  puts  in  her  claim: 
Joy  from  the  joyous,  frequently  betrays, 
Oft  lives  in  vanity,  and  dies  in.  woe  : 
Joy  amidil  ills,  corroborates,  exalts ; 
'Tis  joy  and  conqueft  ;  joy,  and  virtue  too  : 
A  noble  fortitude  in  ills;  delights 
Heav'n,  earth,  ourfelves ;  'tis  duty,  glory,  peace. 
Affliction  is  the  good  man's  mining  fcene  ; 
Profpeiiy  conceals  his  brighteft  ray: 
As  night  to  ftars,  woe  luftre  gives  to  man : 
Heroes  in  battle,  pilots  in  the  florm, 
And  virtue  in  calamities,  admire. 
The  crown  of  manhood  is  a  winter  joy; 
An  ever-green,  that  ftands  the  northern  blaft, 
And  blolioms  in  the  rigour  of  our  fate. 


§  292.     Night. 
-O  Majestic  Night! 


Nature's  great  anceftor  1  day's  elder-born 


§  294.     Miracles. 
And  yet  Lorenzo  calls  for  miracles, 
To  give  his  tott'ring  faith  a  folid  bale: 
Why  call  for  lei's  than  is  already  thine  ? 
Say,  which  imports  more  plentitude  of  power, 
Or  nature's  laws  to  fix,  or  to  repeal*? 
To  make  a  fun,  or  flop  his  mid-career  ? 
To  countermand  his  orders,  and  fend  back 
The  flaming  courier  to  the  frighted  eaft, 
Or  bid  the  moon,  gs  with  her  journey  tir'd, 
In  Ajalon's  foft,  flow'ry  vale  repofe  ? 
Great  things  are  thefe ;  Hill  greater,  to  create. 
From  Adam's  bow'r  look  down  thro'  the  whole 
Of  miracles ; — refiftlefs  is  their  pow'r  ?     [train 
They  do  not,  cannot,  more  amaze  the  mind, 
Than  this,  call'd  un-miraculous  furvey. 
Say'fl  thou, "  The  courfe  of  nature  governsall?"* 
The  courfe  of  nature  is  the  art  of  God  : 
The  miracles  thou  calm  for,  this  atteft; 
For,  fay,  could  nature  nature's  courfe  controul' 


§  295.     Nature  the  Foe  of  Scepticifrr,. 
Open  thy  bofom,  let  thy  wifnes  wide, 
And  let  in  manhood  j    et  in  happinefs; 
Admit  the  boundlefs  theatre  of  thought 
From  nothing  up  to  God  ;  which  makes  a  man; 
Take  God  from  nature,  nothing  great  is  left  • 
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Man's  mind  is  in  a  pit,  and  nothing  fees: 
Emerge  from  thy  profound  ;  erect  thine  eye  ; 
See  thy  diftrefs  !  how  clofe  art  thou  befieg'd  ! 
Befieg'd  by  nature,  the  proud  fceptic's  foe  I 
Inclos'd  by  thefe  innumerabJe  worlds, 
Sparkling  conviction  on  the  darkeft  mind, 
As  in  a  golden  net  of  providence, 
How  art  thou  caught !  fure  captive  of  belief! 
From  this  thy  bleit  captivity,  what  art, 
What  blafphemy  to  reafon  lets  thee  free  ? 
This  fcene  is  heaven's  indulgent  violence  : 
Canft  thou  bear  up  againft  this  tide  of  glory  ? 
What  is  earth  bofom'd  in  the  ambient  orbs, 
But  faith  in  God  impos'd,  and  prefs'd  on  man? 
God  is  a  fpirit  ;  fpint  cannot  ftrike 
Thefe  grofs,  material,  organs ;  God  by  man 
As  much  is  feen,  as  man  a  God  can  fee, 
In  thefe  aftonifhing  exploits  of  power: 
What  order,  beauty,  motion,  diftance,  fize  ! 
Apt  means !  great  ends!  confent  to  general  good! 
Each  attribute  of  thefe  material  gods, 
A  feparate  conqueit  gains  o'er  rebel  thought; 
And  leads  in  triumph  the  whole  mind  of  man. 


§  296.     Reafons  for  Belief. 
"  What  am  I  ?  and  from  whence  ? — I  nothing 

know, 
But  that  I  am ;  and,  fince  I  am,  conclude 
Something  eternal :  had  there  e'er  been  nought, 
Nought  ftill  had  been:  eternal  there  muft  be: 
But  what  eternal  ? — -Why  not  human  race ; 
And  Adam's  anceftors  without  an  end  ? 
That's  hard  to  be  conceiv'd;  fince  every  link 
Of  that  long-chain'd  fucceflion  is  fo  frail ; 
Can  every  part  depend,  and  not  the  whole  ? 
Yet  grant  it  true.;  new  difficulties  rife;     [too  ? 
Whence  earth,  and  thefe  brightorbs  r — eternal 
Grant  matter  was  eternal ;  ftill  thefe  orbs 
Would  want  fome  other  father  : — much  defign 
Is  feen  in  all  their  motions,  all  their  makes : 
Defign  implies  intelligence,  and  art: 
That  can't  be  from  themfelves,  orman:  that  art 
Man  fcarce  can  comprehend,  could  man  beftow  ? 
And  nothing  greater,  yet  allow'd,  than  man. — 
Who,  motion,  foreign  to  the  fmalleft  grain, 
Shot  thro'  vafi.mafles  of  enormous  weight ? 
Who  bid  brute  matter's  reftive  lump  aliume 
Such  various  forms,  and  gave  it  wings  to  fly  ? 
Has  matter  innate  motion  ?  Then  each  atom, 
Aflerting  its  indifputable  right 
To  dance,  would  form  an  univerfe  of  dull: 
Has  matter  none  ?  Then  whence  thefe  glorious 

forms,  [pos'd  ? 

And  boundlefs  flights,  from  fhapelefs,  and  re- 
ikis matter  more  than  motion  ?  has  it  thought, 
Judgment,  and  genius  ?  Is  it  deeply  learn'd 
In  mathematics  ?   Has  it  fram'd  fuch  laws, 
Which,  bat  to  guefs,  a  Newton  made  immortal  ? 
If  fo,  how  each  fage  atom  laughs  at  me, 
Who  think  a  clod  inferior  to  a  man  ! 
If  art,  to  form;  and  council,  to  conduct; 
And  that  with  greater  far  than  human  fkill ; 
Reinles  not  in  each  block, — a  Godhead  reigns.- 
.G;an.i;  then,  -invifible,  etcrn&l*  mind  ; 


That  granted,  all  is  folv'd.— -But,  granting  that 
Draw  I  not  o'er  me  Hill  a  darker  cloud  ? 
Grant  I  not  that  which  I  can  ne'er  conceive  ? 
A  being  without  origin,  or  end  ! 
Hail,  human  liberty  !  There  is  no  God. 
Yet  why  ?  on  either  fcheme  the  knot  fubfifts : 
Sublift  it  mult,  in  God,  or  human  race  : 
If  in  the  laft,  how  many  knots  befide, 
Indiflbluble  all  ? — why  choofe  it  there, 
Where,  chofen,  ftill  fubfift  ten  thoufand  more? 
Reject  it ;  where  that  chofen,  all  the  reft 
Difpers'd,  leave  reafon's  whole  horizon  clear  ? 
What  vaft  preponderance  is  here !  Can  reafon 
With  louder  voice  exclaim — Believe  a  God  ? 
What  things  impollible  mult  man  think  true, 
On  any  other  fyltem  ?  and  how  ftrange 
To  difbelieve,  through  mere  credulity  !" 


§  297.     The  Fewer  of  God  infinite.. 
Can  man  conceive  beyond  what  God  can  do  ? 
Nothing,  but  quite-impoflible,  is  hard; 
He  fummons  into  being,  with  like  eafe, 
A  whole  creation,  and  a  fingie  grain,  [born! — 
Speaks   he  the  word?  a  thoufand  worlds  are 
A.  thoufand  worlds  ?    there's  fpace  for  millions 
And  in  what  fpace  can  his  great  flat  fail  ?  [more; 
Still  feems  my  thought  enormous?    Think 
again;— 

Experience  fclf  mall  aid  thy  lame  belief: 
Glalfes  (that  revelation  to  the  fight!) 
Have  they  not  led  us  deep  in  the  difclofe 
Of  fine-fpun  nature,  exquifitely  fmall ; 
And,  tho'  demonltrated,  ftill  ill-conceiv'd? 
If,  then,  on  thereverfe,  the  mind  would  mount 
In  magnitude,  what  mind  can  mount  too  far, 
To  keep  the  balance,  and  creation  poife  ? 
Stupendous  Architect !  Thou,  Thou  art  all ! 
My  foul  flies  up  and  down  in  thoughts  of  Thee, 
And  finds  herfelf  but  at  the  centre  ftill  ! 
I  Am,  thy  name  !  exiftence  all  thine  own  1 
Creation's  nothing;  flatter'd  much,  if  ltyl'd 
"The  thin,  the  fleeting  atmofphere  of  God," 


§  298.     The  World  fujficient  for  Man.     Con- 
templation of  the  Heavens. 
Yet  why  drown  fancy  in  fuch  depths  as  thefe  ? 
Return,  pref umptuous  rover !  and  confefs 
The  bounds  of  man;  nor  blame  tliem,as  too  fmall: 
Enjoy  we  not  full  fcope  in  what  is  feen? 
Full  ample  the  dominions  of  the  fun  ! 
Full  glorious  to  behold  !  how  far,  how  wide, 
Thematchlefs  monarch  from  his  flaming  throne, 
Lavifh  of  luftre,  throws  his  beams  about  him, 
Farther,  and  fafter,  than  a  thought  can  fly, 
And  feeds  his  planets  with  eternal  fires  ? 
Beyond  this  city,  why  itrays  human  thought  ? 
One  wonderful,  enough  for  man  to  know  ! 
One  firmament,  enough  for  man  to  read ! 
Nor  is  inltruclion,  here,  our  only  gain  ; 
There  dwells  a  nobler  pathos  in  the  fkies, 
Which  warms  ourpafilons,  profelytes  our  hearts : 
How  eloquently  fhines  the  glowing  pole  ! 
With  what  authority  it  gives  its  charge, 
.  Remonitrating  great  truths  in  ftvle  fubbme, 

Tho* 
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Tho' filcnt,  loud !  heard  earth  around;  above 
The  planets  heard  ;  and  not  unheard  in  hell  ; 
Hell  has  its  wonder,  tho'  too  proud  to  praife. 

Divine  inilru£lor  !    thy  firit  volume,  this, 
For  man's  perulal ;  all  in  capitals  ! 
In  moon,  and  liars  (heaven's  golden  alphabet !) 
Emblaz'd  tofeize  the  fight;  who  runs,  may  read  ; 
Who  reads,  can  underhand  :  'tis  unconfin'd, 
To  Chriftian  land,  or  Jewry;  fairly  writ 
In  language  univerfal,  to  mankind: 
A  language,  lofty  to  the  learn'd  :  yet  plain, 
To  thole  that  feed  the  fleck,  or  guide  the  plough. 
Or  from  its  hulk  llrike  out  the  bounding  grain  ! 
A  language,  worthy  the  great  mind  that  fpeaks  ! 
Preface,  and  comment,  to  the  facred  page  ! 
"Stupendous  book  of  wildom,  to  the  wife ! 
-Stupendous  book!  and  open'd,  Night !  by  thee. 

By  thee  much  open'd,  I  confefs,  O  Night ! 
Yet  more  I  wilh ;  fay,  gentle  Night !  whole  beams 
•Give  us  a  new  creation,  and  prefent 
The  world's  great  picture,  foften'd  to  the  fight ; 
Say,  thou,  whole  mild  dominion's  filver  key 
Unlocks  our  hemifphere,  and  lets  to  view 
Worlds  beyond  number;  worlds  conceal'd  by  day 
Behind  the  proud,  and  envious,  liar  of  noon  S 
Ganil  thou  not  draw  a  deeper  fcene  r — and  Ihew 
The  mighty  potentate,  to  whom  belong 
Thefe  rich  regalia,  pompoufiy  difplay'd  ? 

0  for  a  glimpie  of  him  my  foal  adores  ! 
As  the  chas'd  hart,  amid  the  defert  walte,  [her, 
Pants  for  the  living  llream ;  for  him  who  made 
So  pants  the  thirlty  foul,  amid  the  blank 
Offubl  unary  joy?:  fay.goddefs!  where?  [throne? 
Where  blazes  his  bright  court?  where  burns  his 
Thou  know'll ;  for  thou  art  near  him  \  by  thee, 
His  grand  pavilion,  facred  fame  reports,   [round 
The  fable  curtain's  drawn,  if  not,  can  none 
Of  thy  fair  daughter-train,  fo  fvvift  of  wing, 
Who  travel  far,  difcover  where  he  dwells  ? 

A  liar  his  dwelling  pointed  out  below: 
Say,  ye,  who  guide  the  wilder'd  in  the  waves, 
On  which  hand  mull  I  bend  my  courfe  to  rind 

him  ? 
Thefe  courtiers  keep  the  fecret  of  their  king; 

1  wake  whole  nights,  in  vain,  to  Heal  it  from 
In  ardent  contemplation's  rapid  car,    [them. 

From  earth,  as  from  my  barrier,  I  fet  out : 
How  fwift  I  mount !  diminilh'd  earth  recedes } 
I  pafs  the  moon ;  and,  from  her  further  fide, 
Pierceheaven'sblue  curtain  ;paufe  at  every  planet, 
And  alk  for  him,  who  gives  their  orbs  to  roll. 
From  Saturn's  ring,  I  take  my  bolder  flight, 
Amid  thole  fovereign  glories  of  the  Ikies, 
Of  independent,  native  luftre,  proud, 
The  fouls;  of  iyltem  !— What  behold  I  now  ? 
A  wildernefs  of  wonders  burning  round; 
Where  larger  funs  inherit  higher  Ipheres  ; 
Mor  halt  I  here;  my  toil  is  but  begun; 
"Tis  but  the  threlhold  of  the  Deity; 
Or,  far  beneath  it,  1  am  grovelling  itill. 


Without,  or  liar,  or  angel,  for  their  guide, 
Who  worlhip  God,  lhall  find  him :  humble  love, 
And  not  proud  reafon,  keeps  the  door  of  heaven  ; 
Love  finds  admilfion,  where  proud  fcience  fails. 
Man's  fcience  is  the  culture  of  his  he 
And  not  to  lofe  his  plummet  in  the  depths 
Of  nature,  or  the  more  profound  of  God : 
To  fathom  nature;  (ill  attempted  here  !) 
Pail  doubt,  is  deep  philofophy  above ; 
Higher  degrees  in  bliis  archangels  take, 
As  deeper  learn'd ;  the  deeperh  learning  Hill: 
For,  what  a  thunder  of  omnipotence 
Is  feen  in  all1,  in  man  !  in  earth!  in  Ikies! 
Teaching  this  leiTon,  pride  is  loth  to  learn— 
u  Not  deeply  to  difcern,  not  much  to  know, 
M  Mankind  was  born  to  wonder  and  adore.'' 


§  299.     Man's  Science  the  Culture  of  his  Heart. 
*Tis  not  the  curious,  but  the  pious  path, 
That JsscLs  me  to  my  point:  Lorenzo!  know, 


§  300,     Tie  Greatnefs  of  God  inexprefibU. 
"  O  what  a  root!  O  what  a  branch  is  here  i 

0  what  a  father  !  what  a  family ! 

Worlds!  fyllems!  and  creations! — and  creations, 

In  one  agglomerated  clutter,  hung, 

Great  Vine  !  on  thee :  on  thee  the  duller  hangs ; 

1  he  filial  cluiler !  infinitely  fpread 

In  glowing  globes,  with  various  being  fraught ; 
Or,  lhall  1  lay  (for  who  can  fay  enough  ?) 
A  conllellation  of  ten  thouiand  gems, 
Set  in- one  lignet,  flames  on  the  right-hand 
Of  majefty  divine  !  the  blazing  fea!, 
That  deeply  llamps,  on  all  created  mind. 
Indelible,  his  fovereign  attributes 
Omnipotence  and  love :  nor  hop  we  here, 
For  want  of  power  in  God,  but  thought  in  man. 
If  greater  aught,  that  greater  all  is  thine, 
Dread  Sire! — Accept  this  miniature  of  thee; 
And  pardon  an  attempt  from  mortal  thought, 
Inwhicharchangelsmighthavefail'd,unbLanvd." 


§  30 1.     The  Mifery  of  Sin. 
O  Thou,  ambitious  of  difgrace  ale 
Rank  coward  to  the  falhionable  world ! 
Art  thou  alham'd  to  bend  thy  knee  to  heaven  ? 
Not  all  thefe  luminaries,  quench'd  at  once, 
Were  half  fo  fad,  as  one  benighted  mind, 
Which  gropes  for  happineis,  and  meets  defpair. 
How,  like  a  widow  in  her  weeds,  the  night, 
Amid  her  glimmering  tapers,  lilent  fits  ! 
How  forrowful,  how  defolate,  Ihe  weeps 
Perpetual  dews,  and  fad  dens  nature's  fcene  ! 
A  fcene  more  fad  fin  makes  the  darken'd  foul  j 
All  comfort  kills,  nor  leaves  one  fpark  alive. 


§  302.     Reafon. 
Tho'  blind  of  heart,  Hill  open  is  thine  eye; 
Why  fuch  magnificence  in  all  thou  feeft  ? 
Of  matter's  grandeur,  know,  one  end  is  this, 
To  tell  the  rational,  who  gazes  on  it — 
Tho'  that  immenfely  great,  Hill  greater  he, 
Whole  breall,  capacious,  can  embrace,  an  d  lodge, 
Unburthen'd,  nature's  univerfal  fcheme  ; 
Can  grafp  creation  with  a  fingle  thought; 
Creation  grafp  ;  and  not  exclude  its  fire  — 
To  tell  him  farther — It  behoves  him  much 
To  guard  the  i my  .  r.uir.g,  fa*  - 
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Of  being,  brighter  than  a  thou  find  funs; 
One  iingie  ray  of  thought  outihines  them  all. 


§  303.  '  Man. 
O  Thou  moil  awful  beinfc!  and  raoft  vain ! 
Thy  vvili,  li  ow  frail !  how  glorious  is  thy  power  ! 
Tho'  dread  eternity  has  Town  her  itedz 
Of  bllis,  and  woe,  in  thy  defnotic  breaft ; 
Tho'  heaven  and  hell  depend  upon  thy  thought, 
A  butterfly  comes  crofs,  and  both  are  fled. 
My  folemn  night-born  adjuration  hear; 
Hear,  and  I  *U  raife  thy  fpirit  from  the  duft. 


§  304.     Death. 
By  fitence,  death's  peculiar  attribute  f 
By  darknefs,  guilt's  inevitable  doom  : 
By  darknefs,  and  by  iilence,  lifters  dread! 
That  draw  the  curtain  round  night's  ebon  throne, 
And  raife  ideas,  folemn  as  the  fcene : 
By  night,  and  all  of  awful,  night  prefents 
To  thought,  or  fenfe,  by  thefe  her  trembling  fires, 
By  thefe  bright  orators,  that  prove  and  praife, 
And  prefs  thee  to  revere,  the  Deity: 
Perhaps,  too,  aid  thee,  when  rever'd  a  while, 
TO  reach  his  throne;  as  Itages  of  the  foul, 
Thro''  which,  at  different  periods,  (he  mall  pais, 
Betining  gradual,  for  her  final  height; 
And  purging  off  fome  drofs  at  evtry  fphere : 
By  this  dark  pall  thrown  o'er  the  filent  world  : 
By   the  world's  king?,  and   kingdoms,    raoft 

renown 'd, 
From  fhort  ambition's  zenith  fet  for  ever; 
By  the  long  lift  of  fwift  mortality, 
From  Adam  downward  to  this  evening's  knell, 
Which  midnight  waves  in  fancy's  ftartled  eye, 
And  ihocks  her  with  a  hundred  centuries 
Rounddeath's  black  banner throng'd,  in  human 

thought: 
By  thousands,  now,  refignirig  their  lad:  breath, 
And  calling  thee— wert  thou  i'o  wife  to  hear: 
By  tombs  o'er  tombs  arifing,  human  earth  ; 
Ejected,  to  make  room  for— *h-uman  earth; 
By  pompous  obfequies,  that  (bun  the  day, 
Tile  torch  funereal,  and  the  nodding  plume, 
Bead  of  our  ruin  !  triumph  of  our  drift  ! 
By  the  damp  vault  that  weeps  o'er  royal  bones ; 
And  the  pale  lamp,  that  fnews  the  ghaftly  dead, 
More  ghaftly  thro'  the  thick-incumlrent  gloom  ! 
By  vifits  (if  there  are)  from  darker  fcenes, 
The  gliding  fpeftre  !  and  the  groaning  grove  ! 
By  groans  and  graves,  and  naileries  that  groan 
For  the  grave's  fhelter:  by  defponding  men, 
Senfeiefs  to  pains  of  death,  from  pangs  of  guilt : 
By  guilt's  laft  audit :  by  yon  moon  in  blood, 
The  rocking  firmament,  the  failing  ftars, 
And  thunder's  laft:   di (charge,  great  nature's 
By  fecond  chaos;  and  eternal  night —     [knell ! 
Be  wife — nor  let  Philander  blame  mycharm  j 
But  own  not  ill-difcharg'd  my  double  debt, 
Love  to  the  living  ;  duty  to  the  dead. 


Hafte,hafte,fweet  ftranger!  from  the  peafant's  cot  f 
The  ftiip-  boy's  hammock,  or  the  ibldier's  ft  raw, 

Whenceforrow  never  chas'd  thee:  with  tbeebring 
Not  hideous  vifions,  as  of  late ;  but  draughts 
Delicious  of  well-rafted,  cordial,  reft; 
Man's  rich  reftorative;  his  balmy  bath, 
That  fupplies,  lubricates,  and  keeps  in  play, 
The  various  movements  of  this  nice  machine. 
Sleep  winds  us  up  for  the  fucceeding  dawn  ; 
Frefh  we  fpin  on,  till  ficknefs  clogs  our  wheels, 
Or  death  quite  breaks  the  fpring,  and  motion 
When  will  it  end  with  me  ?  [ends. 

•—-Thou  only  know'ft, 
Thou,  whofe  broad  eye  the  future  and  the  paft 
Joins  to  the  prefent;  thou,  and  thou  alone, 
All-knowing  !— all    unknown!    and  yet  well 
Thee,  tho'  invifible,-  for  ever  feen  !      [known  ! 
And  fe.en  in  all  the  great,  and  the  minute, 
Each  globe  above,  with  its  gigantic  race, 
Each  flower,  each  leaf,  with  its  fmall  people 
fwarm'd,  [declare 

To  the  firft  thought,  that  afks,  from  whence  ? 
Their  common  fource,  thou  fountain  running 
In  rivers  of  communicated  joy  !  [o'er 

Who  gav'it  us  fpeech  for  far,  far  humbler  themes ! 
Say,  by  what  name  fhall  I  prefume  to  call 
Him  I  fee  burning  in  thefe  countlefs  funs, 
As  Moles  in  the  bufh?  illuftrious  mind  ! 
How  fhall  I  name  Thee? — how  my  labouring  foul 
Heaves  Underneath  the  thought,  too  big  for  birth! 


§  305.     Rcflcflions  on  Shep. 
But  oh  ! — my  fpirits  fail ! — fleep's  dewy  wand 
Has  ilrok'd  my  drooping  lids  to  foft  repofe ; 
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§   306.     Addrefs  to  the  Trinity. 

Great  fyftem  of  perfections !  mighty  caufe 

Of  nature,  that  luxuriant  growth  of  God, 

Father  of  this  immeafurable  rnafs 

Of  matter  multiform :  mov'd,  or  at  reft : 

Father  of  thefe  bright  millions  of  the  night! 

Of  which  the  leaft  tull  Godhead  had  proclaim'd, 

Father  of  matter's  temporary  lords! 

Father  of  fpirits  !  nobler  offspring  !  fparks 

Of  high  paternal  glory;  rich-endow'd 

With  various  meafures,and  with  various  modes 

Of  inftinct ,  reafon,  intuition  ;  beams 

More  pale,  or  bright  from  day  divine,  that  raife 

Each  over  other  in  fuperior  light, 

Till  the  laft  ripens  into  luftre  ltrong 

Of  next  approach  to  Godhead  \  Father  kind 

Of  intellectual  beings!  beings  bleft 

With  powers  to  pleafe  thee  :'  not  of  pafnve  \\j 

To  laws  they  know  not;  beings  lodg'd  in  fears 

Of  well  adapted  joys  j  in  different  domes 

Of  this  imperial  palace  for  thy  fons. 

Or,  oh!  indulge,  immortal  King !  indulge 

A  title,  lefs  auguft  indeed,  but  more 

Endearing;  ah  !  how  fweet  in  human  ears  f 

Father  of  immortality  to  man  ! 

And  thou  the  next !  yet  equal !  thou,  by  whom 

That  bl effing  was  convey'd;   far  more!    was. 

bought ; 
Ineffable  the  price  !  by  whom  all  worlds 
Were  made ;  and  one  redeem'd  !  illuftrious  light 
From  light  illuftrious !  Thou,  whofe  regal  power, 
On  more  than  adamantine  bafis  fix'd, 
O'er  more,  far  more,  than  diadems  and  thrones 

Inviolably 
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Inviolably  reigns ;  beneath  whofe  foot 
And  by  the  mandate  of  whole  awful  nod, 
All  regions,  revolutions,  fortunes,  fates, 
Of  high,  of  low,  of  mind,  and  matter  roll 
Through  the  fhort  channels  of  expiring  time, 
Or  lhorelefs  ocean  of  eternity, 
In  abfolute  fubjection  ! — and,  O  Thou 
The  glorious  third  !  diftincl,  not  feparate, 
Beaming  from  both  !  incorporate  with  dull! 
By  condefcenfion,  as  thy  glory,  great ; 
Jnfhrin'd  in  man  !  of  human  hearts,  if  pure, 
IJivine  inhabitant!  fhe  tie  divine 
Of  heavenwith  diitantearth! — myfterious  pow'r! 
Reveal'd, — yet  nnreveaPd  !  darknefs  in  light ! 
Number  in  unity !   our  joy  !  our  dread  ! 
Tri-une,  unutterable,  unconceiv'd, 
Abfconding  yet  demonftrable,  great  God  ! 
Greater  than  greateft  !  with  foft  pity's  eye, 
From  thy  bright  home,fromthat  high  firmament. 
Where  thou,  from  all-eternity,  hail  dwelt} 
Beyond  archangels  unaffifted  ken  ; 
Thro*  radiant  ranks  of  effences  unknown ; 
Thro'  hierarchies  from  hierarchies  detaclfd, 
Round  various  banners  of  omnipotence, 
With  endlefs  change  of  rapturous  duties  fir'd  j 
Thro'  wondVous  beings  interpofing  fwarmsj 
All  cluftring  at  the  call,  to  dwell  in  thee  ; 
Thro-1  this  wide  wafte  of  worlds — look  down- 
down — down, 
On  a  poor  breathing  particle  in  duft, 
Or,  lower,  an  immortal  in  his  crimes: 
His  crimes  forgive  !  forgive  his  viitues  too  ! 
Thofe  fmaller  faults ;  half-converts  to  the  right. 
Nor  let  me  clofe  thefe  eyes,  which  never  more 
May  fee  the  fun  (tho'  night's  defcending  fcale 
Now  weighs  up  morn)  unpity'd  and  unbleft! 
In  thy  difpleafure  dwells  eternal  pain  j 
And,  fince  all  pain  is  terrible  to  man, 
Gently,  ah,  gently,  lay  me  in  my  bed, 
My  clay-cold  bed  !  by  nature,  now,  fo  near  ! 
And  when  (the  fhelter  of  thy  wing  implor'd) 
My  fenfes,  footh'd,  fhali  link  in  foft  repofej 
O  fink  this  truth  ftill  deeper  in  my  foul, 
Man's  fickly  foul, tho'  turn*d,and  tofs'd  for  ever, 
From  fide  to  fide,  can  reft  on  nought  but  thee,, 
Here,  in  full  truft  ;  hereafter,  in  full  joy. 
Thou  God  and  mortal!  thence  more  God  to  man! 
Thou  canft  not  'fcapeuninjur'd  from  our  praife, 
TJninjur'd  from  our  praife  can  he  efcape, 
Who,  difembofom'd  from  the  Father,  bows 
The  heaven  of  heavens,  to  kifs  the  diftant  earth! 
Breathes  out  in  agonies  a  finlefs  foul ! 
Againft  the  crofs,  death's  iron  fceptre  breaks! 
Throws  wide  rhe  gates  celeftial  to  his  foes  ! 
Their  gratitude,  for  fuch  a  boundlefs  debt, 
Deputes  their  fnffering  brothers  to  receive  ! 
Injoins  it  as  our  duty,  to  rejoice  ! 
And  (to  clofe  all)  omnipotently  kind, 
Takes  his  delights  among  the  tons  of  men. 
What  words  are  thefe  ? — And  did  they  come 
from  heavY.  ? 
And  were  they  fpoke  to  man  ?  to  guilty  man  ? 
What  are  all  myfteries  to  love  like  this? 
Rich  prelibation  of  confummate  joy  » 


§  307.    Conclu/iGfi. 
ell 


Then,  farewell  night?   of  darknefs,  now  no 

more : 

Joy  breaks,  mines,  triumphs ;  'tis  eternal  day  I 
Shall  that  which  riles  out  of  nought  complain, 
Of  a  few  evil?,  pay'd  with  endlefs  joys  ? 
My  foul !  henceforth,  in  fweeteft  union  join 
The  two  fupports  of  human  happinefs, 
Which  fome,  erroneou?,  think  can  never  meet ; 
True  tafteof  life,  and  conftant  thought  of  deathj 
Thy  patrou,  he,  whofe  diadem  has  dropp'd 
Yon  gems  of  heav'n  ;  eternity  thy  prize. 
How  muft  a  lpirit,  late  efcap'd  from  earth, 
The  truth  of  things  new-blazing  in  its  eye, 
Look  back,  aftonifh'd,  on  the  ways  of  men, 
Whofe  life's  whole  drift  is  to  forget  theirgravesl 
And  when  our  prefent  privilege  is  part, 
The  fame  aftonifhment  will  leize  us  all. 
What  then  muft  pain  us,  would  preferveus  nowl 
Seize  wifdom,  ere  'tis  torment  to  be  wi 
That  is,  feize  wifdom,  ere  fhe  feizes  thee  : 
For,  what  is  hell  ?  full  knowledge  of  the  truth, 
When  truth,  refiited  long,  is  fworn  our  foe  5 
And  calls  eternity  to  do  her  right. 

Thus,  darknefs  aiding  intellectual  light. 
And  facred  filence  whifpering  truths  divine, 
And  truths  divine  converting  pain  to  peace, 
My  fong  the  midnight  raven  has  outwing'd, 
And  fhot,  ambitious  of  unbounded  fcenes, 
Beyond  the  flaming  limits  of  the  world, 
Her  gloomy  flight.     But  what  avails  the  flight 
Of  fancy,  when  our  hearts  remain  below  r 
Virtue  abounds  in  flatterers  and  foes  j 
Lorenzo!  rife,  at  this  aufpicious  hour; 
An  hour,when  heaven'smoft  intimate  with  manj 
When,  like  a  falling  ftar,  the  ray  divine 
Glides  fwift  into  the  bofom  of  the  juft  j 
And  juft  are  all,  determined  to  reclaim  ; 
Which  fets  that  title  high  within  thy  reach, 
Awake,  then,  thy  Philander  calls,  awake, 
Thou  who  fhidt  wake,  when  the  creation  fieeps 
When,  like  a  taper,  all  thefe  funs  expire : 
When  time,  like  him  of  Gaza,  in  his  wrath 
Plucking  the  pillars  that  fupport  the  world, 
In  nature's  ample  ruins  lies  entomb'd  ; 
And  midnight,  univerfal  midnight!  reigns. 


§  308.     Solitude.     Young. 
O  sacred  folitude  !  divine  retreat! 
Choice  of  the  Prudent-!  envy  of  the  Great ! 
By  thy  pure  ftream,  or  in  thy  waving  fhade, 
We  court  fair  wifdom,  that  celeftial  maid  : 
The  genuine  offspring  of  her  loVd  embrace 
(Strangers  on  earth) -are  innocence  and  peace: 
There,  from  the  ways  of  men  laid  lafe  affiore, 
We  fmile  to-  hear  the  diftant  tempeft  roar  $ 
There,  bleft  with  health,  with  luu'nefs  unper- 
This  life  we  relifh,  and  enfure  the  next,  [plex'd, 
There  too  the  Mufes  fport  5  theie  numbers  free, 
Pierian  Eaftbury  !    I  owe  to  rhee. 


§  309.     The  Day  qj  Judgment.     Young. 
Lo  !  the  wide  theatre,  whofe  ample  fpace- 
Muft  entertain  the  whole  of  hvunfii  race, 
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At  Heaven's  all-powerful  edict  Is  prepaid, 
And  fene'd  around  with  an  immortal  guard. 
Tribes,  provinces,  dominions,  worlds,  overflow 
The  might  plain,  and  deluge  all  below  : 
And  ev'ry  age  and  nation  pours  along; 
Nimrod  and  Bourbon  mingle  in  the  throng  j 
Adam  dilutes  his  youngeft  fbn  ;  no  fign 
Or  all  thofe  ages  which  their  births  disjoin. 

How  empty  learning,  and  how  vain  is  art, 
But  as  it  mends  the  lire,  and  guides. the  heart! 
What  volumes  have  been  fwell'd, what  time  been 
To  fix  a  hero's  birthday,  or  defcent  ?        [fpent, 
What  joy  muft  it  now  yield,  what  rapture  raife, 
To  fee  the  glorious  race  of  ancient  days  ? 
To  greet  thofe  worthies  who  perhaps  have  flood 
Iiluftrious  on  record  before  the  flood  ? 
Alas  !  a  nearer  care  your  foul  demands  : 
Ccefar  unnoted  in  your  prefence  (lands. 

How  vaft  the  concourle !  not  in  number  more 
The  waves  that  break  on  the  refunding,  (hore, 
The  leaves  that  tremble  in  the  (hady  grove, 
The  lamps  that  gild  the  fpangled  vaults  above ; 
Thofe  overwhelming  armies,  whofe  command 
Said  to  one  empire/fall ;  another,  (land; 
Whofe  rear  lay  wrapt  in  night,  while  breaking 

dawn 
Rous'd  the  broad  front,  and  call'dthe  battle  on  5 
GreatXerxes'worldin  arms,proud  Cannae's  field, 
Where  CarthagetaughtvictoiiousRome  to  yield, 
(Another  blow  had  broke  the  Plates  decree, 
And  earth  had  wanted  her  fourth  monarchy.) 
Immortal  Blenheim,  fanvd  Ramillia's  hoft, 
They  all  are  here,  and  here  they  all  are  loft : 
Their  millions  fwell  to  bedifcern"d  in  vain, 
Loft:  as  a  billow  in  th'  unbounded  main. 

This  echoing  voice  now  rends  the  yielding  air: 
"  Forjudgment,judgment,(bnsofmen,prepare!,'' 
Earth  makes  anew ;  I  hear  her  groans  profound, 
And  hell  thro""  all  her  trembling  realms  relbund. 

Whoe'erthou  art,  thou  greateft  pow'r  of  earth. 
Bleft  with  moil:  equal  planers  at  thy  birth, 
Whofe  valour  drew  the  molt  fuceefsful  fword, 
Moft  realms  united  in  one  common  lord  ; 
Who  on  the  day  of  triumph,  faid'ft,  Be  thine 
The  fkies,  Jehovah,  ail  this  world  is  mine  ; 
Dare  not  to  lift  thine  eye — Alas,  my  mule  1 
Howartthouloft!  whatnumberscanftthouchoofer 

A  fudden  blufh  inflames  the  Waving  flcy, 
And  now  the  crimfon  curtains  open  fly  ; 
Lo  !  fer  within,  and  flu*  above  all  height, 
Where  heaven's  great  Sov'reign  reigns  in  worlds 

of  light, 
Whence  nature  He  informs,  and  with  one  ray 
Shot  from  his  eye,  does  ?U  her  works  furvey, 
Creates,fupports,confoundr!wheretimeandplace, 
Matter,  and  form,  and  fortune,  life,  and  grace, 
Wait  humbly  at  the  footfrool  of  their  God, 
And  move  obedient  at  his  awful  nod; 
Whence  he  beholds  us  vagrant  emmets  crawl 
At  random  on  this  air-fulpended  ball 
(Soeck  of  creation  !)  ;  if  he  pour  one  breath, 
Th>:  bubble  breaks,  ancTtis  eternal  death. 

Thence  ifluiug  I  behold  (but  mortal  fight 
Sjaitaiiii  not  fuch  a  ruining  fea  of  light ! 


I  fee,  on  an  empyreal  flying  throne 
Sublimely  rais'd,  Heaven's  everlafting  Son  ; 
Crown'dwiththatnKijeftywhichform'dtheworld, 
And  the  grand  rebel  flaming  downward  hurl'd. 
Virtue,  dominion,  praife,  omnipotence, 
Support  the  train  of  their  triumphant  Prince. 
A  zone,  beyond  the  thought  of  angels  bright, 
Around  him,  like  the  zodiac,  winds  its  light. 
Night  (hades  the  folemn  arches  of  his  brows, 
And  in  his  cheek  the  purple  morning  -glows* 
Where'er  ferene  he  turns  propitious  eyes, 
Or  we  expect,  or  find,  a  paraclife  : 
But  if  refentment  reddens  their  mild  beams, 
The  Eden  kindles,  and  the- world's  in  flames. 
On  one  hand,  knowledge  (nines  in  pureft  light} 
On  one,  the  fword  of  juftice,  fiercely  bright. 
Now  bend  the  knee  in  fport,  prefent  the  reed  j 
Now  tell  the  fcourg'd  Impoftorhe  (hall  bleed! 

Thus  glorious,  thro'  the  courts  of  heaven, the 
Of  life  and  death  eternal  bends  hiscourfe-  [fource 
Loudthundersroundhimroll,andlightningsplay, 
Th'  angelic  hoft  is  rang'd  in  bright  array  j 
Some  touch  the  firing,  ibme  ftrike  the  founding 
And  mingling  voices  in  rich  concert  fwell-,  [(hcl!<j 
Voices  feraphic  !  bleft  with  fuch  a  (train, 
Could  Satan  hear,  he  were  a  god  again. 

Triumphant  King  of  Glory !  Soul  of  blifs  I 
What  a  ftupendous  turn  of  fate  is  this  1 

0  !  whither  art  thou  rais'd  above  the  fcorn 
And  indigence  of  him  in  Bethlem  born  •, 
A  needleis,  helnlefs,  unaccounted  gueft, 
And  but  a  fecond  to  the  foddered  bead! 
Howchang'dfrom  him,who  meeklyproftratelaid, 
Vouchfaf'd  to  wa(h  the  feet  himielf  had  made  ! 
From  him  who  was  betray 'd,  forfook,  denied, 
Wept,!angui(h'd,  pray'd,  bled,  thirfted,groan'd, 

and  died  j 
Hung,  piere'd  and  bare,  infulted  by  the  foe  ; 
Allheavenintearsabovejearthunconcern'dbelowj 

And  was  't  enough  to  bid  the  Sun  retire  ? 
Why  did  not  Nature  at  thy  groan  expire  ? 

1  fee,  I  hear,  I  feel,  the  pangs  divine; 
The  world  is  vanifh'd — I  am  wholly  thine. 

Miftaken  Caiaphas  !  ah  !  which  blafphem'd, 
Thou  or  thypris'ner?  which  (hallbe  condemn'd? 
Well  might  ft  thou  rend  thy  garments,  well  ex- 
Deep  are  the  horrors  of  eternal  flame!  [claim; 
But  God  is  good  !  'tis  wond'rous  all  !  ev'n  H« 
Thou  gav'ft  todeath,(hame,torture,  diedfor  thee. 

Now  the  defcending  triumph  ftops  its  flight 
From  earth  full  twice  a  planetary  height. 
There  all  the  clouds  condensed  two  Columnsraifc 
Diftinfr.  with  orient  veins  and  golden  blaze  : 
One  fix'd  on  earth,  and  one  in  fea  ;  and  round 
It3  ample  foot  the  (welling  billows  found. 
Thefe  an  immeasurable  arch  fupport. 
The  grand  tribunal  of  this  awful  court. 
Sheets  o^  bright  azure  form  the  pureft  (ky, 
Stream  from  the  cryital  arch,  and  round  the  co- 
lumns fly. 
Death,  wrapt  in  chains,  low  at  the  bafis  lies, 
And  on  the  piont  of  his  own  arrow  dies. 

Here  high  enthron"'dth,eternal  Judge  is  plac'd 
With  all  the  grandeur  of  his  Godhead  grae'd ; 
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Stars  on  his  robes  in  beauteous  order  meet, 
And  the  fun  burns  beneath  his  awful  feet. 

Now  an  archangel  eminently  bright, 
From  oft*  his  filver  lla  For'  wond'rous  height, 
Unfurls  the  Chritliin  Haj,  which  waving  flies, 
And  fhutsand  opens  more  than  half  the  ikies  : 
The  Crofs  fo  ftrong  a  red,  it  flieds  a  itain 
Where'er  it  floats,  on  earth,  and  air,  and  main; 
Flu  (lies  the  hill,  and  fets  on  fire  the  wood, 
And  turns  the  deep-dyed  ocean  into  blood. 

Oh  formidable  Glory!  dreadful  bright! 
Refulgent  torture  to  the  guilty  light ! 
Ah  turn,  unwary  mufe,  nor  dare  reveal 
What  horrid  thoughts  with  the  polluted  dwell 
Say  not  (to  make  the  Sun  fhrink  in  his  beam) 
Dare  not  affirm,  they  vvifli  it  ail  a  dream; 
Wi.'h  or  their  fouls  may  with  their  limbs  decay, 
Or  God  be  fpoil'd  of  his  eternal  fway. 
But  rather,  if  thou  know'ft  the  means,  unfold 
How  they  with  tranfport  might  the  icene  behold. 

Ah  how  but  by  Repentance — by  a  mind 
Quick  and  fevere  its  own  orfence  to  find  ? 
By  tears,  and  groans,  and  never-ceaiing  care, 
And  all  the  pious  violence  of  pray'r? 
Thus  then,  with  fervency  till  now  unknown, 
I  caft  my  heart  before  th'  eternal  throne, 
In  this  great  temple,  which  the  ikies  furround, 
For  homage  to  its  Lord  a  narrow  bound  s  [weigh, 
"  O  Thou  !  whole  balance  does  the  mountains 
Whofe  will  the  wild  tumultuous  leas  obey, 
Whofe  breath  can  turn  thofe  wat'ry  worlds  to 

flame, 
That  flame  to  tempeft,  and  that  temped  tame ; 
Earth'smeaneftfon,all  trembling,  proitrate  fails, 
And  en  the  bounties  of  thy  goodnefs  calls. 

"  O  !  give  the  winds  all  pail  offence  to  fweep, 
To  fcatter  wide,  or  bury  in  the  deep  : 
Thy  pow'r,  my  wer.knefs,  may  I  ever  fee, 
And  wholly  dedicate  my  ibul  to  thee  ! 
Reign  o'er  my  will ;  my  pailions  ebb  and  flow 
At  thy  command,  nor  human  motive  know! 
If  anger  boil,  let  anger  be  my  praife, 
And  iin  the  graceful  indignation  raiie. 
My  love  be  warm  to  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd, 
And  lift  the  burden  from  the  foul  opprefs'd. 
O  may  my  underftanding  ever  read 
This  glorious  volume,  which  thy  wifdom  made ! 
Who  decks  themaiden  Spring  with  flow 'ry pride? 
Who  calls  forth  Summerlike  a  fparkling  bride? 
Who  joys  the  mother  Autumn's  bed  to  crown  ? 
Ar.d  bids  old  Winter  lay  her  honours  down  ? 
Not  the  great  Ottoman,  or  greater  Czar, 
Not  Europe's  arbitrefs  of  peace  and  war. 
May  feaand  land,  and  earth  andheav  n  be  join'd, 
To  bring  th' eternal  Author  to  my  mind  ! 
When  oceans  roar,  or  awful  thunders  roll, 
May  thoughts  of  thy  dread  vengeance  mate 

my  foul  I 
When  earth's  in  bloom,  or  planets  proudlyfhine, 
Adore,  my  heart,  the  Majefty  divine  ! 
Thro'ev'ry  fcene  of  life,  or  peace,  or  war, 
Plenty,  or  want,  thy  glory  be  my  care  ! 
Shine  we  in  arms  or  fmg  beneath  our  vine  ? 
Thine  is  the  vintage,  and  the  conqueit  thine : 


Thy  pleafure  points  the/haft  and  bends  the  bow, 
The  clutter  blafts  or  bids  it  brightly  glow  : 
' Tis  thou  that  lead 'ft  our  pow'rful  armies  forth, 
And  giv'it  great  Annethy  fceptre o'erthe  north. 

"  Grant  I  may  ever,  at  the  morning  ray, 
Open  with  pray'r  the  confecrated  day  ; 
Tune  thy  great  praife,  and  bid  my  foul  arife, 
And  with  the  mounting  fun  afcend  the  fides  I 
As  that  advances,  let  my  zeal  improve, 
And  glow  with  ardour  of  con fum mate  love  j 
Nor  ceafe  at  eve,  but  with  the  fetting  fun 
My  endiefs  worfhip  ihail  be  ft  ill  begun. 

"  And,  oh,  permit  the  gloom  of  folemn  night 
To  facred  thought  may  forcibly  invite. 
When  this  world's  fhut,and  awful  planets  rife, 
C all  on  our  minds,  and  raife  them  to  ths  fldes. 
Compofe  our  fouls  with  a  lefs  dazzling  fight, 
And  ihew  ail  nature  in  a  milder  light ; 
How  ev'ry  boiit'rous  thought  in  calms  fubfides; 
How  the  fmooth'dfnirit  into  goodnefs  glides! 
O  how  divine,  to  tread  the  milky  way 
To  the  bright  palace  of  the  Lord  of  day ! 
His  court  admire,  or  for  his  favour  fue, 
Or  leagues  of  friendship  with  his  faints  renew ! 
Pleas'd  to  look  down,  and  fee  the  world  afleep, 
While  I  long  vigils  to  its  Founder  keep  ![troul, 

"  Canft  thou  not  ihake  the  centre  ?  Oh  con- 
Subdue  by  force,  the  rebel  in  my  foul ! 
Thou,  who  canft  ftill  the  raging  of  the  flood, 
Reftrain  the  various  tumults  of  my  blood  5 
Teach  me,  with  equal  firmnefs,  to  fuftain 
Alluring  pleafure,  and  aflauiting  pain. 
O  may  I  pant  for  Thee  in  each  defire, 
And  with  ftrong  faith  foment  the  holy  Are  ! 
Stretch  out  my  foul  in  hope,  and  grafpthe  prize 
Which  in  Eternity's  deep  bofom  lies  ! 
At  the  great  day  of  recompence  behold, 
Devoid  of  fear,  the  fatal  book  unfold  ! 
Then,  wafted  upwards  to  to  the  blifsful  feat, 
From  age  to  age  my  grateful  fong  repeat ; 
My  Light,  my  Life,  my  God,  ray  Saviour  fee, 
And  rival  angels  in  th«?  praife  of  Thee  »." 


Fables  for  the  Female  Sex.     Moore. 
§  310.     FAr.LE  1.     The  tagle  and  the 
AfferrMy  of  Birds. 
To  her  Royal  Highnefs  the  Princefs  of  Wales. 
The  moral  lay,  to  beauty  due, 
I  write,  Fair  Excellence,  to  you  ,-  * 
Well  pleas'd  to  hope  my  vacant  hours 
Have  been  employ 'd  to  fweeten  yours. 
Truth  under  ficfion  I  impart, 
To  weed  out  folly  from  the  heart, 
And  fnew  the  paths  that  lead  aftray 
The  wand 'ring  nymph  from  wifdom's  way, 

I  flatter  none.     The  great  and  good 
Are  by  their  r.clions  underftood  ; 
Your  monument,  if  aclions  raife, 
Shall  I  deface  by  idle  praife  ? 
T  echo  not  the  voice  of  Fame  ; 
That  dwells  delighted  on  your  name: 
Her  friendly  tale,  however  true, 
Were  flatt'ry,  if  I  told  it  you. 
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The  proud,  the  envious,  and  the  vain, 
The.  jilt,  the  prude,  demand  my  drain; 
To  thefe,  detefting  praife,  I  write, 
And  vent  in  charity  my  fpite  : 
With  friendly  hand  I  hold  the  glafs 
To  all,  promifcuous,   as  they  pafs  ; 
Should  folly  there  her  likenefs  view, 
I  fret  not  that  the  mirror's  true  : 
If  the  fantaitic  form  offend, 
I  made  it  not,  but  would  amend. 

Virtue,  in  ev'ry  clime  and  age, 
Spurns  at  the  folly-foothing  page} 
While  fatire,  that  offends  the  ear, 
Of  vice  and  paflion,  pleafes  her. 

Premifing  this,  your  anger  fpare  ; 
And  claim  the  fable  you  who  dare. 

The  birds  in  place,  by  fictions  prefs'dj 
To  Jupiter  their  pray'rs  addrefs'd  t 
By  fpecious  lyes  the  ib.te  was  vex'd, 
Their  counfels  libellers  perplex'd; 
They  begg'd  (to  ftop  feditious  tongues) 
A  gracious  hearing  of  their  wrongs. 
Jove  grants  the  i'uit.    The  Eagle  fate 
Decider  of  the  grand  debate. 

The  Pye,  to  truft  and  pow'r  preferred, 
Demands  perminion  to  be  heard. 
Says  he,  prolixity  of  phrafe 
You  know  I  hate.     This  libel  fays, 
u  Some  birds  there  are,  who,  prone  to  noife, 
Are  hir'd  to  filence  wifdom's  voice; 
And  fkill'd,  to  chatter  out  the  hour, 
Rile  by  their  emptinefs  to  pow'r." 
That  this  is  aim'd  direct  at  me, 
No  doubt  you'll  readily  agree  ; 
Yet  well  this  fage  affembly  knows, 
By  parts  to  government  I  rofe. 
My  prudent  counfels  prop  the  Hate ; 
Magpies  were  never  known  to  prate. 

The  Kite  rofe  up.     His  honed  heart 
I»i  virtue's  fufferings  bore  a  part. 
That  there  were  birds  of  prey  he  knew: 
So  far  the  libeller  faid  true : 
"  Voracious,  bold,  to  rapine  prone, 
Who  knew  no  int'reft  but  their  own  j 
Who  hov'ring  oe'r  the  farmer's  yard, 
Nor  pigeon,  chick,  or  duckling  fpar'd." 
This  might  be  true  ;  but,  it  applied 
To  him,  in  troth,  the  flanderer  lyed. 
Since  ign'rance  then  might  be  milled, 
Such  things,  he  thought,  were  belt  unfaid. 

The  Crow  was  vex'd.     As  yefter-morn 
He  flew  aerofs  the  new-fown  corn, 
A  !c  reaming  boy  was  fet  for  pay, 
He  knew,  to  drive  the  crows  away; 
Scandal  had  found  him  out  in  turn, 
And  buzz'd  abroad  that  crows  love  corn.  , 

The  Owl  arofe  with  folemn  face, 
And  thus  harangu'd  upon  the  cafe  . 
That  magpies  prate,  it  may  be  true  ; 
A  kite  may  be  voracious  too  ;  / 

Crows  fometimes  deal  in  new-fown  peafe  j 
He  libels  not,  who  ftrikes  at  thefe  : 
The  (lander's  here — "  But  there  are  birds, 
Whofe  wifdom  lies  in  looks  not  words ; 


Blund'rers,  who  level  in  the  dark, 
And  always  (hoot  befide  the  mark/* 
He  names  not  me  ;  but  thefe  are  hints, 
Which  raanifeft  at  whom  he  fquints, 
I  were  indeed  that  blundering  fowl, 
To  queftion  if  he  meant  an  owl. 

Ye  wretches,  hence  !  the  Eagle  cries, 
'Tis  confeience,  confeience  that  applies  j 
The  virtuous  mind  takes  no  alarm, 
Secur'd  by  innocence  from  harm; 
While  Guilt,  and  his  aflbciate  Fear, 
Are  ftartled  at  the  pafling  air. 


§  311.   fable  11.     The  Panther,  tie  Hor/i^ 
and  other  Beafts, 

The  man  who  feeks  to  win  the  fair 
(So  cuftom  fays)  muff  truth  forbear ; 
Muft  fawn  and  flatter,  cringe  and  lye, 
And  raife  the  goddefs  to  the  fky. 
For  truth  is  hateful  to  her  ear  ; 
A  rudenefs  which  fhe  cannot  bear. 
A  rudenefs !  Yes,  I  fpeak  my  thoughts  9 
For  truth  upbraids  her  with  her  faults-. 

How  wretched,  Chloe,  then  am  I, 
Who  love  you  and  yet  cannot  lye  ? 
And  ftill,  to  make  you  lefs  my  friend, 
I  ftrive  your  errors  to  amend  ! 
But  fhall  the  fenfelefs  fop  impart 
The  fofteft  paflion  to  your  heart ; 
While  he,  who  tells  you  honeft  truth; 
And  points  to  happinefs  your  youth, 
Determines,  by  his  care,  his  lot, 
And  lives  neglected  and  forgot  ? 

Truft  me,  my  dear,  with  greater  eafc, 
Your  tafte  for  flatt'ry  I  could  pleafe  ; 
And  fimiles  in  each  dull  line, 
Like  glow-worms  in  the  dark,  fhouid  fhinsi 
What  if  I  fay  your  lips  difclofe 
The  frefhnefs  of  the  op'ning  rofe  ? 
Or  that  your  cheeks  are  beds  of  flow'rsj 
Enripen'd  by  refrelhing  (how'rs  ? 
Yet  certain  as  thefe  flow'rs  fhall  fade, 
Time  ev'ry  beauty  will  invade. 
Thfi  butterfly  of  various  hue, 
More  than  the  flow'r  refembles  you  ; 
Fair,  flutt'ring,  fickle,  bufy  thing, 
To  pleafure  ever  on  the  wing, 
Gaily  coquetting  for  an  hour, 
To  die,  and  ne'er  be  thought  of  more. 

Would  you  the  bloom  of  youth  mould  laftf 
'Tis  virtue  that  muft  bind  it  faft  j 
An  eafy  carriage,  wholly  free 
From  four  referves  or  levity ; 
Good-natnr'd  mirth,  an  open  heart, 
And  looks  unfkill'd  in  any  art ; 
Humility  enough  to  own 
The  frailties  which  a  friend  makes  known^ 
And  decent  pride  enough  ?o  know 
The  worth  that  virtue  can  beftow. 

Thefe  are  the  charms  which  ne'er  decay. 
Though  youth  and  beauty  fade  away  ; 
And  time,  which  all  things  elfe  removes, 
Still  heightens  virtue,  and  improves, 

You'll 
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You  'Jl  frown,  and  afk,  To  what  intent 
This  blunt  addrefa  to  you  is  lent  ? 
I  Ml  fpare  the  queftion,  and  confefs 
I  'd  prai(e  you,  if  I  loV'd  you  lefs. 
But  rail,  be  angry,  or  complain, 
I  will  be  rude  while  you  are  vain. 

Beneath  a  lion's  peaceful  reign, 
When  bealls  met  friendly  on  the  plain, 
A  Panther  of  majeftic  port 
(The  vainelt  female  of  the  court) 
With  (potted  Ikin,  and  eyes  of  fire, 
Fili'd  every  bofom  with  defire. 
Where'er  me  mov'd,  a  fervile  crowd 
Of  fawning  creatures  cring'd  and  bow'd  : 
Aflemblies  ev'ry  week  (he  held 
(Like  modern  belles)  with  coxcombs  fhTd  ; 
Where  noife,  and  nonfenfe,  and  grimace, 
And  lyes,  and  fcandal,  fhTd  the  place. 

Behold  the  gay  fantaftic  thing 
Encircled  by  the  fpacious  ring  ! 
Low  bowing,  with  important  look, 
As  (irft  in  rank,  the  Monkey  fpoke: 

"  Gad  take  me,  madam !  but  I  fwear, 
No  angel  ever  look'd  fo  fair: 
Forgive  my  rudenefs,  but  I  vow 
You  were  not  quire  divine  till  now; 
Thofe  limbs  !  that  fliape !  and  then  thofe  eyes 

0  clofe  them,  or  the  gazer  dies  !" 
Nay,  gentle  pug,  for  goodnefs  hu(h, 

1  vow  and  fwear  you  make  me  blulh; 
I  (hall  be  angry  at  this  rate  ; 

'Tis  fo  like  datt'ry,  which  I  hate. 

The  Fox,  in  deeper  cunning  vers'd, 
The  beauties  of  her  mind  rehears'd, 
And  talk'd  of  knowledge,  tafte,  and  fenfe, 
To  which  the  fair  have  vail  pretence  ! 
Yet  well  he  knew  them  always  vain 
Of  what  they  ftrive  not  to  attain  ; 
And  play'd  fo  cunningly  his  part, 
That  pug  was  rival  I'd  in  his  art. 

The  Goat  avow'd  his  am'rous  flame, 
And  burnt — for  what  h«  duril  not  name  j 
Yet  hop'd  a  meeting  in  the  wood 
Might  make  his  meaning  underfrood. 
Half  angry  at  the  bold  addrefs, 
She  frown'd;  but  yet  me  mull  confefs 
Such  beauties  might  inflame  his  blood, 
But  ftili  his  phrale  was  fomewhat  rude. 

The  Hog  her  neatnefs  much  admir'd; 
The  formal  Afs  her  fwiftnefs  fir'd ; 
While  all  to  feed  her  folly  ftrove, 
And  by  their  praifes  (har'd  her  love. 

The  Horfe,  whofe  generous  heart  difdain'd 
Applaufe  by  fervile  flatt'ry  gain'd, 
With  graceful  courage  filence  broke, 
And  thus  with  indignation  broke: 

When  flattering  monkeys  fawn  and  prate, 
They  juflly  raife  contempt  or  hate; 
For  merit  's  turn'd  to  ridicule, 
Applauded  by  tire  grinning  fool. 
The  artful  fox  your  wit  commands., 
To  lure  you  to  his  felfim  ends; 
From  the  vile  tlatt'rer  turn  away, 
for  knaves  make  friendihips  to  betray. 


Difmifs  the  train  of  fops  and  fools, 
And  learn  to  live  by  wifdom's  rules* 
Such  beauties  might  the  lion  warm, 
Did  not  your  folly  break  the  charm ; 
For  who  would  court  that  lovely  fhape, 
To  be  the  rival  of  an  ape  ? 

He  faid,  and  fnorting  in  difdain, 
Spurn'd  at  the  crowd,  and  fought  the  plain. 


§  312.     fable  hi.     The  Nightingale  and 
Glow-worm. 

The  prudent  nymph,  whofe  cheeks  difclofe 

The  lily  and  the  blulhing  rofe, 

From  public  view  her  charms  will  fcreen, 

And  rarely  in  the  crowd  be  fuen  ; 

This  fimple  truth  (hall  keep  her  wife— 

"  The  faireft  fruits  attract  the  flies." 

One  night  a  Glow-worm,  proud  and  vain,. 
Contemplating  her  glitt'ring  train, 
Cried,  Sure  there  never  was  in  nature 
So  elegant,  fo  fine  a  creature. 
All  other  infedts  that  I  fee, 
The  frugal  ant,  induftrious  bee, 
Or  li  Ik -worm,  with  contempt  I  view; 
With  all  that  low,  mechanic  crew, 
Who  fervilely  their  lives  employ 
In  bus'nefs,  enemy  to  joy. 
Mean,  vulger  herd  !  ye  are  my  fcorn;. 
For  grandeur  only  [  was  born, 
Or  fure  am  fprung  from  race  divine 
And  plac'd  on  earth  to  live  and  fhine, 
Thofe  lights  that  fparkle  fo  on  high, 
Are  but  the  glow-worms  of  the  (kyj. 
And  kings  on  earth  their  gems  admire, 
Becaufe  they  imitate  my  fire. 

She  fpoke.     Attentive  on  a  fpray, 
A  Nightingale  forbore  his  lay ; 
He  faw  the  (hining  morfel  near, 
Ajid  flew,  directed  by  the  glare ; 
Awhile  he  gaz'd  with  fober  look, 
And  thus  the  trembling  prey  befpoke: 

Deluded  fool,  with  pride  elate  ! 
Know,  'tis  thy  beauty  brings  thy  fate : 
Lefs  dazzling,  long  thou  mightit  have  lain 
Unheeded  on  the  velvet  plain  : 
Pride,  foon  or  late,  degraded  mourns, 
And  beauty  wrecks  whom  (he  adorns. 


§  313.     fable  iv.     Hymen  and  Death* 
Sixteen,  d'  ye  fay  ?    Nay  then  'tis  time;" 
Another  year  deftroys  your  prime. 
But  ftay— the  fettlementr  '•  That  's  made.** 
Why  then  's  my  iimple  girl  afraid  ? 
Yet  hold  a  moment,  if  you  can,   . 
And  needfully  the  fable  fcan. 

The  (hades  were  fled,  the  morning  blufh'd, 
The  winds  were  in  their  caverns  hufh'd, 
When  Hymen,  penfive  and  fedate, 
Held  o'er  the  fields  his  mufing  gait. 
Behind  him,  thro'  the  green-wood  (hade, 
Death's  meagre  form  the  god  furvey'd  j 
Who  quickly,  with  gigantic  ftride, 
Outwent  his  pace,  and  join'd  hi*  fide. 
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The  chat  on  various  fubjecrs  ran, 
Till  angry  Hymen  thus  began  : 

Relentlefs  Death  !  whole  iron  fway 
Mortals  reluctant  muft  obey, 
Still  of  thy  pow'r  fhrdl  I  complain, 
And  thy  too  partial  hand  arraign? 
When  Cupid  brings  a  pair  of  hearts, 
AH  over  flock  with  equal  darts, 
Thy  cruel  (hafts  my  hopes  deride, 
1  cur  the  knot  that  Hymen  tied. 
alJ    lot  the  bloody  ;>r-i  the  bold, 
The  mi  er  hoarding  up  his  gold, 
The  harl<  ing  from  the  (lew, 

Al  ell  revenge  purfue  ? 

But  rfiuft  the  gentle  and  the  kind 
Thy  fury,  unc\iftinguifli\i,  find? 

The  monarch  calmly  thus' replied  : 
Weigh  Well  the  oaufe,  and  then  decide. 
Thai  friend  of  yours  yon  lately  nam'd, 
Cupid  alone,  is  to  be  blam'd; 
Then  let  the  charge  be  jultly  laid: 
That  idle  boy  neglects  his  trade, 
And  hardly  one  in  twenty  vears 
A  couple  to  your  temple  hears, 
The  wretches,  whom  your  office  blends, 
Silenus  now,  or  Plurus  fends; 
Hence  care,  and  bitternefs,  and  ilrife, 
Are  common  to  the  nuptial  life. 

Leiieve  nr.e!  more  than  all  mankind 
Your  vot'ries  my  companion  find. 
Yet  cruel  am  I  call'd,  and  bale, 
Who  feck  the  wretched  to  releafe ; 
The  captive  from  his  bonds  to  free, 
Indifibiublc  but  for  me. 
'Tis  I  entice  him  to  the  yoke; 
By  me  your  crowded  altars  fmoke  : 
For  mortals  boldly  dare  the  noofe, 
Secure  that  Death  will  let  them  loofe. 


§  314.     fable  y .      The  Poet  and  his  Patron, 

Why,  Cceiia.  is  your  (breading  waiil 

So  ioofe,  ib  negligent!^  lae'd  ? 

Why  muit  the  wrappi  1-gown  hide 

Your  fnowy  bofonfs  fwelling  pride? 

II  hv  ill  that  drefs  adorns  your  head, 

Dirhin'd  and  rumpled  from  the  ^ed  ! 

Thofie  clouds  that  fhade  your  blooming  face 

A  little  water  might  diipiace, 

As  Mature  evYy  morn  beftows 

The  cryila)  dew  to  cieanfe  the  rofe. 

Thoie  trelfes,  as  the  raven  black, 

That  wav'd  in  ringlets  down  your  back, 

Uncomb'd,  and  mjnr'd  by  neglect, 

Deftroy  the  face  which  once  they  deckM. 

Whence  this  forgfetfulnefs  ci"  drefs? 
Bray-j  Madam,  are  you  married  ? — Yes. 
Kay    then  indeed  the  wonder  ceafes; 
No  matter  now  how  loofe  your  drefs  is; 
The  end  is  won,  your  fortune's  made  j 
Your  filer  now  may  take  the  trade. 

Alas !  what  pity  'tis  to  find 
This  fault  in  half  the  female  kind  !v 
From  hence  proceed  averiion,  ftrife, 
And  aii  that  lours  the  wedded  life. 


Beauty  can  only  point  the  dart, 
'Tis  neatnefs  guides  it  to  the  heart  ; 
Let  neatnefs  then  and  beauty  itrive 
To  keep  a  wav'ring  flame  alive. 

Tis  harder  far  (you  '11  find  it  true) 
To  keep  the  conqueft,  than  fubdue; 
Admit  us  once  behind  the  fcreen, 
What  is  there  farther  to  he  feen  ? 
A  newer  face  may  raife  the  fiame, 
But  ev'ry  woman  is  the  lame. 

Then  ihidy  chiefly  to  improve 
The  charm  that  fix  a  your  hufband's  love. 
Weigh  well  his  humour.     Was  it  drefs 
That  gave  your  beauty  pow'r  to  blef*? 
Purfue  it  ftill ;  be  neater  feen  5 
'Tis  always  frugal  to  be  clean; 
So  (hall  you  keep  alive  defi  e, 
And  time's  fwift  wing  mall  fan  the  fire. 

In  garret  high  (as  ltories  lay) 
A  Poet  ftmg  his  tuneful  lay; 
So  foft,  ib  fmooth,  his  verfe  you'd  fwear     _ 
Apollo  and  the  Mules  there: 
Thro'  ail  the  town  his  praifes  rung; 
His  {onsets  at  the  playnoufe  fung; 
High  waving  o'er  his  lab'ring  head, 
The  goddels  Want  her  pinions  fpread, 
And  with  poetic  fury  fir'd 
What  Phcebus  faintly  had  infpir'd. 
A  noble  youth,  of  taife  and  wit, 
Approv*d  the  lurightly  things  he  writ, 
And  fought  him  in  his  cobweb  dome, 
Difcharg'd  his  rent,  and  brought  him  home. 

Behold  him  at  the  (tately  board! 
Who  but  the  Poet  and  my  Lord  1 
Each  day  delicioully  he  dines, 
And  greedy  quaffs  the  gen'rous  wines ; 
His  fides  were  plump,  his  ikin  was  fleek, 
And  plenty  wanton'd  on  his  cheek; 
Allon'ifh'd  at  the  change  fo  new, 
Away  th"'  infpiring  goddeft  flew. 

Now,  dropt  for  politics  and  news, 
Neglected  lay  the  drooping  mule, 
Unmindful  whence  his  fortune  came, 
He  it i fled  the  poetic  liame; 
Nor  tale,  nor  Ion  net,  for  my  lady, 
Lampoon,  nor  epigram,  was  ready. 

With  juft  contempt  his  Patron  law 
(Refolv'd  his  bounty  to  withdraw)  ; 
And  tiius,  with  anger  in  his  lock, 
The  late-repenting  fool  befppke  : 

Blind  to  the  good  that  courts  thee  grown* 
Whence  has  the  fun  of  favour  Ihone  ? 
Delighted  with  thy  tuneful  art, 
Efteem  was  growing  in  my  heart  j 
But  idly  thou  rejed'ft  the  charm 
That  gave  it  birth,  and  kept  it  warm. 

Unthinking  fools  alone  defpife 
The  arts  that  taught  them  firft  to  rife. 


§  31 
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fable  vi.     The  Wc/f,  the  Sheep, 
and  the  Lavib. 
Duty  demands,  the  parent's  voice 
Should  fanctify  the  daughter's  choice: 
In  that  is  due  obedience  fhewn  ; 
To  choofe,  belongs  to  her  alone. 
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May  horror  feize  his  midnight  hour, 
Who  builds  upon  a  parent's  pow'r, 
And  claims,  by  purchafe  vile  and  bafe, 
The  loathing  maid  lor  his  embrace  ; 
Hence  virtue  fickens;  and  the  breaft, 
Where  peace  had  built  her  downy  neft, 
Becomes  the  troubled  ieat  of  care, 
And  pines  with  anguilh  and  defpair. 

A  Wolf,  rapacious,  rough,  and  bold, 
Whofe  nightly  plunders  thinn'd  the  fold, 
Contemplating  his  ill-fpent  life, 
And  cloy'd  with  thefts  would  take  a  wife. 
His  purpole  known,  the  £>vage  race 
In  num  rous  crowds  attends  the  place  j 
For  why.  a  mighty  wolf  he  was, 
And  held  dominion  in  his  jaws. 
Her  fav'rite  whelp  each  mother  brought, 
And  humbly  his  alliance  fought  ; 
But  cold  by  age,  or  elfe  too  nice, 
None  found  acceptance  in  his  eyes. 

It  happen'd  as  at  early  dawn, 
He  folitary  crofs'd  the  lawn, 
Stray 'd  from  the  fold,  the  fportive  Lamb 
Skipped  wanton  by  her  fleecy  Dam; 
When  Cupid,  foe  to  man  and  beaft, 
Difcharg'd  an  arrow  at  his  breaft. 

The  tim'rous  breed  the  robber  knew, 
And  trembling  o'er  the  meadow  flew; 
Their  nimbleft  fpeed  the  Wolf  o'ertook, 
And  courteous  thus  the  Dam  befpoke  : 
Stay,  faireft,  and  fufpend  your  fear, 
Truft  me,  no  enemy  is  near: 
Thefe  jaws,  in  (laughter  oft  imbru'd, 
At  length  have  known  enough  of  blood  ; 
And  kinder  bus'nefs  brings  me  now, 
Vanquifh'd,  at  beauty's  feet  to  bow. 
You  have  a  daughter — fweet,  forgive 
A  Wolf's  addrefs — in  her  I  live; 
Love  from  her  eyes  like  lightning  came, 
And  fet  my  marrow  all  on  flame ; 
Let  your  confent  confirm  my  choice, 
And  ratify  our  nuptial  joys. 

Me  ample  wealth  and  pow'r  attend, 
Wide  o'er  the  plains  my  realms  extend; 
What  midnight  robber  dare  invade 
The  fold,  if  I  the  guard  am  made  ? 
At  home  the  fhepherd's  cur  may  lleep, 
While  I  fecure  his  matter's  fheep. 
Dilcourfe  like  this  attention  claim'd  j 
Grandeur  the  mother's  breaft  inflam'd  ; 
Now  fearlefs  by  his  fide  fhe  walk'd, 
Of  fettlements  and  jointures  talk'd ; 
Propos'd,  and  doubled  her  demands, 
Of  flow'ry  fields,  and  turnip-lands. 
The  Wolf  agrees.     Her  bofom  fwells ; 
To  Mifs  her  happy  fate  (lie  tells ; 
And,  of  the  grand  alliance  vain, 
Contemns  her  kindred  of  the  plain. 

The  loathing  Lamb  with  horror  hears, 
And  wearies  out  her  Dam  with  pray'rs; 
But  all  in  vain;  mamma  beft  knew 
What  unexperiene'd  girls  fhould  do. 
So,  to  the  neighb'ring  meadow  carried, 
A  formal  afs  the  couple  married. 


Torn  from  the  tyrant  mother's  fide, 
The  trembler  goes,  a  victim-bride  ; 
Reluctant  meets  the  rude  embrace, 
And  bleats  among  the  howling  race. 
With  horror  oft  her  eyes  behold 
Her  murder'd  kindred  of  the  fold ; 
Each  day  a  filter  lamb  is  ferv'd, 
And  at  the  glutton's  table  carv'd; 
The  crafhing  bones  he  grinds  for  food, 
And  flakes  his  thirft  with  itreaming  blood. 

Love,  who  the  cruel  mind  deteils, 
And  lodges  but  in  gentle  breails, 
Was  now  no  more.     Enjoyment  paft, 
The  favage  hunger'd  for  the  feaft  j 
But  (as  we  find,  in  human  race, 
A  maik  conceals  the  villain's  face) 
Juftice  mult  authorife  the  treat  j 
Till  then  he  long'd,  but  durll  not  eat 

As  forth  he  walk'd  in  quell  of  prey, 
The  hunters  met  him  on  the  way: 
Fear  wings  his  flight;  the  marlh  he  fought: 
The  fnumng  dogs  are  fet  at  fault. 
His  ftomach  baulk'd,  now  hunger  gnaws, 
Howling  he  grinds  his  empty  jaws  : 
Food  mull  be  had,  and  Lamb  is  nighj 
His  maw  invokes  the  fraudful  lie. 
Is  this  (diiTembling  rage,  he  cried) 
The  gentle  virtue  of  a  bride  ? 
That,  learn'd  with  man's  deftroying  race, 
She  fets  her  hu/band  for  the  chace  ? 
By  treach'ry  prompts  the  noify  hound 
To  icent  his  footfleps  on  the  ground  ? 
Thou  trait' refs  vile!  for  this  thy  blood 
Shall  glut  my  rage,  and  dye  the  wood! 

So  laying,  on  the  Lamb  he  flies : 
Beneath  his  jaws  the  victim  dies. 


§316.    fable  vii.   The  Goofeandtbe  Swans* 
I  hate  the  face,  however  fair, 
That  carries  an  affected  air ; 
The  lifping  tone,  the  fliape  conftrahTd, 
The  lludied  look,  the  pailion  feign'd, 
Are  fopperies  which  only  tend 
To  injure  what  they  ilrive  to  mend. 

With  what  fuperior  grace  enchants 
The  face,  which  nature's  pencil  paints  J 
Where  eyes,  unexercis'd  in  art, 
Glow  with  the  meaning  cf  the  heart ! 
Where  freedom  and  good-humour  fit, 
And  eafy  gaiety  and  wit ! 
Though  perfect  beauty  be  not  there, 
The  mailer  lines,  the  finifiVd  air, 
We  catch  from  ev'ry  look  delight, 
And  grow  enamour'd  at  the  fight ; 
For  beauty,  though  we  all  approve, 
Excites  our  wonder  nv  re  than  love ; 
While  the  agreeable  ftrikes  fu    , 
And  gives  the  wounds  we  cannot  cure 

Why  then,  my  Amoret,  this  care, 
That  forms  you,  in  erfe<fr   lefs  fair? 
If  nature  on  year  cjieek  beitows 
A  bloom  that  emu!,  res  the  rofe, 
Or  from  fome  heavenly  image  drew 
A  form  Apellea  aevor  knew, 
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Your  lll-judg'd  aid  will  you  impart, 
And  fpOil  by  meretricious  art  ? 
Or  had  you,  nature's  error,  come 
Abortive  from  the  mother's  womb, 
Your  forming  care  me  ftill  reje6ts, 
Which  only  heightens  her  defects. 
When  fuch,  of  giitt'ring  jewels  proud, 
Still  prefs  the  foremoft  in  the  crowd, 
At  ev'ry  public  fhow  are  feen, 
With  look  awry,  and  awkward  mien, 
The  gaudy  drefs  attracts  the  eye, 
And  magnifies  deformity. 

Nature  may  underdo  her  part, 
But  feldom  wants  the  help  of  art ; 
Truft  her,  Hie  is  your  fureft  friend, 
Nor  made  your  form  for  you  to  mend. 

A  Goofe,  affected,  empty,  vain, 
The  fhrilleft  of  the  cackling  train, 
With  proud  and  elevated  creft, 
Precedence  claimed  above  the  reft. 

Says  fhe,  I  laugh  at  human  race, 
Who  fay  geefe  hobble  in  their  pace; 
Look  here! — the  flandVous  lye  detect ; 
No  haughty  man  is  fo  erect. 
That  peacock  yonder  I  Lord,  how  vain 
The  creature  's  of  his  gaudy  train ! 
If  both  were  ftript,  I  pawn  my  word 
A  goofe  would  be  the  finer  bird. 
Nature,  to  hide  her  own  defects, 
Her  bungled  work  with  finery  decks; 
Were  gctCe  fet  off  with  half  that  fhow, 
Would  men  admire  the  peacock  !    No. 

Thus  vaunting,  'crofs  the  mead  me  ftalks, 
The  cackling  breed  attend  her  walks  ; 
The  fun  fhot  down  his  noon-tide  beams, 
The  Swans  were  fporting  in  the  ftreams  ; 
Their  fnovvy  plumes  and  ftately  pride 
Provok'd  her  fpleen.     Why  there,  ihe  cried, 
Again  what  arrogance  we  fee  1 
Thofe  creatures  !  how  they  mimic  me! 
Shall  ev'ry  fowl  the  water  fkim, 
Eecaufe  we  geefe  are  known  to  fwim ! 
Humility  they  foon  mall  learn, 
And  their  own  emptinefs  difcern. 

So  faying,  with  extended  wings, 
Lightly  upon  the  wave  fhe  fprings ; 
Her  bofom  fwells,  fhe  fpreads  her  plumes, 
And  the  fwan's  ftately  creft  affumes. 
Contempt  and  mockery  enfued, 
And  burfts  of  laughter  fhook  the  flood. 

A  Swan,  fuperior  to  the  reft, 
Sprung  forth,  and 'thus  the  fool  addrefs'd: 

Conceited  thing,  elate  with  pride  1 
Thy  affectation  all  deride  : 
Thefe  airs  thy  awkwardnefs  impart* 
And  mew  thee  plainly  as  thou  art. 
Among  thy  equals  of  the  flock 
Thou  had  ft  efcap'd  the  public  mock ; 
And,  as  thy  parts  to  good  conduce, 
Been  dcem'd  an  honeft  hobbling  goofe. 

Learn  hence  to  ftudy  wifdom's  rules  j 
Know,  foppery  's  the  pride  of  fools  } 
And,  ftriving  nature  to  conceal, 
You  only  bei  defects  ic\'tcd. 


§  317.    fable  viii.    The  Lawyer  and  Juflice% 

Love  !  thou  divineft  good  below ! 
Thy  pure  delights  few  mortals  know: 
Our  rebel  hearts  thy  fway  difown, 
While  tyrant  lnft  ufurps  thy  throne. 
The  bounteous  God  of  nature  made 
The  fexes  for  each  other's  aid  ; 
Their  mutual  talents  to  employ, 
To  leffen  ills,  and  heighten  joy. 
To  weaker  woman  he  afilgn'd 
That  foft'ning  gentlenefs  of  mind, 
That  can  by  fympathy  impart 
Its  likenels  to  the  roughen:  heart,. 
Her  eyes  with  magic  pow'r  endued, 
To  fire  the  dull,  and  awe  the  rude. 
His  rofy  fingers  on  her  face 
Shed  lavifh  ev'ry  bloomy  grace, 
And  flamp'd  (perfection  to  difplay) 
His  mildeft  image  oil  her  clay. 

Man,  active,  refolute,  and  bold, 
He  fafhion'd  in  a  different  mould, 
With  ufeful  arts  his  mind  inform'd, 
His  breaft  with  nobler  paffions  warm'd ; 
He  gave  him  knowledge,  tafte,  and  fenfe^ 
And  courage  for  the  fair's  defence. 
Her  frame,  refiftlefs  to  each  wrong, 
Demands  protection  from  the  ftrongj 
To  man  fhe  flies  when  fear  alarms, 
And  claims  the  temple  of  his  arms. 

By  nature's  Author  thus  declar'd 
The  woman's  fovereign  and  her  guard, 
Shall  man  by  treach'rous  wiles  invade 
The  weaknefs  he  was  meant  to  aid? 
While  beauty,  given  to  infpire 
Protecting  love,  and  foft  defire, 
Lights  up  a  wild-fire  in  the  heart, 
And  to  its  own  breaft  points  the  dart, 
Becomes  the  fpoiler's  bale  pretence 
To  triumph  over  innocence. 

The  wolf,  that  tears  the  tim'rous  fheep, 
Was  never  fet  the  fold  to  keep ; 
Nor  was  the  tiger,  or  the  pard, 
Meant  the  benighted  traveler's  guard  ; 
But  man,  the  wildeft  beaft  of  prey, 
Wears  friendfhip's  femblance  to  betray  ; 
His  ftrength  againft  the  weak  employs; 
And  where  he  fhould  protect,  deftroys. 

Paft  twelve  o'clock,  the  watchman  cried  j 
His  brief  the  ftudious  Lawyer  plied; 
The  all-prevailing  fee  lay  nigh, 
The  earneft  of  to-morrow's  lie. 
Sudden  the  furious  winds  arife,  _ 
The  jarring  cafement  fhatter'd  flies ; 
The  doors  admit  a  hollow  found, 
And  rattling  from  their  hinges  bound; 
When  Juftice,  in  a  blaze  of  light, 
Reveal 'd  her  radiant  form  to  fight. 

The  wretch  with  thrilling  horror  fhook  j 
Loofe  ev'ry  joint,  and  pale  his  look ; 
Not  having  feen  her  in  the  courts, 
Or  found  her  mention'd  in  reports, 
He  afk'd,  with  fault  Ving'  tongue,  her  name, 
Her  errand  there,  and  whence  me  came  ? 
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Sternly  the  white-rob'd  Shade  replied 
(A  crimibn  glow  her  vifagedyed)  ; 
Canft  thou  be  doubtful  who  I  am  ? 
Is  Juftice  grown  fo  ftrange  a  name  ? 
"Were  not  your  courts  for  Juftice  raisM? 
*Twas  there,  of  old,  my  altars  blaz'd. 
My  guardian  thee  I  did  elect, 
My  iacred  temple  to  protecl, 
That  thou  and  all  thy  venal  tribe, 
Should  fpurn  the  goddefs  for  the  bribe. 
Aloud  the  ruin'd  client  cries, 
Juftice  has  neither  ears  nor  eyes"; 
In  foul  alliance  with  the  bar, 
'Gainil  me  the  judge  denounces  war, 
And  rarely  iflues  his  decree 
But  with  intent  to  baffie  me. 

She  paus'd — her  bread  with  fury  burn'd  j 
The  trembling  Lawyer  thus  return'd  : 

I  own  the  charge  is  juftly  laid, 
And  weak  th'  excufe  that  can  be  made ; 
Yet  fearch  the  fpacious  globe,  and  fee 
If  all  mankind  are  not  like  me. 

The  gown-man,  fkhTd  in  Romifh  lies, 
By  faith's  falfe  glafs  deludes  our  eyes : 
O'er  conference  rides  without  controul, 
And  robs  the  man  to  fave  his  foul. 

The  doctor,  with  important  face, 
By  fly  defign  mi  (takes  the  cafe  ; 
Prefcribes,  and  fpins  out  the  difeafe, 
To  trick  the  patient  of  his  fees. 

The  ioldier,  rough  with  many  a  fear, 
And  red  with  (laughter,  leads  the  war  j 
If  he  a  nation's  trull  betray, 
The  foe  has  offer'd  double  pay. 

When  vice  o'er  all  mankind  prevail;, 
And  weighty  int'reft  turns  the  fcales, 
Muit  I  be  better  than  the  reft, 
j&nd  harbour  Juftice  in  my  breaft  ? 
On  one  fide  only  take  the  fee, 
Content  with  poverty  and  thee  ? 

Thou  blind  to  fenfe,  and  vile  of  mind, 
Th'  exafperated  Shade  rejoin'd, 
If  virtue  from  the  world  is  flown, 
Will  other's  faults  excufe  thy  own  ? 
For  fickly  fouls  the  prieft  was  made  j 
Phyficians  for  the  body's  aid; 
The  foldier  guarded  liberty ; 
Man,  woman,  and  the  lawyer  me. 
If  all  are  faithlefs  to  their  truft, 
They  leave  not  thee  the  lefs  unjuft. 
Henceforth  your  pleadings  I  difclaim, 
And  bar  the  fanclion  of  my  name ; 
Within  your  courts  it  ihall  be  read, 
That  Juftice  from  the  law  is  fled. 

She  fpoke;  and  hid  in  (hades  her  face, 
TiH  Hardwick'e  footh'd  her  into  grace. 


§  318.  fable  ix.    the  Farmer,  the  Spaniel, 
and  the  Cat. 

Why  knits  my  dear  her  angry  brow  ? 
What  rude  offence  alarms  you  row  ? 
I  faid  that  Delia's  fair,  'tis  true, 
But  did  I  fay  (he  equall'd  you  r 


Can't  I  another's  face  commend, 
Or  to  her  virtues  be  a  friend, 
But  inftantly  your  forehead  lours, 
As  if  her  merit  leflen'd  yours  ? 
From  female  envy  never  free, 
All  mull  be  blind  becaufe  you  fee. 

Survey  the  garden,  fields,  and  bowers, 
The  buds,  the  bloflbms,  and  the  flow'rs  j 
Then  tell  me  where  the  woodbine  grow* 
That  vies  in  (\veetnefs  with  the  role  j 
Or  where  the  lily's  fnowy  white, 
That  throws  fuch  beauties  on  the  fight  1 
Yet  folly  is  it  to  declare, 
That  thefe  are  neither  fweet  nor  fair. 
The  cryilal  fliines  with  fainter  rays 
Before  the  diamond's  brighter  blaze  ; 
And  fops  will  fay  the  diamond  dies 
Before  the  lultre  of  your  eyes : 
But  I,  who  deal  in  truth,  deny 
That  neither  fliine  when  you  are  by. 

When  zephyrs  o'er  the  bloflbm  (lray4 
And  fweets  along  the  air  convey, 
Sha'n't  I  the  fragrant  breeze  inhale, 
Becaufe  ycu  breathe  a  fweeter  gale  ? 

Sweet  are  the  flow'c?  that  deck  the  field  \ 
Sweet  is  the  fmell  the  bloflbms  yield  j 
Sweet  is  the  fummer  gale  that  blows; 
And  fweet,  tho'  fweeter  you,  the  rofe. 

Shall  envy  then  torment  your  breaft. 
If  you  are  lovelier  than  the  reft? 
For  while  I  give  to  each  her  due, 
By  praiflng  them  I  flatter  you  ; 
And  praiiing  mod,  I  dill  declare 
You  faired,  where  the  reft  are  fair. 

As  at  his  board  a  farmer  fate, 
Repleniih'd  by  his  homely  treat, 
His  tav'rite  Spaniel  near  him  (lood, 
And  with  his  mailer  (har'd  the  food ; 
The  crackling  bones  his  jaws  devour'd, 
His  lapping  tongue  the  trenchers  fcour'd; 
Till,  lated  now,  lupine  he  lay, 
And  fnor'd  the  riling  fumes  away. 

The  hungry  Cat,  in  turn,  drew  near, 
And  humbly  crav'd  a  fervant's  (hare  j 
Her  modeft  worth  the  mailer  knew, 
And  ftraight  the  fatt'ning  morfel  threw: 
Enrag'd,  the  marling  Cur  awoke, 
And  thus  with  fpiteful  envy  fpoke: 

They  only  claim  a  right  to  eat, 
Who  earn  by  fervices  their  meat ; 
Me,  zeal  and  induftry  inflame 
To  fcour  the  fields,  and  fpring  the  game  j 
Or,  plunged  in  the  wint'ry  wave, 
For  man  the  wounded  bird  to  fave. 
With  watchful  diligence  I  keep 
From  prowling  wolves  his  fleecy  (heep  ; 
•At  home  his  midnight  hours  fecure, 
And  drive  the  robber  from  the  door: 
For  this  his  bread  with  kifldnefs  glows, 
For  this  his  hand  the  food  bellows  ; 
And  (hall  thy  indolence  impart 
A  warmer  friendlhip  to  his  heart, 
That  thus  he  robs  me  of  my  due, 
To  pamper  fuch  vile  things  as  you  ! 

I  own 
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I  own  (with  meeknefs  Pufs  replied) 
Superior  merit  on  your  fide ; 
Nor  does  my  breafl  with  envy  fwell, 
To  find  it  recompenc'd  fo  well  j 
Yet  I,  in  what  my. nature  can, 
Contribute  to  the  good  of  man. 
Whofe  claws  deflroy  the  pilfering  moufe? 
Who  drives  the  vermin  from  the  houfe  ? 
Or,  watchful  for  the  lab'ring  fvvain, 
From  lurking  rats  fecures  the  grain  I 
From  hence,  if  he  rewards  bellow, 
Why  mould  your  heart  with  gall  overflow  ? 
Why  pine  my  happinefs  to  fee, 
Since  there's  enough  for  you  and  me  ? 

Thy  words  are  jull,  the  farmer  cried, 
And  fpurn'd  the  fnarler  from  his  fide. 


§  319.  fable  x.    The  Spider  and  the  Bee. 
The  nymph  who  walks  the  public  ftreets, 
And  fets  her  cap  at  all  (lie  meets, 
May  catch  the  fool  who  turns  to  flare  j 
But  men  of  fenfe  avoid  the  fnare. 
As  on  the  margin  of  the  fioocl, 
With  filken  line,  my  Lydia  flood, 
I  fmird  to  fee  the  pains  me  took 
To  cover  o'er  the  f'raudful  hook. 
Along  the  forefl  as  we  flray'd, 
You  faw  the  boy  his  lime-twigs  fpread  ; 
Guefs'd  you  the  reafon  of  his  fear, 
Left,  heedlefs,  we  approach  too  near  ? 
For  as  behind  the  bufh  we  lay, 
The  linnet  flutter'd  on  the  fpray. 

Needs  there  fiich  caution  to  delude 
The  fcaly  fry,  and  feather'd  brood  ? 
And  think  you,  with  inferior  art, 
To  captivate  the  human  heart  ? 

The  maid  who  modeflly  conceals 
Her  beauties,  while  fhe  hides,  reveals. 
Give  but  a  glimpfe,  and  fancy  draws 
Whatever  the  Grecian  Venus  was. 
From  Eve's  firft  fig-leaf  to  brocade, 
All  drefs  was  meant  for  fancy's  aid  j 
Which  evermore  delighted  dwells 
On  what  the  bafhful  nymph  conceals. 

When  Celia  flruts  in  man's  attire, 
She  fhews  too  much  to  raife  defire  ; 
But,  from  the  hoop's  bewitching  round, 
Her  very  fhoe  has  pow'r  to  wound. 
The  roving  eye,  the  bofom  bare, 
The  forward  laugh,  the  wanton  air, 
May  catch  the  fop  :  for  gudgeons  ftrike 
At  the  bare  hook  and  bait  alike  -y 
While  fa'mon  play  regardlefs  by, 
Till  art  like  nature  forms  the  fly. 

Beneath  a  peafant's  homely  thatch 
A  Spider  long  had  held  her  watch  5 
From  morn  to  night  with  reillefs  care, 
She  fpun  her  web,  and  wove  her  fnare. 
Within  the  limits  of  her  reign 
Lay  many  a  heedlefs  captive  flain; 
pr  fluttering  ftruggled  in  the  toils, 
To  burft  the  chains,  and  fhun  her  wiles. 
A  flraying  Bee,  that  perch'd  hard  by, 
Beheld  her  with  difdainful  eye, 


And  thus  began :  Mean  thing !  give  o'er, 
And  lay  thy  flender  threads  no  more  j 
A  thoughtlefs  fly  or  two,  at  mofl, 
Is  all  the  conquefl  thou  canft  boaft  j 
For  bees  of  fenfe  thy  arts  evade, 
We  fee  fo  plain  the  nets  are  laid. 

The  gaudy  tulip,  that  difplays 
Her  fp reading  foliage  to  gaze ; 
That  points  her  charms  at  all  fhe  fecst 
And  yields  to  ev'ry  wanton  breeze, 
Attracts  not  me  j  where  blufhing  grows,. 
Guarded  with  thorns,  the  modeft  rofe, 
Enamour'd,  round  and  round  I  fly, 
Or  on  her  fragrant  bofom  lie  ; 
Rduclant  fhe  my  ardour  meets, 
And  bafhful  renders  up  her  fweets. 

To  wifer  heads  attention  lend, 
And  learn  this  lefTon  from  a  friend: 
She  who  with  mode  fly  retires, 
Adds  fuel  to  her  lover's  fires  ; 
While  fuch  incautious  jilts  as  you 
By  folly  your  own  fchemes  undo. 


§520.  fablexi.  The  Young  Lion  and  the  Ape, 
,'Tis  true,  I  blame  your  lover's  choice, 
Though  flatter'd  by  the  public  voice  } 
And  peevifh  grow,  and  fick,  to  hear 
His  exclamations,  O  how  fair  ! 
I  iiflen  not  to  wild  delights, 
And  trahfports  of  expected  nights  ; 
What  is  to  me  your  hoard  of  charms, 
The  whitenefs  of  your  neck  and. arms? 
Needs  there  no  acquifition  more 
To  keep  contention  from  the  door  ? 
Yes  ;    pafs  a  fortnight,  and  you'll  rind 
All  beauty  cloys,  but  of  the  mind. 

Senfe  and  good  humour  ever  prove 
The  fureit  cords  to  faflen  love. 
Yet,  Phillis,  fimplefl  of  your  fex, 
You  never  think  but  to  perplex  j 
Coquetting  it  with  ev'ry  ape 
That  flruts  abroad  in  human  fhape ; 
Not  that  the  coxcomb  is  your  tafle, 
But  that  it  flings  your  lover's  breait. 
To-morrow  you  refign  the  fway, 
Prepar'd  to  honour  and  obey: 
The  tyrant  miflrefs  change  for  life, 
To  the  fubmimon  of  a  wife. 

(Your  follies,  if  you  can,  fufpend, 
And  learn  inflruction  from  a  friend; 

Reluclant  hear  the  firft  addrefs, 
Think  often  ere  you  anfwer  Yes : 
But,  once  refolv'd,  throw  off  difguife, 
And  wear  your  wifhes  in  your  eyes  \ 
With  caution  ev'ry  look  forbear 
That  might  create  one  jealous  fear, 
A  lover's  ripening  hopes  confound, 
Or  give  the  gen'rous  breaft  a  wound  ; 
Contemn  the  girlifh  arts  to  teaze, 
Nor  ufe  your  pow'r,  unlefs  to  pleafe  j 
For  fools  alone  with  rigour  fway, 
When,  foon  or  late,  they  mufl  obey. 

The  King  of  brutes,   in  life's  decline, 

I  Refolv'd  dominion  to  refign  j 
The 


Book  T. 


SACRED    AND    MORAL. 


171 


The  beads  were  fummon'd  to  appear, 
An  J  bend  before  the  royal  heir. 
They  came  ;  a  day  was  Sx'd ;  the  crowd 
Before  their  future  monarch  bow'd. 

A  dipper  Monkey,  pert  and  vain, 
Stepp'd  forth,  and  thus  addrefs'd  the  train  : 
Why  cringe,  my  friends,  with  fiaviih  awe, 
Before  this  pageant  king  of  flraw? 
Shall  we  anticipate  the  hour, 
And,  ere  we  feel  it,  own  his  pow'r? 
The  counfels  of  experience  prize, 
I  know  the  maxims  of  the  wife  5  • 

Subjection  let  us  call  away, 
And  iive  the  monarchs  of  to-day  ; 
*Tis  ours  the  vacant  hand  to  fpurn, 
And  play  the  tyrant  each  in  turn. 
So  (hall  he  right  from  wrong  difcern, 
And  mere .  from  oppre'Uon  learn ; 
At  c  thers  woes  be  taught  to  melt, 
And  loath  the  ills  himfelf  has  felt. 

He  fpoke — his  boforn  fweil'd  with  pride; 
The  youthful  Lion  thus  replied  : 

What  madnefs  prompts  thee  to  provoke 
My  wrath,  and  dare  th'  impending  itroke  ? 
Thou  wretched  fool  !  can  wrongs  impart 
Companion  to  the  feeling  heart  ? 
Or  teach  the  grateful  breail  to  glow, 
The  hand  to  give,  or  eye  to  flow  ? 
Learn'd  in  the  practice  of  their  fchools, 
From  women  thou  halt  drawn  thy  rules  : 
To  them  return  ;  in  iuch  a  caufe, 
From  only  fuch  expect  applaufe; 
The  pnrtial  lex  I  don't  condemn, 
For  liking  thofe  who  copy  them. 

Wouldil  thou  the  gen'rous  lion  bind? 
By  kindnefs  bribe  him  to  be  kind  j 
Good  offices  their  iikenefs  get, 
And  payment  lelfens  not  the  debt ; 
With  multiplying  hand  he  gives 
The  good  from  others  he  receives ; 
Or  for  the  bad  makes  fair  return, 
And  pays  with  int'reit  fcorn  tor  fcorn. 


§  321.  fable  xii.  The  Colt  and  the  Farmer. 

'J'ell  me,  Corinna,  if  you  can, 
Why  fo  averfe,  fo  coy  to  man  ? 
Did  Nature,  lavifh  of  her  care, 
From  her  beft  pattern  form  you  fair, 
That  you,  ungrateful  to  her  caufe, 
Should  mock  her  gifts,  and  fpurn  her  laws  ? 
And,  mifer-like,  withhold  that  (tore, 
Which,  by  imparting,  bleffes  more  ? 

Beauty's  a  gift  by  Heaven  aflign'd 
The  portion  of  the  female  kind  ; 
For  this  the  yielding  maid  demands 
Protection  at  her  lover's  hands  j 
And  though  by  waiting  years  it  fade, 
Remembrance  tells  him  once  'twas  paid. 

And  will  you  then  this  wealth  conceal, 
For  age  to  ruft,  or  time  to  fteal  ? 
The  mmmer  of  your  youth  to  rove 
A  itranger  to  the  joys  of  love  ? 


Then,  when  life's  winter  haftens  on, 
And  youth's  fair  heritage  is  gone, 
Dow'rlefs  to  court  fome  peafant's  arms, 
To  guard  your  wither'd  age  from  harms  j 
No  gratitude  to  warm  his  breail, 
For  blooming  beauty  once  pofleft ; 
How  will  you  curie  that  Ihibborn  pride 
Which  drove  your  bark  acrofs.  the  tide, 
And  failing  before  folly's  wjnd, 
Lett  fenfe  and  happinels  behind  ! 
Corinna,  lelt  thefe  whims  prevail, 
To  iuch  as  you  I  write  my  tale. 

A  Colt,  for  blood  and  mettled  fpeed 
The  choiceft  of  the  running  breed. 
Of  youthful  ftrength  and  beauty  vain, 
Refus'd  fubjeclion  to  the  rein. 
In  vain  the  groom's  officious  ikill 
Oppos'd  his  pride,  and  check'd  his  will  j 
In  vain  the  mailer's  forming  care 
Rellrain'd  with  threats,  or  looth'd  withprayV; 
Of  freedom  proud,  and  fcorn  ing  man, 
Wild  o'er  the  fpacious  plains  he  ran. 

Where'er  luxuriant  nature  fpread 
Her  flcw'ry  carpet  o'er  the  mead, 
Or  bubbling  11  reams  foft  gliding  pals, 
To  cool  and  ire  (hen  up  the  grais, 
Difdaining  bounds,  he  cropt  the  blade, 
And  wanton 'd  in  the  fpoil  he  made. 

In  plenty  thus  the  fummer  pafs'd, 
Revolving  winter  came  at  lait ; 
The  trees  no  more  a  fhelter  yield, 
The  verdure  withers  from  the  field, 
Perpetual  mows  inveft  the  ground, 
In  icy  chains  the  ftreams  are  bound, 
Cold,  nipping  winds,  and  rattling  hail, 
His  lank  unfhelter'd  fides  afiail. 
As  round  he  caft  his  rueful  eyes, 
He  law  the  thatch'd-ruof  cottage  rife  ; 
The  profpeet  touch'd  his  heart  with  cheer, 
And  promis'd  kind  deliv'rance  near. 
A  liable,  eril  his  fcorn  and  hate, 
Was  now  become  his  wilk'd  retreat  ; 
His  paffion  cool,  his  pride  forgot, 
A  Farmer's  welcome  yard  he  fought. 

The  matter  law  his  woeful  plight, 
His  limbs  that  totter'd  with  his  weight : 
And,  friendly,  to  the  liable  led, 
And  faw  him  litter'd,  drefs'd  and  fed. 
In  llothful  eafe  all  night  he  lay, 
The  fervants  role  at  break  of  day ; 
The  market  calls — along  the  road 
His  back  mult  bear  the  pond'rous  load; 
la  vain  he  ltruggles  or  complains, 
Incellant  blows  reward  his  pains. 
To-morrow  varies  but  his  toil ; 
Chain'd  to  the  plough,  he  breaks  the  foil  j 
While  fcanty  meals  at  night  repay 
The  painful  labours  of  the  day. 

Subdued  by  toil,  with  anguifh  rent, 
His  felfupbraidings  found  a  vent. 
Wretch  that  I  am  !  he  fighing  faid, 
By  arrog,mce  and  folly  led  : 
Had  but  my  rellive  youth  been  brought 
To  learn  the  leubn  nature  taught, 

Then 
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Then  had  I,  like  my  fires  of  yore, 
The  prize  from  ev'ry  courfer  bore. 
While  man  beftow'd  rewards  and  praife, 
And  females  crown  my  latter  days. 
Now  lafting  fervitude's  my  lot, 
My  birth  contemned,  my  fpeed  forgot  ; 
Doom'd  am  I,  for  my  pride,  to  bear 
A  living  death  from  year  to  year. 


§  322.  fable  xiii.  The  0<wl  and  the  Nightingale. 

To  know  the  miftrefs'  humour  right, 

See  if  her  maids  are  clean  and  tight  j 

If-Betty  waits  without  her  flays, 

She  copies  but  her  lady's  ways. 

When  Mifs  comes  in  with  boifl'rous  fhout, 

And  drops  no  curtfey  going  out, 

Depend  upon  't,  mamma  is  one 

Who  reads,  or  drinks  too  much  alone. 
If  bottled  beer  her  thirfl  aifuage, 

She  feels  enrhufiaflic  rage, 

And  burns  with  ardour  to  inherit 

The  gifts  and  workings  of  the  fpirit. 

If  learning  crack  her  giddy  brains, 

Ko  remedy  but  death  remains. 

Sum  up  the  various  ills  of  life, 

And  al!  are  fweet  to  fuch  a  wife. 

At  home  fu  peri  or  wit  me  vaunts, 

And  twits  herhufband  with  his  wants  j 

Her  ragged  offspring  all  around, 

Like  pigs,  are  wallowing  on  the  ground  j 

Impatient  ever  of  controul, 

She  knows  no  order  but  of  foul ; 

With  books  her  litter'd  floor  is  fpread, 

Of  namelefs  authors,  never  read  ; 

Foul  linen,  petticoats,  and  lace, 

Fill  up  the  intermediate  fpace. 

Abroad,  at  vifitings,  her  tongue 

Is  never  Hill,  and  always  wrong ; 

All  meanings  (he  defines  away, 

And  Hands  with  truth  and  fenfe  at  bay. 
If  e'er  fhe  meets  a  gentle  heart, 

Skill'd  in  the  houfewife's  ufeful  art, 

Who  makes  her  family  her  care, 

And  builds  contentment's  temple  there, 

She  flarts  at  fuch  miilakes  in  nature, 

And  cries,  Lord  help  us  !    what  a  creature  ! 

Melifia,  if  the  moral  ftrike,  * 
You'll  find  the  fable  not  unlike. 

An  Owl,  puff 'd  up  with  felf-conceit, 
Lov'd  learning  better  than  his  meat  j 
Old  manufcripts  he  treafur'd  up, 
And  rummag'd  ev'ry  grocer's  mop  j 
At  paftry-cooks  was  known  to  ply, 
And  flrip  for  fcience  ev'ry  pye. 
For  modern  poetry,  and  wit, 
He  had  read  all  that  Blackmore  writ ; 
So  intimate  with  Curl  was  grown, 
His  learned  treafures  were  his  own  j 
To  all  his  authors  had  accefs, 
And  fometimes  would  correcl  the  p'efg. 
Jn  logic  he  acquir'd  fuch  knowledge, 
You'd  fwear  him  fellow  of  a  college  j 
Alike  to  ev'ry  art  and  fcience 
His  daring  genius  bid  defiance, 


And  fwallow'd  wifdom  with  that  hafte 

That  cits  do  cuftards  at  a  fedii. 
Withinthe  fhelter  of  a  wood, 

One  evening,  as  he  muling  flood, 

Hard  by,  upon  a  leafy  fpray, 

A  Nightingale  began  his  lay. 

Sudden  he  ftarts,   with  anger  flung, 

And  fcreeching  interrupts  the  fong: 
Pert,  bufy  thing  !  thy  airs  give  o'er, 

And  let  my  contemplation  foar. 

What  is  the  mulic  of  thy  voice, 

But  jarring  dilTonance  and  noife  ? 

Be  wife  ;  true  harmony  thou'lt  find 

Not  in  the  throat,  but  in  the  mind  ; 

By  empty  chirping  not  attain'd, 

But  by  laborious  ftudy  gain'd. 

Go,  read  the  authors  Pope  explodes; 

Fathom  the  depths  of  Cibber's  odes  ; 

With  modern  plays  improve  thy  wit; 

Read  all  the  learning  Henley  writ; 

And  if  thou  needs  muft  fing,  fingthen,. 

And  emulate  the  ways  of  men  ; 

So  malt  thou  grow,  like  me,  refm'd, 

And  bring  improvement  to  thy  kind. 
Thou  wretch,  the  lirtle  warbler  cried^ 

Made  up  of  ignorance  and  pride  ! 

Afk  all  the  birds,  and  they'll  declare 
A  greater  blockhead  wings  not  air. 
Read  o'er  thyfelf,  thy  talents  fcan, 
Science  was  only  meant  for  man. 
No  fenfelefs  authors  me  moleft, 
I  mind  the  duties  of  my  neft  j 
With  careful  wing  protecl  my  young* 
And  cheer  their  evenings  with  a  fong : 
Make  fhort  the  weary  traveller's  way, 
And  warble  in  the  poet's  lay. 

Thus,  following  nature  and  her  laws, 
From  men  and  birds  I  claim  applaufe; 
While  nurs'd  in  pedantry  and  (loth, 
An  Owl  is  fcorn'd  alike  bv  both. 


§323.  fable  xiv.  The  Sparrow  and  the  Dovt* 
It  was,  as  learn'd  traditions  lay, 
Upon  an  April's  blithefome  day, 
.  When  pleafure,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Return'd,  companion  of  the  fprmg, 
And  cheer'd  the  birds  witham'rous  heat, 
Inflru&ing  little  hearts  to  beat  j 
A  Sparrow,  frolic,  gay,  and  young, 
Of  bold  addrefs,  and  flippant  tongue, 
Juft  left  his  lady  of  a  night, 
Like  him  to  follow  new  delight. 

The  youth,  of  many  a  conquefl  vaiira 
Flew  off  to  feek  the  chirping  train  ; 
The  chirping  train  he  quickly  found, 
And  with  a  fancy  eafe  bow'd  round. 
For  ev'ry  fhe  his  bofom  burns, 
And  this  and  that  he  woos  by  turns  j 
And  here  a  figh,  and  there  a  bill ; 
And  here — thofe  eyes,  fo  form'd  to  kill! 
And  now,    with  ready  tongue,  he  firings 
Unmeaning,  foft,  reiiftlefs  things  j 
With  vows  and  dem-me's  fkill'd  to  woo, 
As  other  pretty  fellows  do. 
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Kot  that  he  thought  this  ftiort  eflay 
A  prologue  needful  to  his  play ; 
Mo,  truft  me,  fays  our  learned  letter, 
He  knew  the  virtuous  fex  much  better  j 
But  thefe  he  held  as  fpecious  arts, 
To  mew  his  own  fuperior  parts; 
The  form  of  decency  to  fbield, 
And  give  a  juft  pretence  to  yield. 

Thus  finiining  his  courtly  play, 
He  mark'd  the  fav'rite  of  a  day ; 
With  carelefs  impudence  drew  near, 
And  whifper'd  Hebrew  in  her  ear; 
A  hint,  which  like  the  mafon's  fign, 
The  confeious  can  alone  divine.     ' 

The  flutt'ring  nymph,  expert  at  feigning, 
Cried,  Sir  ? — pray,  Sir,  explain  your  meaning- 
Go  prate  to  thofe  that  may  endure  ye  !— 
To  me  this  rudenefs  ! — I'll  affaire  ye  ! 
Then  off  me  glided  like  a  fwallow, 
As  faying —  you  guefs  where  to  follow. 

To  fuch  as  know  the  party  fet, 
*Tis  needlefs  to  declare  they  met; 
The  parfon's  barn,  as  authors  mention, 
Confefs'd  the  fair  had  apprehenfion. 
Her  honour  there  fecure  from  itain, 
She  held  all  farther  trifling  vain; 
No  more  affected  to  be  coy, 
But  rufh'd,  licentious,  on  the  joy. 
Hift,  love  !   the  male  companion  cried  ; 
Retire  awhile,  I  fear  we're  fpied. 
Nor  was  the  caution  vain :  he  faw 
A  Turtle  ruftling  in  the  ftraw; 
While  o'er  her  callow  brocd  me  hung, 
And  fondly  thus  addrefs'd  her  young; 

Ye  tender  objects  of  my  care  I 
Peace,  peace,  ye  little  helplefs  pair  ; 
Anon  he  comes,  your  gentle  lire, 
And  brings  you  all  your  hearts  require. 
For  us,  his  infants,  and  his  bride, 
For  us,  with  only  love  to  guide, 
Our  lord  affumes  an  eagle's  fpeed, 
And  like  a  lion  dares  to  bleed. 
Nor  yet  by  wint'ry  fkies  confin'd, 
He  mounts  upon  the  rudeft  wind, 
From  danger  tears  the  vital  fpoil, 
And  with  affection  fweetens  toil. 
Ah  ceafe,  too  vent'rous,  ceafe  to  dare  j 
In  thine,  our  dearer  fafety  fpare  ! 
From  him,  ye  cruel  falcons,  ftray; 
And  turn,  ye  fowlers,  far  away ! 

Should  I  furvive  to  fee  the  day 
That  tears  me  from  myfelf  away; 
That  cancels  all  that  Heaven  could  give, 
The  life  by  which  alone  I  live, 
Alas,  how  more  than  loft  were  I, 
Who  in  the  thought  already  die. 

Ye  pow'rs  whom  men  and  birds  obey, 
Great  rulers  of  your  creatures,  fay, 
Why  mourning  comes  by  blifs  convey'd, 
And  even  the  fweets  of  love  allay'd  ? 
Where  grows  enjoyment,  tall  and  fair, 
Around  it  twines  entangling  care; 
While  fear  for  what  our  fouls  poflefs 
Enervates  av'ry  pow'r  to  blefs ; 


Yet  friendfhip  forms  the  blifs  above; 
And,  life,  what  art  thou  without  love  I 

Our  hero,  who  had  heard  apart, 
Felt  fomething  moving  in  his  heart  j 
But  quickly,  with  difdain,  fuppr*fs'd 
The  virtue  rifing  in  his  breaft; 
And  firfl  he  feign'd  to  laugh  aloud ; 
And  next,  approaching  fmil'd  and  bow'ds 

Madam,  you  rauft  not  thiuk  me  rude  j 
Good  manners  never  can  intrude ; 
I  vow  I  come  thro'  pure  good  nature— 
(Upon  my  foul  a  charming  creature  !) 
Are  thefe  the  comforts  of  a  wife  ? 
This  careful,  cloifter'd,  moping  life  ? 
No  doubt  that  odious  thing,  call'd  Duty, 
Is  a  fweet  province  for  a  beauty. 
Thou  pretty  ignorance  I  thy  will 
Is  meafur'd  to  thy  want  of  fkill ; 
That  good  old-fafhion'd  dame,  thy  mother, 
Has  taught  thy  infant  years  no  other : 
The  greateft  ill  in  the  creation 
Is  fure  the  want  of  education. 

But  think  ye — tell  me  without  feigning— 
Have  all  thefe  charms  no  farther  meaning ! 
Dame  nature,  if  you  don't  forget  her, 
Might  teach  your  ladyfhip  much  better. 
For  fhame  !  reject  this  mean  employment, 
Enter  the  world  and  tafte  enjoyment, 
Where  time  by  circling  blifs  wemeafure; 
Beauty  was  form'd  alone  for  pleafure : 
Come,  prove  the  bleffing,  follow  me, 
Be  wife,  be  happy,  and  be  free. 

Kind  Sir,  replied  our  matron  chafte, 
Your  zeal  feems  pretty  much  in  haflej 
I  own,  the  fondnefs  to  be  bleft 
Is  a  deep  thirft  in  ev'ry  breaft  ; 
Of  bleflings  too  I  have  my  ftore, 
Yet  quarrel  not  fhould  Heaven  give  more; 
Then  prove  the  change  to  be  expedient, 
And  think  me,  Sir,  your  molt  obedient. 

Here  turning,  as  to  one  inferior, 
Our  gallant  fpoke,  and  fmil'd  fuperior  : 
Methinks,  to  quit  your  boafted  ftation 
Requires  a  world  of  hefitation; 
Where  brats  and  bonds  are  held  a  bleffing, 
The  cafe,  I  doubt,  is  paft  redreffing. 
Why,  child,  fuppofe  the  joys  I  mention 
Were  the  mere  fruits  of  my  invention, 
You  've  caufe  fufEcient  for  your  carriage, 
In  flying  from  the  curfe  of  marriage ; 
That  fly  decoy,  with  varied  fnares, 
That  takes  your  widgeons  in  by  pairs  j 
Alike  to  hufband  and  to  wife, 
The  cure  of  love,  and  bane  of  life ; 
The  only  method  of  forecafting, 
To  make  misfortune  firm  andlafting; 
The  fin,  by  Heaven's  peculiar  fentence, 
Unpardon'd  through  a  life's  repentance* 
It  is  the  double  make  that  weds 
A  common  tail  to  different  heads, 
That  lead  the  carcafe  ftill  aftray, 
By  dragging  each  a  different  way. 
Of  all  the  ills  that  may  attend  me, 
From  marriage,  mighty  gods  defend  me ! 

Give, 
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Give  me  frank  nature's  wild  demefne, 
And  boundlefs  tracr.  of  air  ferene, 
Where  fancy,  ever  wing'd  for  change. 
Delights  to  fport,  delights  to  range: 
There,  Liberty  !  to  thee  is  owing 
Whate'er  of  blifs  is  worth  beftowing: 
Delights  ftill  varied,  and  divine, 
Sweet  goddefs  of  the  hills  !  are  thine, 

What  fay  you  now,  you  pretty  pink,  you  ? 
Have  I  for  once  fpoke  reafon,  think  you  ? 
You  take  me  now  for  no  romancer- 
Come,  never  ftudy  for  an  anfwer! 
Away,  caft  ev'ry  care  behind  ye, 
And  fly  where  joy  alone  thall  find  ye. 

Soft  yet,  return 'd  onr  female  fencer; 
A  queftion  more,  or  fo — and  then,  Sir. 
You  've  rallied  me  with  fenfe  exceeding, 
With  much  fine  wit,  and  better  breeding ; 
But  pray,  Sir,  how  do  you  contrive  it  ? 
Do  thofe  of  your  world  never  wive  it  ? 
"  No,  no."    How  then  ?  "  Why,  dare  I  tell  ? 
u  What  does  the  bus'nefs  full  as  well." 
Do  you  ne'er  love  ?  "  An  hour  at  leafure." 
Have  you  no  friendfhips  ?  "  Yes,  for  pleafure.' 
No  care  for  litile  ones ?  "  We  get  'em; 
"The  reft  the  mothers  mind — -and  let  'em.'1 

Thou,  wretch,  rejoin'd  the  kindling  Dove, 
Quite  loft  to  life,  as  loft  to  love  ! 
Whene'er  misfortune  comes,  how  juft ! 
And  come  misfortunes  furely  muft. 
In  the  dread  feafon  of  difmay, 
In  that  your  hour  of  trial,  fay, 
Who  then  mall  prop  your  finking  heart? 
Who  bear  affliction's  weightier  part  ? 

Say,  when  the  black-bow'd  welkin  bends, 
And  winter's  gloomy  form  impends, 
To  mourning  turns  all  tranfient  cheer. 
And  blafts  the  melancholy  year; 
For  times  at  no  perfuafion  ftay, 
Nor  vice  can  find  perpetual  May  ; 
Then  where  's  that  tongue  by  folly  fed, 
That  foul  of  pertnefs  whither  fled  ? 
All  fhrunk  within  thy  lonely  neft, 
Forlorn,  abandon'd,  and  unbleft. 
No  friends,  by  cordial  bonds  allied, 
Shall  feek  thy  cold  unfocial  fide; 
No  chirping  prattlers  to  delight, 
Shall  turn  the  long-enduring  night  5 
No  bride  her  words  of  balm  impart, 
And  warm  thee  at  herconftant  heart. 
Freedom,  reftrain'd  by  reafon's  force, 
Is  as  the  fun's  unvarying  courfe  ; 
Benignly  active,  fweetly  bright, 
Affording  warmth,  affording  light ; 
But,  torn  from  virtue's  facred  rules, 
Becoms  a  comet,  gaz'd  by  fools, 
Foreboding  cares,  and  ftorms,  and  ftrife, 
And  fraught  with  all  the  plagues  of  life. 

Thou,  tool !  by  union  ev'ry  creature 
Subfifts,  through  univerfal  nature  ; 

And  this,  to  beings  void  of  mind, 
Is  wedlock  of  a  meaner  kind. 
While  womb'd  in  fpace,  primaeval  clay 
A  yet  unfalhicn'd  embryo  lay, 
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The  Source  of  endlefs  good  above 
Shot  down  his  fparkof  kindling  love; 
Touch'd  by  the  all  enlivening  flame, 
Then  motion  firft  exulting  came; 
Each  atom  fought  its  fep'rate  clafs 
Through  many  a  fair  enamour'd  mafs; 
Love  caft  the  central  charm  around, 
And  with  eternal  nuptials  bound. 
Then  form  and  order  o'er  the  fky 
Firft  train 'd  their  bridal  pomp  on  high  ; 
The  fun  difplay'd  his  orb  to  fight, 
And  burnt  with  hymeneal  light. 

Hence  nature's  virgin-womb  conceiv'd, 
And  with  the  genial  burden  heav'd  ; 
Forth  came  the  oak,  her  firft- born  heir, 
And  fcal'd  the  breathing  fteep  of  air ; 
Then  infant  ftems  of  various  ufe, 
Imbib'd  her  ibft  maternal  juice ; 
The  flow'rs,  in  early  bloom  difclos'd, 
Upon  her  fragrant  breaft  repos'd  ; 
Within  her  warm  embraces  grew 
A  race  of  endlefs  form  and  hue  : 
Then  pour'd  her  leffer  offspring  round, 
And  fondly  cloth'd  their  parent  ground. 

Nor  here  alone  the  virtue  reign'd, 
By  matter's  cumb'ring  form  detain'd ; 
But  thence,  fubliming  and  refin'd, 
Afpir'd,  and  reach'd  its  kindred  Mind. 
Caught  in  the  fond  celeftial  fire, 
The  mind  perceiv'd  Unknown  defire; 
And  now  with  kind  effufion  flow'd, 
And  now  with  cordial  ardours  glow'd, 
Beheld  the  fympathetic  fair, 
And  lov'd  its  own  refemblance  there; 
On  all  with  circling  radiance  fhone, 
But  cent'ring  fix'd  on  one  alone  ; 
There  clafp'd  the  heaven-appointed  wife, 
And  doubled  every  joy  of  life. 

Here  ever  bleffing,  ever  bleft 
Refides  this  beauty  of  the  breaft; 
As  from  his  palace  here  the  god 
Still  beams  effulgent  blifs  abroad; 
Here  gems  his  own  eternal  round, 
The  ring  by  which  the  world  is  bound  5 
Here  bids  his  feat  of  empire  grow, 
And  builds  his  little  heaven  below. 

The  bridal  partners  thus  allied, 
And  thus  in  fweet  accordance  tied, 
One  body,  heart,  and  fpiritlive, 
Enrich'd  by  ev'ry  joy  they  give  ; 
Like  echo,  from  her  vocal  hold, 
Return'd  in  mufic  twenty-fold. 
Their  union,  firm  and  undecay'd, 
Nor  time  can  fhake,  nor  pow'r  invade  3 
But,  as  the  ftem  and  fcion  ftand 
Ingrafted  by  a  flcilful  hand, 
They  check  the  tempeft's  wint'ry  rage, 
And  bloom  and  ffrengthen  into  age. 
A  thoufand  amities  unknown, 
And  pow'rs  perceiv'd  by  love  alone, 
Endearing  looks  and  chafte  defire, 
Fan  and  Uipport  the  mutual  fire; 
Whofe  flame,  perpetual  as  refin'd, 
Is  fed  by  an  immortal  mind. 
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Nor  yet  the  nuptial  fan£lion  ends : 
Like  Nile  it  opehs,  and  defcends  ; 
Which,  by  apparent  winnings  led, 
We  trace  to  its  celeflial  head. 
The  lire,  firfl  fpringing  from  above, 
Becomes  the  fource  of  life  and  love, 
And  gives  his  filial  heir  to  flow 
In  fondnefs  down  on  ions  below: 
Thus,  roll'd  in  one  continued  tide, 
To  time's  extremeit  verge  they  glide ; 
While  kindred  ftreams  on  either  hand, 
Branch  forth  in  bleflings  o'er  the  land. 

Thee,  wretch  !  no  liiping  babe  fhall  name, 
No  late-returning  brother  claim, 
No  kinfman  on  thy  iight  rejoice, 
No  filler  greet  thy  ent'ring  voice  ; 
With  partial  eyes  no  parent  fee, 
And  blefs  their  years  reftor'd  in  thee. 

In  age  rejected  or  declin'd. 
An  alien  even  among  thy  kind, 
The  partner  of  th'y  fcorn'd  embrace 
Shall  play  the  wanton  in  thy  face ; 
E?xh  fpark  unplume  thy  little  pride, 
Ail  friendfhip  fly  thy  faithlefs  fide. 
Thy  name  mall  like  thy  carcafe  rot, 
In  licknefs  fpurn'd,  in  death  forgot. 

All-giving  Pow'r!  great  Source  of  life  ! 
Oh  hear  the  parent,  hear  the  wife  ! 
That  life  thou  lenJeft  from  above, 
Though  little,  make  it  large  in  love; 
O  bid  my  feeling  heart  expand 
To  ev'ry  claim,  on  ev'ry  hand  ; 
To  thofe  from  whom  my  days  I  drew, 
To  thefe  in  whom  thofe  days  renew, 
To  all  my  kin,  however  wide, 
In  cordial  warmth  as  blood  allied, 
To  friends  with  (leely  fetters  twin'd, 
And  to  the  cruel,  not  unkind  I 

But  chief  the  lord  of  my  defire, 
My  life,  myfelf,  my  foul,  my  fire, 
Friends,  children,  all  that  wifh  can  claim, 
Chaile  paflion  clafp,  and  rapture  name — 
O  fpare  him,  fpare  him,  gracious  Pow'r! 
O  give  him  to  my  lateft  hour ! 
Let  me  my  length  of  life  employ 
To  give  my  fole  enjoyment  joy. 
His  love  let  mutual  love  excite, 
Turn  all  my  cares  to  his  delight; 
And  ev'ry  needlefs  blefling  fpare, 
Wherein  my  darling  wants  a  (hare. 
When  he  with  graceful  action  woos, 
And  fweetly  bills,  and  fondly  coos, 
Ah  !  deck  me,  to  his  eyes  alone, 
With  charms  attractive  as  his  own ; 
And,  in  my  circling  wings  carefs'd, 
Give  all  the  lover  to  my  bread. 
Then  in  our  chalte  connubial  bed, 
My  bofom  pillow'd  for  his  head, 
His  eyes  with  blifsful  (lumbers  clofe, 
And  warch,  with  me,  my  lord's  repofe; 
Your  peace  around  his  temples  twine, 
And  love  him  with  a  love  like  mine. 

And,  for  I  know  his  gen'rous  flame, 
Beyond  whate'er  niy  (ex  can  claim, 


Me  too  to  your  protection  take, 
And  fpare  me  for  my  hufband's  fake* 
Let  one  unruffled,  calm  delight 
The  loving  and  belov'd  unite; 
One  pure  delire  our  bofoms  warm, 
One  will  direct,  one  wifh  inform; 
Through  life,  one  mutual  aid  fuftain  ; 
In  death,  one  peaceful  grave  contain. 

While  fwelling  with  the  darling  theme, 
Her  accents  pour'd  an  endlefs  dream, 
The  well-known  wings  a  found  impart, 
That  reach'd  her  ear,  and  touch'd  her  heart  j 
Quick  dropp'd  the  mufic  of  her  tongue, 
And  forth  with  e3ger  joy  (he  fprung. 
As  fwift  her  ent'ring  confort  flew, 
And  plum'd,  and  kindled  at  the  view; 
Their  wings,  their  fouls,  embracing  meet, 
Their  hearts  with  anfweringmeaiure  beat; 
Hnlf  loft  in  fecret  (weets,  and  blels'd 
With  raptures  felt,  but  ne'er  exprefs'd. 

Straight  to  her  humble  roof  (lie  led 
The  partner  of  her  (potlefs  bed ; 
Her  young,  a  fluttering  pair,  ari(e, 
Their  welcome  fparkling  in  their  eyes; 
Tranfported,  to  their  fire  they  bound, 
And  hang  with  fpeechlefs  action  round* 
In  pleafure  wrapt  the  parents  (land, 
And  fee  their  little  wings  expand ; 
The  fire  his  life-fuftaining  prize 
To  each  expecting  bill  applies, 
There  fondly  pours  the  wheaten  fpoil, 
With  tranfport  giv'n,  tho'  won  with  toil; 
While  all -collected  at  the  fight, 
And  filent  through  fuprerne  delight, 
The  fair  high  heaven  of  blifs  beguiles, 
And  on  her  lord  and  infants  fmiles. 

The  Sparrow,  whofe  attention  hung 
Upon  the  Dove's  enchanting  tongue, 
Of  all  his  little  flights  difarm'd, 
And  from  himfelf  by  virtue  charm'd, 
When  now  he  faw  what  only  feem'd 
A  fact,  fo  late  a  fable  deem'd, 
His  foul  to  envy  he  refign'd, 
His  hours  of  folly  to  the  wind; 
In  fecret  wifh  a  Turtle  too, 
And,  fighing  to  himfelf,  withdrew. 


§  324.     fable  xv.     The  Female  Seducers* 
'Tis  faid  of  widow,  maid,  and  wife, 
That  honour  is  a  woman's  life; 
Unhappy  fex  !  who  only  claim 
A  being  in  the  breath  of  fame ; 
Which,  tainted,  not  the  quick'ning  gales 
That  fweep  Sabaea's  fpicy  vales, 
Nor  all  the  healing  fweets  reftore, 
That  breathe  along  Arabia's  fhore. 

The  traveller,  if  he  chance  to  dray, 
May  turn  uncenfur'd  to  his  way  ; 
Polluted  ftreams  again  are  pure, 
And  deepeft  wounds  admit  a  cure  : 
But  woman  no  redemption  knows, 
The  wounds  of  honour  never  clofe. 

Tho'  diftant  ev^ry  hand  to  guide, 
Nor  (kili'd  on  life's  tempeftuous  tide, 
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If  once  her  feeble  bark  recede, 

Or  deviate  from  the  courfe  decreed, 

In  vain  (he  feeks  the  friendlefs  more, 

Her  fwilter  folly  flies  before  ! 

The  circling  ports  againft  her  clofe, 

And  (hut  the  wand'rer  from  repo(e; 

Till,  by  conflicting'waves  opprcfs'd, 

Her  found'ring  pinnace  finks  to  re(l» 

Are  there  no  offerings  to  atone 
For  but  a  (ingle  error  ? — None. 
Tho'  woman  is  avow'd,  of  old, 
Kay  daughter  of  celeftial  mould, 
Her  temp'ring  not  without  allay, 
And  form'd  but  of  the  finer  clay, 
We  challenge  from  the  mortal  dame 
The  ilrength  angelic  natures  claim ; 
Kay  more — for  facred  (lories  tell, 
That  even  immortal  angels  fell. 

Whatever  (ills  the  teeming  fphere 
Of  humid  earth,  and  ambient  air, 
With  varying  elements  endued, 
Was  formed  to  fall,  and  rife  renewed, 

The  liars  no  fix'd  duration  know ; 
Wide  ocean's  ebb,  again  to  flow  ; 
The  moon  repletes  her  waning  face, 
All  beauteous  from  her  late  difgrace  ; 
And  funs,  that  mourn  approaching  night, 
Refulgent  rife  with  new-born  light. 

In  vain  may  death  and  time  (iibdue, 
While  nature  mints  her  race  anew  ; 
And  holds  fome  vital  fpark  apart, 
Like  virtue,  hid  in  ev'ry  heart. 
*Tis  hence  reviving  warmth  is  feen, 
To  clothe  a  naked  world  in  green. 
Ko  longer  barr'd  by  winter's  cold, 
Again  the  gates  of  life  unfold  ; 
Again  each  infect  tries  his  wing, 
And  lifts  frem  pinions  on  the  ipring  ; 
Again  from  ev'ry  latent  root 
The  bladed  flem  and  tendril  (hoot, 
Exhaling  incenfe  to  the  (kies, 
Again  to  perim,  and  to  rile. 

And  mult  weak  woman  then  difowa 
The  change  to  which  a  world  is  prone  ? 
In  one  meridian  brightnefs  (nine, 
And  ne'er  like  ev'ning  funs  decline  r 
Refolv'd  and  (inn  alone  ?  Is  this 
What  we  demand  of  woman? — Yes. 

But  (hould  the  fpark  of  veftal  fire 
In  fome  unguarded  hour  expire ; 
Or  (hould  the  nightly  thief  invade 
Hefperla's  chafte  and  facred  (hade, 
Of  all  the  blooming  fpoil  poflefs'd, 
The  dragon  Honour  charm'd  to  red, 
Shall  virtue's  flame  no  more  return  r 
Ko  more  with  virgin  fplendour  burn  r 
No  more  the  ravag'd  garden  blow 
With  fpring's  fucceeding  bloffom  ?-— -No. 
Pity  may  mourn,  but  not  reftorc  ; 
And  woman  falls — to  rife  no  more  1 

Within  this  fublunary  fphere 
A  country  lies — no  matter  where ; 
The  clime  may  readily  be  found 
By  all  who  tread  poetic  ground  j 
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'  A  (Iream  call'd  Life,  acfofs  it  glides, 
And  equally  the  land  divides ; 
And  here,  of  vice  the  province  lies  j 
And  there  the  hills  of  virtue  rife. 

Upon  a  mountain's  airy  (land, 
Whofe  fummit  look'd  to  either  land, 
An  ancient  pair  their  dwelling  chofe, 
As  well  for  profpeclas  repofe ; 
For  mutual  faith  they  lon£  were  fam'd, 
And  Temp 'ranee  and  Religion  nam'd. 

A  num'rous  progeny  divine 
Confefs'd  the  honours  of  their  line, 
But  in  a  little  daughter  fair 
Was  center'd  more  than  half  their  care  j 
For  Heaven  to  gratulate  her  birth, 
Gave  figns  of  future  joy  to  earth  ; 
White  was  the  robe  this  infant  wore, 
And  Chaftity  the  name  (he  bore. 

As  now  the  maid  in  (lature  grew 
(A  flow'r  juft  op'ning  to  the  view) 
Oft  through  her  native  lawns  (he  (tray'd, 
And  wrellling  with  the  lambkins  play'd  5 
Her  looks  diftufive  fweets  bequeath'd, 
The  breeze  grew  purer  as  (he  breanYd ; 
The  morn  her  radiant  blu(h  aflum'd, 
The  fpring  with  earlier  fragrance  bloom'dj 
And  nature  yearly  took  delight, 
Like  her  to  drefs  the  world  in  white. 

But  when  her  rifing  form  was  feen 
To  reach  the  crifis  of  fifteen, 
Her  parents  up  the  mountain's  head 
With  anxious  ftep  their  darling  led; 
By  turns  they  match 'd  her  to  their  bread, 
And  thus  the  fears  of  age  expreis'd : 

O  joyful  caufe  of  many  a  care  ! 
O  daughter  too  divinely  fair ! 
Yon  world,  on  this  important  day, 
Demands  thee  to  a  dang'rous  way  j 
A  painful  journey  all  rauft  go, 
Whofe  doubted  period  none  can  know; 
Whofe  due  direction  who  can  find, 
Where  reafon's  mute,  and  fenfe  is  blind! 
Ah,  what  unequal  leaders  thefe, 
Thro'  fuch  a  wide,  perplexing  maze ! 
Then  mark  the  warnings  of  the  wife, 
And  learn  what  love  and  years  advife. 

Far  to  the  right  thy  profpecl  bend, 
Where  yonder  tow'ring  hills  afcend ; 
Lo !  there  the  arduous  path  's  in  view 
1  Which  Virtue  and  her  fons  purfue  j 
With  toil  o'er  lefs'ning  earth  they  rife, 
And  gain,  and  gain  upon  tbe  (kies. 
Narrow  's  the  way  her  children  trrad, 
No  walk  for  plea fu re  fmoothly  fpread, 
But  rough,  and  difficult,  and  deep, 
Painful  to  climb,  and  hard  to  keep. 

Fruits  immature  thofe  lands  dilpenfe, 
A  food  indelicate  to  fenfe, 
Of  tafte  unpleafant:  yet  from  thofe 
Pure  health,  with  cheerful  vigour,  flows} 
And  ftrength,  Unfeeling  of  decay, 
Throughout  the  long  laborious  way. 

Hence,  as  they  fcale  that  heavenly  road, 
Each  limb  is  lighten'd  of  its  lead  \ 
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From  earth  refining  (till  they  go, 
And  leave  the  mortal  weight  below  ; 
Then  fpreads  the  ftrait,  the  doubtful  clears, 
And  frnooth  the  rugged  path  appears  ; 
P'or  cuftom  turns  fatigue  to  eafe, 
And,  taught  by  virtue,  pain  can  pleafe. 

At  length,  the  toiMbme  journey  o'er, 
And  near  the  bright  celeftial  fhore, 
A  gulf,  black,  fearful,  and  profound, 
Appears,  of  either  world  the  bound, 
Through  darknefs  leading  up  to  light; 
Senfe  backward  fhrinks,  and  fhuns  the  light} 
For  there  the  tranfitory  train 
Of  time,  and  foim,  and  care,  and  pain, 
And  matter's  grofs  incumb'ring  ma  Is, 
Man's  late  alTociates,  cannot  pals  ; 
But,  finking,  quit  th'  immortal  charge, 
And  leave  the  wond'ring  foul  at  large  j 
Lightly  (lie  wings  her  obvious  way, " 
And  mingles  with  eternal  day. 

Thither,  oh  thither  wing  thy  fpeed, 
Tho'  pleafure  charm,  or  pain  impede; 
To  fuch  th'  all-bounteous  Povv'r  has  given, 
For  prefent  earth,  a  future  heaven; 
For  trivial  lois,  unmeafur'd  gain  ; 
And  endlefs  biifs  for  tranfient  pain. 

Then  fear,  ah  !  fear  to  turn  thy  fight 
Where  yonder  flow'ry  fields  invite  : 
Wide  on  the  left  the  pathway  bends, 
And  with  pernicious  eafe  defcends  ; 
There,  fweetto  fenfe,  and  fair  to  (how, 
New-planted  Edens  feem  to  blow, 
Trees,  that  delicious  poifon  bear ; 
F*or  death  is  vegetable  there. 

Hence  is  the  frame  of  health  unbrac'd, 
Each  linew  (lack'ningat  the  tafte, 
The  foul  to  palhon  yields  her  throne, 
And  fees  with  organs  not  her  own  ; 
While,  like  the  (lumb'rer  in  the  night, 
Pleas'd  with  the  (hadowy  dream  of  light, 
Before  her  alienated  eyes' 
The  fcences  of  fairy-land  arife  ; 
The  puppet  world's  amuling  (how, 
Dipp'd  in  the  gaily-colour'd  bow, 
Sceptres  and  wreaths,  and  glitt'ring  things, 
The  toys  of  infants  and  of  kings, 
That  tempt  along  the  baneful  plain, 
The  idly  wife  and  lightly  vain, 
Till,  verging  on  the  gulfy  (hore. 
Sudden  they  (ink- — and  rife  no  more. 

But  lilt  to  what  thy  fates  declare ; 
Tho'  thou  art  woman,  frail  as  fair. 
If  once  thy  Hiding  foot  (hould  ftray, 
Once  quit  yon  heaven-appointed  way, 
For  thee,  loft  maid,  for  thee  alone, 
Nor  prayYs  (hall  plead,  nor  tears  atone; 
Reproach,  fcorn,  infamy,  and  hate, 
On  thy  returning  fteps  (hall  wait; 
Thy  form  be  loath'd  by  ev'ry  eye, 
And  ev'ry  foot  thy  prefence  fly. 

Thus  arm'd  with  words  of  potent  found, 
Like  guardian  angels  plac'd  around, 
A  charm  by  truth  divinely  caft, 
Forward  our  young  advent1  rer  pafs'd  ; 


Forth  from  herfacred  eyelids  fent, 
Like  morn,  fore-running  radiance  went, 
While  Honour,  handmaid  late  aflign'c!, 
Upheld  her  lucid  train  behind, 

Awe-ftruck,  the  much-admiring  crowd 
Before  the  virgin  vifion  bow'd  ; 
Gaz'd  with  an  ever-new  delight, 
And  caught  frefh  virtue  at  the  (ight ; 
For  not  of  earth's  unequal  frame 
They  deem  the  heaven-compounded  Dame; 
If  matter,  Aire  the  mod  refin'd, 
High  wrought,  and  temper'd  into  mind, 
Some  darling  daughter  of  the  day, 
And  bodied  by  her  native  ray. 

Where'er  (lie  paries,  thou  lands  bend, 
And  thoufands  where  (he  moves  attend  5 
Her  ways  obfervant  eyes  confefs, 
Her  fteps  purfuing  praifes  blefs  j 
While  to  the  elevated  Maid 
Oblations,  as  to  heaven,  are  paid. 

'Twason  an  ever-blithfome  day, 
The  jovial  birth  of  rofy  May, 
When  genial  warmth,  no  more  fuppreft, 
Now  melts  the  froft  in  ev'iy  bread. 
The  cheek  with  fecret  fluming  dyes, 
And  looks  kind  things  from  chafteft  eyes; 
The  fun  with  healthier  vifage  glows, 
Afide  his  clouded  kerchief  throws, 
And  dances  up  th'  ethereal  plain, 
Where  late  he  us'd  to  climb  with  painf 
While  nature,  as  from  bonds  fet  free, 
Springs  out,  and  gives  a  loofe  to  glee. 

And  now;  for  momentary  reft, 
The  nymph  her  travell'd  ftep  reprefs'd, 
Juft  turn'd  to  view  the  ftage  attain'd, 
And  gloried  in  the  height  (he  gain'd. 
Outftretch'd  before  her  wide  furvey 
The  realms  of  fweet  perdition  lay, 
And  pity  touch'd  her  foul  with  woe, 
To  fee  a  world  fo  loft  below ; 
When  ftraight  the  breeze  began  to  breathe 
Airs,  gently  wafted  from  beneath, 
That  bore  commilllon'd  witchcraft  thence, 
And  reach'd  her  fympathy  of  fenfe  ;— 
No  founds  of  difcord,  that  difclofe 
A  people  funk  and  loft  in  woes, 
But  as  of  preient  good  pofleft, 
The  very  triumph  of  the  bleft. 
The  Maid  in  rapt  attention  hung,^ 
While  thus  approaching  Sirens  lung: 
Hither,  faireft,  hither  hafte, 
Brighteft  beauty,  come  and  tafte 
What  the  pow'rs  of  blifs  unfold, 
Joys  too  mighty  to  be  told  : 
Tafte  what  ecftacies  they  give  ; 
Dying  raptures  tafte,  and  live. 

In  thy  lap,  dildaining  meafure, 
Nature  empties  all  her  treafure, 
Softdeiires,  that  fweetly  languifh  : 
Fierce  delights,  that  rife  to  anguifli; 
Faireft,  dolt  thou  yet  delay? 
Brighteft  "beauty,  come  away. 
Lift  not,  when  the  froward  chide, 
Sons  of  pedantry  and  pride, 

N  Suarlers, 
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Snarlcrs,  to  whofe  feeble  fenfe 
April's  funfhine  is  offence ; 
Age  and  envy  will  ad  vile 
Even  againft  the  joy  they  prize. 

Come,  in  plealiire's  balmy  bowl 
Slake  the  thirftings  of  thy  ibul, 
Till  thy  raptur'd  pow'rs  are  fainting 
With  enjoyment  pall  the  painting  j 
Faireft,  doll  thou  yet  delay 
Brighteft  beauty,  come  away. 
So  fuug  the  Sirens,  as  of  yore, 
Upon  the  falfe  Aufonian  fliore  j 
And  O  !  for  that  preventing  chain, 
That  bound  UlyfTes  on  the  main, 
That  fo  our  Fair  One  might  withftand 
The  covert  ruin,  now  at  hand. 

The  fong  her  charnVd  attention  drew, 
When  now  the  tempters  ftood  in  view ; 
Curiofity,  with  prymg  eyes, 
And  hands  of  buiy  bold  emprife ; 
Like  Hermes,  fearherM  were  her  feet; 
And,  like  fore-running  Fancy,  fleet  j 
By  fearch  untaught,  by  toil  until'' d, 
To  novelty  (he  Hill  afpir'd, 
Taftelefs  of  every  good  polled, 
And  but  in  expectation  bled. 

With  her,  aflbciate,  Pleafure  came, 
Gay  Pleafure,  frolic-loving  dame, 
Her  mien  all  fwimming  in  delight, 
Her  beauties  half  revealed  to  light  ; 
Loofe  flow'd  her  garments  from  the  ground, 
And  caught  the  killing  winds  around, 
As  erft  Medufa's  looks  were  known 
To  turn  beholders  into  ftone, 
A  dire  reverfion  here  they  felt, 
And  in  the  eye  of  Pleafure  melt. 
Her  glance  with  fweet  perfualion  charm'd, 
Unnerv'd  the  ftrong,  the  Heel  di(arm'd  ; 
Nofafety  ev'n  the  flying  find, 
Who,  vent'rous,  look  but  once  behind. 
Thus  was  the  much-admiring  Maid, 
While  diftant,  more  than  half  betray 'd. 
With  fmiles,  and  adulation  bland, 
They  join'd  her  fide,  and  (eiz'd  her  hand  ; 
Their  touch  envenom'd  fweets  inftilTd, 
Her  frame  with  new  pullations  thrill'd  j 
While  half  confenting,  half  denying, 
Reluctant  now,  and  now  complying, 
Amidft  a  war  of  hopes  and  fears, 
Of  trembling  w  Ihes,  mailing  tears, 
Still  down  and  down,  the  winning  pair 
CompelTdthe  ftruggling,  yielding  Fair. 
As  when  fome  (lately  vefiel,  bound 
To  bled  Arabia's  diftant  ground, 
Borne  from  her  courfes,  haply  lights 
Where  Barca's  fiow'ry  clime  invites, 
Conceal'd  around  whole  treacherous  land 
Lurk  the  dire  rock  and  dang'rous  fand  j 
The  pilot  warns,  with  fail  and  oar 
To  fhunthe  much-fu (peeled  (hore, 
In  vain  ;  the  tide,  too  lubtly  ftrong, 
Still  bears  the  wreftling  bark  along, 
Till,  foundVmg,  (he  refigns  to  fate, 
And  finks,  o'erwhelnVd,  with  all  her  freight. 


So,  baffling  ev'ry  bar  to  fin, 
And  Heav'ns  own  pilot  placed  within, 
Along  the  devious,  Imoojrh  defcent, 
With  pow'rs  increalingas  they  went, 
The  dames,  accuftom'd  to  fubdue, 
As  with  a  rapid  current  drew, 
And  o'er  the  fatal  bounds  convey'd 
The  loft,  the  long-reluctant  Maid. 

Here  ftop,  ye  fair  ones,  and  beware, 
Nor  (end  your  fond  affections  there  ; 
Yet,  yet  your  darling,  now  deplor'd, 
May  turn  to  you  and  heav'n  reftor'd  ; 
Till  then,  with  weeping  Honour  wait, 
The  fervant  of  her  better  fate; 
With  Honour,  left  upon  the  (hore, 
Her  friend  and  handmaid  now  no  morej 
Nor,  with  the  guilty  world,  upbraid 
The  fortunes  of  a  wretch  betray  'd; 
But  o'er  her  failing  call  a  veil, 
Rememb'ring  you  yourfelves  are  frail. 

And  now  from  all-enquiring  light, 
Fall  fled  the  conlcions  (hades  of  night  ; 
The  Damfel,  from  a  fhort  repoie, 
Confounded  at  her  plight,  aro(e. 

As  when  with  ilumb'rous  weight  oppreft, 
Some  wealthy  mifer  fmks  to  reft, 
Where  felons  eye  the  glitt'ring  prey, 
And  (leal  his  hoard  of  joys  away  5 
He,  borne  where  golden  Indus  llreams, 
Of  pearl  and  quarry  'd  diamond  dreams  ; 
Like  Midas,  turns  the  glebe  to  ore, 
And  Hands  all  rapt  amidlt  his  (lore  ; 
But  wakens,  naked  and  defpoil'd, 
Of  that  for  which  his  years  had  tpil'd  : 

So  far'd  the  Nymph,  her  trealure  flown, 
And  turn'd,  like  Niobe,  to  (lone  ; 
Within,  without,  oblcure  and  void, 
She  felt  all  ravag'd,  all  dellroy'd. 
And,  O  thou  curs'd,  'inlidious  coaft  ! 
Are  thefe  the  bleflings  thou  canft  boaft  ? 
Thefe,  Virtue  !  thefe  the  joys  they  find, 
Who  leave  thy  heaven-topt  hills  behind  ? 
Shade  me,  ye  pines,  ye  caverns  hide, 
Ye  mountains,  cover  me,  (lie  cried. 

Her  trumpet  blander  raisVl  on  high, 
And  told  the  tidings  to  the  (ky  ; 
Contempt  difcharg'd  a  living  dart, 
A  fide-long  viper  to  her  heart; 
Reproach  breath 'd  poifons  o'er  her  face, 
And  IbiTd  aud  blafted  ev'ry  grace  ; 
Officious  Shame,  her  handmaid  newt 
Still  turn'd  the  mirror  to  her  view, 
While  thefe  in  Crimea  the  deepeft  dyed 
Approach^!  to  whiten  at  her  (ide; 
And  ev'ry  lewd  infuiting  dame 
Upon  her  folly  role  to  fame. 

What  (hould  (he  do  ?  Attempt  once  more 
To  gain  the  late  deferted  (hore? 
So  trufting,  back  the  Mourner  flew, 
As  (aft  the  train  of  fiends  purfue. 

Again  the  farther  fhore's  attained, 
Again  the  land  of  virtue  gain'd  ; 
But  echo  gathers  in  the  wind, 
Aid  (hews  her  inltant  foes  behind. 
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Amaz'd  with  headlong  fpeed  fhe  tends, 
Where  late, fhe  left  an  holt  of  friends  j 
Alas  !  thole  fhrinking  friends  decline, 
Nor  longer  own  that  form  divine: 
With  fear  they  mark  the  following  cry, 
And  from  the  lonely  trembler  fly, 
Or  backward  drive  her  on  the  coaft, 
Where  peace  was  wreck'd  and  honour  Jolt. 
From  earth  thus  hoping  aid  in  vain, 
To  Heaven  not  daring  to  complain  ; 
No  truce  by  hoftile  clamour  given, 
And  from  the  face  of  friendfhip  driven, 
The  Nymph  funk  proftrate  on  the  ground 
With  all  her  weight  of  woes  around. 

•  Enthron'd  within  a  circling  fky, 
Upon  a  mount  o'er  mountains  high* 
All  radiant  fat,  as  in  a  fhrine, 
Virtue,  firft  effluence  divine; 
Far,  far  above  the  fcenes  of  woe, 
That  ihut  this  cloud-wrapt  world  below ; 
Superior  goddefs,  elfence  bright, 
Beauty  of  uucreated  li^ht, 
Whom  mould  mortality  furvey, 
As  doom'd  upon  a  certain  day, 
7^he  breath  of  frailty  mull  expire, 
The  world  dijlolve  in  living  fire, 
The  gems  of  heaven  and  folar  flame, 
Be  quench/d  by  her  eternal  beam, 
And  nature,  quick'ning  in  her  eye, 
To  rife  a  new-born  phoenix  die. 

Hence,  unreveal'd  to  mortal  view, 
A  veil  around  her  form  fhe  threw, 
Which  three  fad  filters  of  the  fhade, 
Pain,  Care,  and  Melancholy,  made. 
Thro'  this  her  all-enquiring  eye 
Attentive  from  her  ftation  high, 
Beheld,  abandon'd  to  defpair, 
The  ruins  of  her  fav'rite  fair ; 
And  with  a  voice  whole  awful  found   . 
AppalPd  the  guilty  world  around, 
Bid  the  tumultuous  winds  be  Hill, 
To  numbers  bow'd  each  lift'ning  hill, 
Uncurl  "d  the  furging  of  the  main 
And  Cmootli'd  the  thorny  bed  of  pain ; 
The  golden  harp  of  heaven  fhe  ftrung, 
And  thus  the  tuneful  goddefs  fung  ; 

lovely  Penitent  arife, 
Come,  and  claim  thy  kindred  fkies  j 
Come,  thy  filter  angels  fay 
Tnou  has  wept  thy  ftains  away. 

Let  experience  now  decide 
'Twixt  the  good  and  eyil  tried  5 
In  the  fmooth,  enchanted  ground, 
Say,  unfold  the  treafures  found. 

Structures,  rais'd  by  morning  dreams ; 
Sands,  that  trip  the  flitting  ftreams  j 
Down,  that  anchors  on  the  air  j 
Ciouds,  that  paint  their  changes  there ; 

Seas,  that  fmoothly  dimpling  lie, 
While  the  ftorm  impends  on  high, 
Shewing,  in  an  obvious  glafs, 
Joys  that  in  pofleffion  paVs j 


Tranfient,  fickle,  light,  and  gay, 
Flatt'ring,  only  to  betray; 
What,  alas,  can  life  contain  ! 
Life  !  like  all  its  circles — vain. 

Will  the  ftork,  intending  reft, 
On  the  billow  build  her  nelt  ? 
Will  the  bee  demand  his  (tore 
From  the  bleak  and  bladelefs  fhore  ? 

Man  alone,  intent  to  ftray, 
Ever  turns  from  wifdom's  way; 
Lays  up  wealth  in  foreign  land, 
Sows  the  lea,  and  ploughs  the  land. 

Soon  this  elemental  mafs, 
Soon  the  incunuVring  world  fhall  pafs  1 
Form  be  wrapt  in  waiting  fiie, 
Time  be  fpent,  and  life  expire. 

Then,  ye  boafted  works  of  men, 
Where  is'  your  afylum  then  ? 
Sons  of  pleafure,  ions  of  care, 
Tell  me,  mortals,  tell  me  where  ? 

Gone,  like  traces  on  the  deep, 
Like  a  fceptred  grafp'd  in  fieep, 
Dews  exhal'd  from  morning  glades, 
Melting  fnows,  ancl  gliding  fhades. 

Pals  the  world,  and  what's  behind? 
Virue's  gold,  by  fire  refin'd  j 
From  an  univerfe  depray'd, 
From  the  wreck  of  nature  fav'd. 

Like  the  life-fupporting  grain, 
Fruit  of  patience  and  of  pain, 
On  the  fwain's  autumnal  day, 
Winnow'd  from  the  chaff  away. 

Little  trembler,  fear  no  more, 
Thou  haft  plenteous  crops  in  ftore, 
Seed,  by  genial  forrows  fown, 
More  than  all  thy  fcorners  own, 

What  tho'  hoftile  earth  defpife, 
Heaven  beholds  with  gentler  eyes; 
Heaven  thy  friendlefs  fteps  lhall  guide, 
Cheer  thy  hours  and  guard  thy  fide. 

When  the  fatal  trump  fhall  found^ 
When  trf  immortals  pour  around^ 
Heaven  fhall  thy  return  atteft, 
Hail'd  by  myriads  of  the  blefi. 

Little  native  of  the  fkies, 
Lovely  penitent,  arife ; 
Calm  thy  bofom,  clear  thy  brow, 
Virtue  is  thy  lifter  now. 

More  delightful  are  my  woes 
Than  the  rapture  pleafure  knows* 
Richer  far  the  weeds  I  bring 
Than  the  robes  that  grace  a  king. 

On  my  wars  of  fhorteft  date, 
Crowns  of  endlefs  triumph  wait  5 
On  my  cares  a  period  bieft  j 
On  my  toils  eternal  reft. 

Come,  with  Virtue  at  thy  fidej 
Come,  be  e  v'ry  bar  defied, 
Till  we  gain  our  native  fhore  y 
Sifter,  come,  and  turn  no  m^fe, 
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§  325.     fable  xvi.     Love  and  Vanity. 
The  breezy  morning  breath  d  perfume, 
The  wakening  flow'rs  unveil  their  bloom, 
Up  with  the  fun,  from  fhort  repofe, 
Gay  health  and  lufty  labour  rofej 
The  milkmaid  caroll'd  at  her  pail, 
And  fhepherds  vvhiilled  o'er  the  dale  : 
When  Love,  who  led  a  rural  life, 
Remote  from  buftle,  ftate,  and  ftrife, 
Forth  from  his  thatch-roof 'd  cottage  llray'd, 
And  ftroll'd  along  the  dewy  glade. 

A  Nymph,  who  lightly  tripp'd  it  by, 
To  quick  attention  turn'd  his  eye  j 
He  mark'd  the  gefture  of  the  Fair, 
Her  felf-fufficient  grace  and  air, 
Her  fteps  that  mincing,  meant  to  pleafe, 
Kcr  ftudied  neglience  and  eafe; 
And  curious  to  enquire  what  meant 
This  thing  of  prettinefs  and  paint, 
Approaching  fpoke,  and  bow'd  obfervant  j 
The  lady  flightly, — Sir,  your  fervant. 

Such  beauty  in  fo  rude  a  place  ! 
Fair  one,  you  do  the  country  grace  \ 
At  court  no  doubt  the  public  care, 
But  Love  has  final  1  acquaintance  there. 

Yes,  Sir,  replied  the  fluttering  Dame, 
This  form  confefles  whence  it  came  j 
But  dear  variety,  you  know, 
Can  make  us  pride  and  pomp  forego. 
My  name  is  Vanity.     I  fway 
The  utmoft  iflands  of  the  lea  ; 
Within  my  court  all  honour  centres  j 
I  raife  the  meaneil  foul  that  enters, 
Endow  with  latent  gifts  and  graces. 
And  model  fools  for  polls  and  places. 

As  Vanity  appoints  at  pleafure, 
The  world  receives  its  weight  and  meafure  j 
Hence  all  the  grand  concerns  of  life, 
Joys,  cares,  plagues,  paifions,  peace,  and  ltrife. 

Reflect  how  far  my  powV  prevails, 
When  I  ftep  in  where  nature  fails, 
And  ev'ry  breach  of  fenfe  repairing, 
Am  bounteous  ftill  where  heaven  is  fparing. 
But  chief  in  all  their  arts  and  airs, 
Their  playing,  painting,  pouts,  and  pray'rs, 
Their  various  habits,  and  complexions, 
Fits,  frolics,  foibles,  and  perfections, 
Their  robing,  curling,  and  adorning, 
From  noon  to  night,  from  night  to  morning, 
From  fix  to  fixty,  lick  or  found, 
I  rule  the  female  world  around. 
Hold  there  a  moment,  Cupid  cried, 
Norboaft  dominion  quite  fo  wide. 
Was  there  no  province  to  invade, 
But  that  by  Love  and  Meeknefs  fway'd? 
All  other  empire  I  relign  ; 
But  be  the  fphere  of  beauty  mine. 

For  in  the  downy  lawn  of  reft, 
That  opens  on  a  woman's  breaft, 
Attended  by  my  peaceful  train, 
I  choofe  to  live,  and  choofe  to  reign. 

Far-lighted  faith  I  bring  along, 
And  truth  above  an  army  ftrong } 


And  chaftity  of  icy  mould, 
Within  the  burning  tropics  cold  ; 
And  lowlinels  to  whole  mild  brow 
The  pow'rand  pride  of  nations  bow; 
And  modefty,  with  downcafteye, 
That  lends  the  rnorn  her  virgin  dyej 
And  innocence,  array'd  in  light ; 
And  honour,  as  a  tow'r  upright; 
With  fweetly  winning  graces  more 
Than  poets  ever  dreamt  of  yore, 
In  uuarlecled  conduct  free, 
All  fmiling  filters,  three  times  three  j 
And  rofy  peace,  the  cherub  bleit, 
That  nightly  fings  us  all  to  reft. 

Hence,  from  the  bud  of  nature's  prime, 
From  the  firll  ftep  of  infant  time, 
Woman,  th'  world's  appointed  light, 
Has  fkirted  ev'ry  (hade  with  white  j 
Has  ftood  for  imitation  high, 
To  ev'ry  heart  and  ev'ry  eye, 
From  ancient  deeds  of  fair  renown, 
Has  brought  her  bright  memorials  down  : 
To  time  afrix'd  perpetual  youth, 
And  form'd  each  tale  of  love  and  truth. 

Upon  a  new  Promethean  plan 
She  moulds  the  eflefice  of  a  man, 
Tempers  his  mafs,  his  genius  fires, 
And,  as  a  better  foul  inlpires. 

The  rude  fhe  foftens,  warms  the  cold, 
Exalts  the  meek,  and  checks  the  bold, 
Calls  floth  from  his  fupine  repofe, 
Within  the  coward's  bofom  glows, 
Of  pride  unplumes  the  lofty  creft, 
Bids  balhful  merit  ftand  confeft, 
And,  like  coarfe  metal  from  the  mines, 
Collects,  irridiates,  and  refines. 
The  gentle  fcience  fhe  imparts, 
All  manners  finooths,  informs  all  hearts ; 
From  her  fweet  inflnence  are  felt 
Paifions  that  pleafe,  and  thoughts  that  melt ; 
To  ftormy  rage  fhe  bids  centroal, 
And  finks  ferenely  on  the  foul, 
Softens  Deucalion's  flinty  race, 
And  tunes  the  warring  world  to  peace. 

Thus  arm'd  to  all  that's  light  and  vain. 
And  freed  from  thy  fantaftic  chain, 
She  fills  the  fphere 'by  Heaven  aflign'd, 
And,  rul'd  by  me,  o'er-rules  mankind. 

He  fpoke,     The  Nymph  impatient  ftood, 
And,  laughing,  thus  her  fpeech  renew'd: 

And  pray,  Sir,  may  I  be  (o  bold 
To  hope  your  pretty  tale  is  told ; 
And  next  demand  without  a  cavil, 

What  new  Utopia  do  you  travel  ? ■ 

Upon  my  word  thefe  high-flown  fancies, 
Shew  depth  of  learning — in  romances. 

Why  what  unfafhion'd  fluff  you  tell  us 
Of  buckram  dames  and  tiptoe  fellows  ! 
Go,  child  ;  and  when  your  grown  maturer, 
You'll  fhoot  yonr  next  opinion  furer, 

O  fuch  a  pretty  knack  at  painting  ! 
And  all  for  foft'ning  and  for  fainting  ! 
Guefs  now,  who  can,  a  fingle  feature, 
Thro'  the  whole  piece  of  female  nature ; 
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Then  mark,  my  loofer  hand  may  fit 
The  Jines,  too  coarfe  for  Love  to  hit. 

'Tis  laid  that  woman,  prone  to  changing, 
Thro'  all  the  rounds  of  folly  ranging, 
On  life's  uncertain  ocean  riding, 
No  reafon,  rule,  nor  rudder  guiding, 
Is  like  the  comet's  wand'ring  light, 
Eccentric,  ominous,  and  bright ; 
Tracklefs,  and  Uniting  as  the  wind  ; 
A  lea,  whole  fathom  none  can  find ; 
fi.  moon,  ftill  changing  and  revolving} 
A  riddle,  pall  all  human  folving; 
A  blifs,  a  plague,  a  heaven,  a  hell; 
A fomtthmg  that  no  man  can  tell. 

Now  learn  a  lecret  from  a  friend, 
But  keep  your  counfel,  and  attend. 

Tho'  in  their  tempers  thought  fo  diftan.t, 
Nor  with  their  fex  nor  felves  conlillent, 
*Tis  but  the  difference  of  a  name, 
And  ev'ry  woman  is  the  fame ; 
For  as  the  world,  however  varied, 
And  through  unnumber'd  changes  carried, 
Of  elemental  modes  and  forms, 
Clouds,  meteors,  colours,  calms  and  ftorms, 
Tho'  in  a  thoufand  fuits  array 'd, 
Is  of  one  fubjecl:  matter  made; 
So,  Sir,  a  woman's  conftitution, 
The  world's  enigma,  finds  folution  j 
And  let  her  form  be  what  you  will, 
I  am  the  fubjecl:  eflence  ftill. 

With  the  firft  fpark  of  female  fenfe, 
The  fpeck  of  being,  I  commence, 
Within  the  wo*nb  make  frefh  advances, 
And  dictate  future  qualms  and  fancies; 
Thence  in  the  growing  form  expand, 
With  childhood  travel  hand  in  hand, 
And  give  a  tafte  for  all  their  joys 
In  gewgaws,  rattles,  pomp,  and  noife. 

And  now,  familiar  and  unaw'd, 
I  fend  the  flutt'ring  foul  abroad, 
Prais'd  for  her  fhape,  her  air,  her  mien, 
Xhe  little  goddefs,  and  the  queen, 
Takes  at  her  infant  (hrine  oblation, 
And  drinks  fweet  draughts  of  adulation. 

Now  blooming,  tall,  ereft,  and  fair, 
To  drefs  becomes  her  darling  care; 
The  realms  of  beauty  then  I  bound; 
I  fwell  the  hoop's  enchanted  round, 
Shrink  in  the  waift's  defcending  iize, 
Heav'd  in  the  fnowy  bofom,  rife, 
High  on  the  flowing  lappet  fail, 
Or,  curl'd  in  trefles,  kifs  the  gale. 
Then  to  her  glafs  I  lead  the  fair, 
And  (hew  the  lovely  idol  there; 
Where,  ftruck  as  by  divine  emotion, 
She  bows  with  molt  fmcere  devotion, 
And,  numb'ring  ev'ry  beauty  o'er, 
In  fecret  bids  the  world  adore. 

Then  all  for  parking  and  parading, 
Coquetting,  dancing,  mafquerading: 
For  balls,  plays,  courts,  and  crowds  what  paffion 
And  churches,  fometimes — if  the  falhion  j 
For  woman's  fenfe  of  right  and  wronp 
Js  rul'd  by  the  almighty  throng  j 


Still  turns  to  each  meander  tame, 
And  fwims  the  ftraw  of  ev'ry  ftream. 
Her  foul  intrinfic  worth  rejects, 
Accomplilh'd  only  in  defects  ; 
Such  excellence  is  her  ambition, 
Folly  hor  wifeft  acquilition ; 
And  even  from  pity  and  difdain 
She  '11  cull  fome  reafon  to  be  vain. 

Thus,  Sir,  from  ev'ry  form  and  feature, 
The  wealth  and  wants  of  female  nature, 
And  ev'n  from  vice,  which  you  'd  admire, 
J  gather  fuel  to  my  fire ; 
And  on  the  very  bafe  of  fhame 
Erecl  my  monument  of  fame. 

Let  me  another  truth  attempt, 
Of  which  your  godfhip  has  not  dreamt. 

Thole  Ihining  virtues,  which  you  mufter, 
Whence  think  you  they  derive  their  luftre  f 
From  native  honour  and  devotion? 

0  yes,  a  mighty  likely  notion  ! 

Truft  me,  from  titled  dames  to  fpinners, 
'Tis  I  make  faints,  whoe'er  makes  finnersj 
'Tis  I  inftrucl  them  to  withdraw, 
And  hold  prefumptuous  man  in  awe  ; 
For  female  worth,  as  I  infpire, 
In  juft  degrees,  ftill  mounts  the  higher  j 
And  virtue,  fo  extremely  nice, 
Demands  long  toil  and  mighty  price. 
Like  Samlbn's  pillars,  fix'd  elate, 

1  bear  the  fex's  tott'ring  ftate; 
Sap  thefe,  and  in  a  moment's  fpace 
Down  links  the  fabric  to  its  bafe. 

Alike  from  titles  and  from  toys 
I  fpring,  the  fount  of  female  joys  j 
In  ev'ry  widow,  wife,  and  mifs, 
The  fole  artificer  of  blifs ; 
For  them  each  topic  I  explore, 
I  cleave  the  fand  of  ev'ry  Ihorej 
To  them  uniting  Indias  fail, 
Sabaea  breathes  her  fartheft  gale : 
For  them  the  bullion  I  refine, 
Dig  fenle  and  virtue  from  the  mine, 
And  from  the  bowels  of  invention 
Spin  out  the  various  arts  you  mention^ 

Nor  blifs  alone  my  pow'rs  bellow, 
They  hold  the  fov'reign  balm  of  woe. 
Beyond  the  ftoic's  boafted  art 
I  footh  the  heavings  of  the  heart  ; 
To  pain  give  fplendor  and  relief, 
And  gild  the  pallid  face  of  grief. 

Alike  the  palace  and  the  plain, 
Admit  the  glories  of  my  reign ! 
jThro'  ev'ry  age,  in  ev'ry  nation, 
I Tafte,  talents,  tempers,  ltate,  and  flation, 
;  Whate'er  a  woman  fays,  I  fay ; 
Whate'er  a  woman  fpends,  I  pay  j 
Alike  I  fill  and  empty  bags, 
Flutter  in  finery  and  rags, 
With  light  coquettes  thro'  folly  range, 
And  with  the  prude  difdain  to  change. 

And  now  you  'd  think,  'twixt  you  and  1^ 
That  things  were  ripe  for  a  reply — 
But  foft,  and  while  I'am  in  the  mocd, 
Kindly  permit  me  to  conclude, 
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Their  tltmoft  mazes  to  unravel, 

And  touch  the  farthefl  ftep  they  travel. 

When  ev'ry  pleafure  's  run  aground, 
And  folly  tir'd  thro1  many  a  round, 
The  nymph,  conceiving  di {content  hence, 
May  ripen  to  an  hour's  repentance, 
And  vapours,  fhed  in  pious  moiiture, 
Difmifs  her  to  a  church,  or  cloyfter  ; 
Then  on  I  lead  her,  with  devotion 
Conlpicuous  in  herdrefs  and  motion, 
Ii.ipire  the  heavenly-breaching  air, 
Roll  up  the  lucid  eye  in  pray  V, 
Soften  the  voice,  and  in  the  face 
Look  melting  harmony  and  grace. 

Thus  far  extends  my  friendly  powV, 
Nor  quits  her  in  her  latei't  hour ; 
The  couch  of  decent  pain  I  Jpread, 
In  form  recline  her  languid  head; 
Her  thoughts  I  methodize  in  death, 
And  part  not  with  her  parting  breath} 
Then  do  I  fet,  in  order  bright, 
A  Length  of  fun'ral  pomp  to  light. 
The  glittering  tapers  and  attire, 
The  plumes  that  whiten  o'er  the  bier  j 
And  lalt,  prefenting  to  her  eye 
Angelic  fineries  on  high, 
To  fcenes  of  painted  blifs  I  waft  her, 
And  form  the  heaven  {he  hopes  hereafter. 

In  truth  rejohvd  love's  gentle  god, 
You  've  gone  a  tedious  length  of  road, 
An.«l,  ftrange,  in  all  the  todlbme  way 
No  houfeof  kind  refrefhment  lay ; 
No  nymph,  whole  virtues  might  have  tempted 
To  hold  her  from  her  lex  exempted. 

For  one  we  '11  never  quarrel,  man; 
Take  her,  and  keep  her,  if  you  can  ; 
And  pleas'd  I  yield  to  your  petition, 
Since  ev'ry  fair,  by  fuch  permiffion, 
Will  hold  herfelf  the  one  {elected  j 
And  fo  my  fynem  ftands  protected. 

O,  deaf  to  virtue,  deaf  to  glory, 
To  truths  divinely  vouch'd  in  ftory ! 
The  Godhead  in  his  zeal  return 'd, 
And,  kindling  at  her  malice,  burn'd: 
Then  fweetly  rais'd  his  voice,  and  told 
Of  heav'nly  nymphs,  rever'd  ofoldj 
Hypfipyle,  who  lav'd  her  fire, 
And  Portia's  love,  approv'd  by  fire; 
Alike  Penelope  was  quoted, 
Nor  laurel'd  Daphne  pafs'd  unnoted, 
Nor  Laodamia's  fatal  garter, 
Nor  fam'd  Lucretia,  honour's  martyr, 
Alcelte's  voluntary  fteel, 
And  Catherine,  fmilingon  the  wheel. 
But  who  can  hope  to  plant  conviction . 
Where  cavil  grows  on  contradi6tion  ? 
Some  fhe  evades  or  difavows, 
Demurs  to  all,  and  none  allows — 
A  kind  of  ancient  thing  called  fables ! 
And  thus  the  Goddefs  turn'd  the  tables. 

Now  both  in  argument  grew  high, 
And  choler  llalh'd  from  either  eye; 
Nor  wonder  each  refus'd  to  yield 
The  conoueftof  ib  lair  a  field. 


When  happily  arriv'd  in  view 
A  Goddefs  whom  our  grand-dames  knew, 
Of  afpe6t  grave,  and  fober  gait, 
Majeftic,  awful,  and  fedate, 
As  heaven's  autumnal  eve  ferenc, 
When  not  a  cloud  o'ercafts  the  fcene ; 
Once  Prudence  call'd,  a  matron  fam'd, 
And  in  old  Rome  Cornelia  nam'd. 
Quick  at  a  venture  both  agree 
To  leave  their  ftrife  to  her  deeree. 

And  now  by  each  the  fails  were  ftated, 
In  form  and  manner  as  related. 
The  cale  was  fhort.     They  crav'd  opinion, 
Which  held  o'er  females  chief  dominion : 
When  thus  the  Goddefs,  anfw'ring  mild, 
Firft  (hook  her  gracious  head,  and  fmil'd: 

Alas,  how  willing  to  comply, 
Yet  how  unfit  a  judge  am  I  ! 
In  times  of  golden  date,  'tis  true, 
I  fhar'd  the  fickle  lex  with  you  ; 
But  from  their  prefence  long  precluded, 
Or  held  as  one  whole  form  intruded, 
Full  fifty  annual  funs  can  tell,* 
Prudence  has  bid  the  fex  farewell. 

In  this  dilemma  what  to  do, 
Or  who  to  think  of,  neither  knew; 
For  both,  {till  biafs'd  in  opinion, 
And  arrogant  of  {ble  dominion, 
Were  fore'd  to  hold  the  cafe  compounded, 
Or  leave  the  quarrel  where  they  found  it. 

When  in  the  nick,  a  rural  fair, 
Of  inexperiene'd  gait  and  air, 
Who  ne'er  had  crofs'd  the  neighb'ring  lake, 
Nor  feen  the  world  beyond  a  wake, 
With  cambric  coif,  and  kerchief  clean, 
Tripp'd  lightly  by  them  o'er  the  green. 

Now,  now !  cried  Love's  triumphant  child, 
And  at  approaching  conquelt  linil'd, 
If  Vanity  will  once  be  guided, 
Our  dirPrence  foon  may  be  decided; 
Behold  yon  wench,  a  fit  occafion 
To  try  your  force  of  gay  perfuafion. 
Go  you  while  I  retire  aloof, 
Go,  put  thofe  boafted  pow'rs  to  proof; 
And  if  your  prevalence  of  art 
Tranfcends  my  yet  unerring  dart, 
I  give  the  fav'rite  contelt  o'er, 
And  ne'er  will  boaft  my  empire  more. 

At  once,  ib  faid,  and  fo  confented; 
And  well  our  Goddefs  feem'd  contented; 
Nor  paufi ng  made  a  moment's  itand, 
But  tripp'd.  and  took  the  girl  in  hand. 

Meanwhile  the  Godhead,  unalarm'd, 
As  one  to  each  occafion  arm'd, 
Forth  from  his  quiver  cull'd  a  dart, 
That  erft  had  wounded  many  a  heart; 
Then  bending,  drew  it  to  the  head; 
The  bowllringtwang'd,  the  arrow  fled, 
And  to  her  fecret  loul  addreft, 
Transfix'd  the  whitenefs  of  her  breaft. 

But  here  the  Dame,  whole  guardian  care 
Had  to  a  moment  watch'd  the  fair, 
At  once  her  pocket-mirror  drew, 
And  held  the  wonder  full  in  view; 
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As  quickly  rang'd  in  order  bright, 
A  thou  land  beauties  rufh  to  fight, 
A  world  of  charms,  till  now  unknown, 
A  world  reveal'd  to  her  alone  ; 
Enraptur'd  ftands  the  love-lick  maid, 
Sufpended  o'er  the  darling  ihade, 
Here  only  fixes  to  admire, 
And  centres  ev'ry  fond  defire. 


§  326. 


The  Young  Lady  and  Looking-Glafs. 

Wilkie. 


Ye  deep  philofophers,  who  can 
Explain  that  various  creature,  Man, 
Say,  is  there  any  point  fo  nice 
As  that  of  ofPring  an  advice? 
To  bid  your  friend  his  errors  mend, 
Is  almoll  certain  to  offend: 
Tho'  you  in  fofteft  terms  advife, 
Confefs  him  good,  admit  him  wife; 
In  vain  you  fweeten  the  difcourfe, 
He  thinks  you  call  him  fool,  orworfe. 
You  paint  his  character,  and  try 
If  he  will  own  it,  and  apply  ; 
Without  a  name  reprove  and  warn  ; 
Here  none  are  hurt,  and  all  may  learn  ; 
This  too  mull  fail:  the  picture  (hewn, 
No  man  will  take  it  for  his  own. 
In  moral  lecTures  treat  the  cafe, 
Say  this  is  honeft,  that  is  bafe; 
In  converfation  none  will  bear  it; 
And  for  the  pupil,  few  come  near  it. 
And  is  there  then  no  other  way 
A  moral  lefTon  to  convey  ? 
Muft  all  that  lhall  attempt  to  teach, 
Admonifh,  fatirize,  or  preach  ? 
Yes,  there  is  one,  an  ancient  art, 
By  fages  foand  to  reach  the  heart, 
Ere  fcience,  with  diftinclions  nice, 
Had  fix'd  what  virtue  is,  and  vice. 
Inventing  all  the  various  names 
On  which  the  moraliil  declaims: 
They  would  by  fimple  tales  advife, 
Which  took  the  hearer  by  furprife ; 
Alarm'd  his  confeience,  unprepar'd, 
Ere  pride  had  put  it  on  its  guard ; 
And  made  him  from  himfelf  receive 
The  leflbns  which  they  meant  to  give. 
That  this  device  will  oft  prevail, 
And  gain  its  end  when  others  fail. 
If  any  (hall  pretend  to  doubt, 
The  tale  which  follows  makes  it  out. 

There  was  a  little  llubborn  dame, 
Whom  no  authority  could  tame; 
Reftive,  by  long  indulgence,  grown, 
No  wrill  lhe  minded  but  her  own : 
At  trifles  oft  lhe  'd  i'cold  and  fret, 
Then  in  a  corner  take  n  feat, 
And,  fourly  moping  all  the  day, 
Difdain  alike  to  work  or  play. 

Papa  all  lb fter  arts  had  tried, 
And  lharper  remedies  applied; 
But  both  were  vain  ;  for  ev'ry  courfe 
He  took,  itill  made  her  worfe  and  worfe. 


Tis  ftrange  to  think  how  female  wit 
So  oft  fhould  make  a  luckly  hit; 
When  man,  with  all  his  high  pretence 
To  deeper  judgment,  founder  fenfe, 
Will  err,  and  meal'ures  falfe  purfue— 
'Tis  very  ftrange,  I  own,  but  true.— 
Mamma  obferv'd  the  rifing  lafs 
By  Health  retiring  to  the  glafs, 
To  praclife  little  airs  unfeen, 
In  the  true  genius  of  thirteen : 
On  this  a  deep  defign  fhe  laid 
To  tame  the  humour  of  the  Maid} 
Contriving,  like  a  prudent  mother, 
To  make  one  folly  cure  another. 
Upon  the  wall,  againfl  the  feat 
Which  Jefly  us'd  for  her  retreat, 
Whene'er  by  accident  offended, 
A  looki  ng- glals  was  ftraight  fufpended, 
That  it  might  fliew  her  how  deform'd 
She  look'd,  and  frightful,  when  fheitornTdj 
And  warn  her,  as  fiie  priz'dher  beanty, 
To  bend  her  humour  to  her  duty. 
All  this  the  looking-glafs  achiev'd ; 
Its  threats  were  minded  and  believ'd. 

The  Maid,  who  fpurn'd  at  all  advice, 
Grew  tame  and  gentle  in  a  trice: 
So,  when  all  other  means  had  fail'd, 
The  filent  monitor  prevail'd. 

Thus,  Fable  to  the  human  kind 
Prefents  an  image  of  the  mind; 
It  is  a  mirror ,  where  we  fpy 
Atlarge  our  own  deformity ; 
And  learn  of  courfe  thofe  faults  to  mend, 
Which  but  to  mention  would  offend. 


§  327.     The  Boy  and  the  Rainbow,     Wilkie. 

Declare,  ye  fages,  if  ye  find 
'Mongft  animals  of  ev'ry  kind, 
Of  each  condition,  fort,  and  fize, 
From  whales  and  elephants  to  flies, 
A  creature  that  mi  flakes  his  plan, 
And  errs,  fo  conflantly  as  Man. 
Each  kind  purfues  his  proper  good, 
And  feeks  for  pleasure,  reft,  and  food, 
As  nature  points,  and  never  errs 
In  what  it  choofes  and  prefers; 
Man  only  blunders,  though  poffeft 
Of  talents  far  above  the  reft. 

Defcend  to  inllances,  and  try ; 
An  ox  will  fcarce  attempt  to.  fly, 
Or  leave  his  pafture  in  the  wood, 
With  fifties  to  explore  the  flood. 
Man  only  acls,  of  ev'ry  creature, 
In  oppofition  to  his  nature. 
The  happinefs  of  human-kind 
Confifts  in  rectitude  of  mind  ; 
A  will  fubdu'd  to  reafon's  fway, 
And  pafiions  praclis'd  to  obey; 
An  open  and  a  gen'rous  heart, 
Refin'd  from  felfifhnefs  and  art  ; 
Patience,  which  mocks  at  fortune's  pow'r, 
And  wildom  never  fad  nor  four: 
In  thefe  confifts  our  proper  blifs ; 
Elfe  Plato  reafons  much  amifs  : 
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But  foolifh  mortals  ftill  purfue 
Falfe  happinefs  in  place  of  true; 
Ambition  ferves  us  for  a  guide, 
Or  lull,  or  avarice,  or  pride; 
While  Reafon  no  alfent  can  gain, 
And  Revelation  warns  in  vain. 
Hence  through  our  lives,  in,  ev'ry  ftage, 
From  infancy  itfelf  to  age, 
A  happinefs  we  toil  to  find, 
Which  ftill  avoids  us  like  the  wind; 
Ev'n  when  we  think  the  prize  our  own, 
At  once  'tis  vaninVd,  loft  and  gone. 
You  '11  afk  me  why  I  thus  rehearie 
All  Epicletus  in  my  verle  ? 
And  if  I  fondly  hope  to  pleafe 
With  dry  reflections,  fuch  as  thefe, 
So  trite,  i'o  hackney'd,  and  fo  ftale  ? 
I  '11  take  the  hint,  and  tell  a  tale. 
One  evening,  as  a  iimple  fwain 
His 'flock  attended  on  the  plain, 
The  finning  bow  he  chanc'd  to  fpy, 
Which  warns  us  when  a  fhow'r  is  nigh. 
With  brighteft  rays  it  feem'd  to  glow : 
Its  diftance  eighty  yards  cr  fo. 
This  bumpkin  had,  it  feems,  been  told 
The  ftory  of  the  cup  of  gold, 
Which  fame  reports  is  to  be  found 
Juft  where  the  Rainbow  meets  the  ground ; 
He  therefore  felt  a  Hidden  itch 
To  feize  the  goblet,  and  be  rich; 
Hoping,  yet  hopes  are  oft  but  vain, 
No  more  to  toil  thro'  wind  and  rain, 
But  fit  indulging  by  the  fire, 
'Midft  eafe  and  plenty,  like  a  'fquire. 
He  marked  the  very  fpot  of  land 
On  which  the  Rainbow  feem'd  to  ftand, 
And,  ftepping  forwards  at  his  leifure, 
Expected  to  have  found  the  treafure. 
But  as  he  mov'd,  the  colour' d  ray 
Still  chang'd  its  place,  and  ilipp'd  away, 
As  feeming  his  approach  to  fhun. 
From  walking  he  began  to  run; 
But  all  in  vain,  it  ftill  withdrew 
As  nimbly  as  he  could  purfue. 
At  laft,  thro'  many  a  bog  and  lake, 
Rough  craggy  road,  and  thorny  brake, 
It  led  the  eaiy  fool,  till  night 
Approach'd,  then  vanifh'd  in  his  fight, 
And  left  him  to  compute  his  gains, 
With  nought  but  labour  for  his  pains. 


§  328.     The  Rake  and  the  Hermit.     Wilkie. 
A  youth,  a  pupil  of  the  town, 
Philosopher  and  atheift  grown, 
Benighted  once  upon  the  road, 
Found  out  a  hermit's  lone  abode. 
*Whofe  hofpitality  in  need 
Reliev'd  the  trav'ller  ?*id  his  fteed; 
For  both  fuffiqiently  were  tir'd, 
Well  drench 'd  in  ditches,  and  bemir'd. 
Hunger  the  fir  ft  attention  claims  ; 
Upon  the  co;ls  a  rafher  flames. 
Dry  crulls,  and  liquor  foinething  ftale, 
Were  added  to  make  up  a  meal ;  > 


At  which  our  trav'ller,  as  he  fat, 

By  intervals  began  to  chat. — 

'Tis  odd,  quoth  he,  to  think  what  ftrain3 

Of  folly  govern  fome  folks'  brains  : 

What  makes  you  choofe  this  wild  abode? 

You  '11  fay,  'Tis  to  converfe  with  God. 

Alas,  I  fear,  'tis  all  a  whim  ; 

You  never  law  or  fpoke  wjth  him. 

They  talk  of  Providence's  pow'r, 

And  fay,  it  rules  us  ev'ry  hour: 

To  me  all  nature  feems  confuiion, 

And  fuch  weak  fancies  mere  dclufion. 

Say,  if  it  rul'd  and  govern W  right, 

Could  there  be  such  a  thing  as  night ; 

Which,  when  the  fun  has  left  che^ikies, 

Puts  all  things  in  a  deep  dilguile  ? 

It  then  a  traveler  chance  to  ltray 

The  lcaft  flep  from  the  public  way, 

He  's  foon  in  endlefs  mazes  loft, 

As  I  have  found  it  to  my  coft. 

Beiides,  the  gloom  which  naturs  wears 

Aflifts  imaginary  fears, 

Of  ghofts  and  goblins  from  the  waves 

Of  fulph'rous  lakes  and  yawning  graves  ; 

All  fprung  from  fupei flitious  feed, 

Like  other  maxims  of  the  creed. 

For  my  part,  I  reject  the  tales 

Which  faith  fuggefts  when  reafon  finis; 

And  reafon  nothing  understands, 

Unwarranted  by  e)es  and  hands. 

Thefe  fubtle  eflences,  like  wind, 

Which  ioine  have  dreamt  of,  and  call  miHd, 

It  ne'er  admits  ;  nor  joins  the  lie, 

Which  fays  men  rot,  but  never  die. 

It  holds  all  future  things  in  doubt, 

And  therefore  wifely  leaves  them  out: 

Suggefting  what  is  worth  our  care, 

To  takes  things  prefent  as  they  are, 

Our  wifeft  courfe  :  the  reft  is  folly, 

The  fruit  of  fpleen  and  melancholy. — 

Sir,  quoth  the  Hermit,  I  agree 
That  Reafon  fcili  our  guide  mould  be; 
And  will  admit  her  as  the  teft 
Of  what  is  true,  and  what  is  heft ; 
But  Reafon  lure  would  blufh  for  (name 
At  what  you  mention  in  her  name ; 
Her  dictates  are  fubliine  and  holy; 
Impiety  's  the  child  of  Folly ; 
Reafon  with  meafur'd  fteps  and  flow, 
To  things  above  from  things  below 
Afcends,  and  guides  us  thro'  her  fphere 
With  caution,  vigilance,  and  care. 
Faith  in  the  utmoft  frontier  ftands, 
And  Reafon  puts  us  in  her  hands ; 
But  not  till  her  commifiion  giv'n 
Is  found  authentic,  and  from  Hcav'n. 
'Tis  ft  range,  that  man,  a  reas'ning  creature, 
Should  mil's  a  God  in  viewing  nature; 
Whofe  high  perfection's  are  diiblay'd 
In  ev'ry  thing  his  hands  have  made : 
Ev'n  when  we  think  their  traces  loft, 
When  found  again,  we  fee  them  molt: 
The  night  itfelf,  which  you  would  blame 
As  fomething  wrong  in  nature's  frame, 
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Is  but  a  curtain  to  inveft 

Her  weary  children  when-  at  reft  : 

Like  that  which  mothers  daw  to  keep 

The  light  off  from  a  child  afleep. 

Beiide,  the  fears  which  darknefs  breeds 

(At  leaft  augments)  in  vulgar  heads, 

Are  far  from  ulelefs,  when  the  mind 

Is  narrow,  and  to  earth  confin'd  ; 

They  make  the  worldling  think  with  pain 

On  frauds,  and  oaths,  and  ill-got  gain  ; 

Force  from  the  ruffian's  hand  the  knife 

Jult  rais'd  again  ft  his  neighbour's  life  j 

And  in  defence  of  virtue's  caufe, 

Allilt  each  fanc^ion  of  the  laws. 

But  fouls  ferene?  where  wiidom  dwells, 

And  fuper'.litious  dread  expels, 

The  iilent  ma  jelly  of  night 

Excites  to  take  a  nobler  flight; 

With  faints  and  angeis  to  explore 

The  wonders  of  creating  pow'r ; 

And  lifts  on  contemplation's  wings 

Above  the  fphere  of  mortal  things. 

Walk  forth,  and  tre?.d  thofe  dewy  plains 

Where  night  in  awful  {Hence  reigns; 

The  flcy's  ferene,  the  air  is  ftill, 

The  woods  Hand  liltening  on  each  hill, 

To  catch  the  founds  that  link  and  fwell, 

Wide-floating  from  the  ev'ning  bell, 

While  foxes  howl,  and  beetles  hum, 

Sounds  which  make  lilence  ftill  more  dumb: 

And  try  if  folly,  rafh  and  rude, 

Dare  on  the  iacred  hour  intrude. 

Then  turn  your  eyes  to  heaven's  broad  frame, 

Attempt  to  quote  thofe  lights  by  name 

Which  mine  fo  thick,  and  fpread  fo  far  j 

Conceive  a  fun  in  ev'ry  flar, 

Round  which  unnumber'd  planets  roll, 

While  comets  moot  athwart  the  whole; 

From  fyllem  ilill  to  fyftem  ranging, 

Their  various  benefits  exchanging, 

And  making  from  their  flaming  hair 

The  things  mod  needed  ev'ry  where — 

Explore  this  glorious  fcene,  and  fay 

That  night  diicovers  lefs  than  day  j 

That  'tis  quite  ufelefs,  and  a  ilgn 

That  chance  difpofes,  not  delign: 

Whoe'er  maintains  it,  I'll  pronounce 

Him  either  mad,  or  elfe  a  dunce; 

For  reafon,  tho'  tis  far  from  ilrong, 

Will  foon  find  out  that  nothing's  wrong, 

From  figns  and  evidences  clear 

Of  wife  contrivance  ev'ry  where. 

The  Hermit  ended,  and  the  youth 
Became  a  convert  to  the  truth ; 
At  leaft  he  yielded,  and  confefs'd 
That  all  was  order'd  for  the  bell. 


§   329.    The  Yculh  and  the  Philofopher. 

W.  Whitehead. 
A  grectan  youth,  of  talents  rare, 
Whom  Plato's  philofophic  care 
Had  fornvd  for  virtue's  nobler  view, 
By  precept  and  example  too, 


Would  often  boaft  his  marchlefs  /kill 
To  curb  the  deed,  and  guide  the  wheel; 
And  as  he  pafs'd  the  gazing  throng 
With  graceful  eafe,  and  fmack'd  the  thong, 
The  idiot  wonder  they  exprefs'd 
Was  praife  and  tranfport  to  his  breaft. 

At  length,  quite  vain,  he  needs  would  fhew 
His  maiter  what  his  art  could  do; 
And  bade  his  ilaves  the  chariot  lead 
To  Academus'  facred  made. 
The  trembling  grove  confeis'd  its  fright, 
The  wood-nymphs  darted  at  the  fight  j 
The  Mufes  drop  the  learned  lyre, 
A  nd  to  their  inmoft  fhades  retire. 
Howe'er  the  youth,  with  forward  air, 
Bows  to  the  lage,  and  mounts  the  car; 
The  lafh  refounds,  the  courfers  fpring, 
The  chariot  marks  the  rolling  ring; 
And  gathering  crowds,  with  eager  eyes, 
And  mouts,  purfue  him  as  he  files. 

Triumphant  to  the  goal  return'd, 
With  nobler  thirlt  his  befom  burn'd; 
And  now  along  th'  indented  plain 
The  felf-fame  track  he  marks  again  ; 
Purfues  with  care  the  nice  delign, 
Nor  ever  deviates  from  the  line. 

Amazement  feiz'd  the  circling  crowd ; 
The  youths  with  emulation  glow'd; 
Ev'n  bearded  fages  hail'd  the  boy, 
And  all  but  Plato  gaz'd  with  joy. 
For  he,  deep-judging  lage,  beheld 
With  pain  the  triumphs  of  the  field: 
And  when  tne  charioteer  drew  nigh, 
And,  flulh'd  with  hope,  had  caught  his  eye, 
Alas  !  unhappy  youth,  he  cried, 
Expecl  no  praife  from  me  (and  fighM.) 
With  indignation  I  furvey 
Such  fldll  and  judgment  thrown  away. 
The  time  profulely  fquander'd  there 
On  vulgar  arts,  beneath  thy  care, 
If  well  employ'd,  at  lefs  expence, 
Had  taught  thee  honour,  virtue,  fenfe, 
And  rais'd  thee  from  a  coachman's  fate 
To  govern  men,  and  guide  the  ftate. 


§  330.    The  Beey  the  Ant,  and  the  Sparrow. 

Dr.  Cotton. 
AddrefTed  to  Phcebe  and  Kitty  C.  at  Boarding- 

School. 
My  dears,  'tis  faid,  in  days  of  old 
That  bealls  could  talk,  and  birds  could  fcold : 
But  now,  it  feems,  the  human  race 
Alone  engrofs  the  fpeaker's  place. 
Yet  lately,  if  report  be  true, 
(And  much  the  tale  relates  to  you) 
There  met  a  Sparrow,  Ant,  and  Bee, 
Which  reafon'd  and  convers'd  as  we. 

Who  reads  my  page  will  doubtlefs  grant 
That  Phe's  the  wife  induftrious  Ant ; 
And  all  with  half  an  eye  may  fee 
That  Kitty  is  the  bul>  Bee. 
Here  then  are  two — but  where's  the  third  ? 
Go  fearch  the  fchool,  you'll  find  the  bird. 
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Your  fchool  S  I  afk  your  pardon,  Fair  j 
I'm  lure  you'll  find  no  Sparrow  there. 

Now  to  my  tale — One  Summer's  morn 
A  Bee  rang'd  o'er  the  verdant  lawn; 
Studious  to  hufband  ev'ry  hour, 
And  make  the  molt  of  ev'ry  flow'r. 
Kimble  from  flalk  to  ftalk  flic  flies, 
And  loads  with  yellow  wax  her  thighs  $ 
With  which  the  ar.tifl  builds  her  comb, 
And  keeps  all  tight  and  warm  at  home : 
Or  from  the  cowflip's  golden  bells 
Sucks  honey,  to  enrich  her  cells  : 
Or  ev'ry  tempting  rofe  purfues, 
Or  flps  the  lily's  fragrant  dews ; 
Yet  never  robs  the  mining  bloom 
Or  of  its  beauty  or  perfume. 
Thus  (he  difcharg'd  in  ev'ry  way 
The  various  duties  of  the  day. 

It  chancM  a  frugal  Ant  was  near, 
Whole  brow  was  wrinkled  o'er  by -care  : 
A  great  ceconomifl  was  fhe,, 
Nor  lefs  laborious  than  the  Bee ; 
By  pen  five  parents  often  taught 
What  ilk  arife  from  want  of  thought; 
That  poverty  on  floth  depends  ; 
On  poverty  the  lofs  of  friends ; 
Hence  ev'ry  day  the  Ant  is  found 
With  anxious  fteps  to  tread  the  ground  ; 
With  curious  fearch  to  trace  the  grain, 
And  drag  the  heavy  load  with  pain. 

The  aclive  Bee  with  pleafure  faw 
The  Ant  fulfil  her  parent's  law. 
Ah  !  filler  labourer,  fays  flic, 
How  very  fortunate  are  we  ! 
Who,  taught  in  infancy  to  know 
The  comforts  which  from  labour  flow, 
Are  independant  of  the  great, 
Nor  know  the  wants  of  pride  and  flate. 
Why  is  our  food  fo  very  fweet  ? 
Becaufe  we  earn  before  we  eat. 
Why  are  our  wants  fo  very  few  ? 
Becaufe  we  nature's  calls  purfuc. 
Whence  our  complacency  of  mind  ? 
Becaufe  we  acl:  our  parts  aflign'd. 
Have  we  inceflant  talks  to  do  ? 
Is  not  all  nature  bufy  too  ? 
Doth  not  the  fun,  with  conflant  pace, 
Perfifl  to  run  h\a  annual  race  ? 
Do  not  the  liars,  which  fliine  fo  bright, 
Renew  their  courfes  ev'ry  night  ? 
Doth  not  the  ox  obedient  bow 
His  patient  neck,  and  draw  the  plough  ? 
Or  when  did  e'er  the  gen'rous  fleed 
■Withhold  his  labour  or  his  fpeed  ? 
If  you  all  nature's  fyflem  lean, 
The  only  idle  thing  is  man. 

A  wanton  Sparrow  long'd  to  hear 
Their  fage  difcourfe,  and  itraight  drewneai. 
The  bird  was  talkative  and  loud, 
And  very  pert  and  very  proud ; 
As  worth  lefs  and  as  vain  a  thing, 
Ptrhaps,  as  ever  wore  a  wing. 
She  found,  as  on  a  fpray  flie  fat, 
The  little  mends  were  deep  in  chat  ; 


That  virtue  was  their  fav'rite  theme, 
And  toil  and  probity  their  fcheme  : 
Such  talk  was  hateful  to  her  breaflj 
She  thought  them  arrant  prudes  at  beft. 

When  to  difplay  her  naughty  mind, 
Hunger  with  cruelty  combin'd, 
She  view'd  the  Ant  with  lavage  eyes, 
And  hopp'd  and  hopp'd  to  fnatch  her  prize. 
The  Bee,  who  watch'd  her  op'ning  bill, 
And  guefs'd  her  fell  defign  to  kill, 
Afk'd  her  from  what  her  anger  rofe, 
And  why  flie  treated  Ants  as  foes  ? 

The  Sparrow  her  reply  began, 
And  thus  the  converfation  ran  : 

Whenever  I'm  difpos'd  to  dine, 
I  think  the  whole  creation  mine  ; 
That  I'm  a  bird  of  high  degree, 
And  ev'ry  infecT:  made  for  me. 
Hence  oft  I  fearch  the  emmet-brood 
(For  emmets  are  delicious  food), 
And  oft,  in  wantonnefs  and  play, 
I  flay  ten  thou  land  in  a  day. 
For  truth  it  is,  without  difguife, 
That  I  love  mifchief  as  my  eyes. 

Oh  !  fie  !   the  lioneil  Bee  replied, 
I  fear  you  make  bafe  men  your  guide; 
Of  ev'ry  creature  fure  the  woril, 
Though  in  creation's  fcale  the  firfl ! 
Ungrateful  man  !  'tis  ftrangehe  thrives, 
Who  burns  the  Bees  to  rob  their  hives  t 
I  hate  his  vile  adminiflrationv 
And  fo  do  all  the  emmet  nation. 
What  fatal  foes  to  birds  are  men, 
Quite  to  the  Eagle  from  the  Wren  ! 

0  !  do  not  men's  example  take, 
Who  mifchief  do  for  mifchief 's  fake; 
But  fpare  the  Ant — her  worth  demands 
Efleem  and  friendfhip  at  your  hands. 

A  mind  with  ev^ry  virtue  bleft, 
Mud  raife  companion  in  your  breaft. 
Virtue  !   rejoin'd  the  fneering  bird, 
Where  did  you  learn  that  Gothic  word  ? 
Since  I  was  hatch'd,  I  never  heard 
That  virtue  was  at  all  rever'd. 
But  fay  it  was  the  ancients'  claim, 
Yet  moderns  difavow  the  name  j 
Unlefs,  my  dear,  you  read  romances, 

1  cannot  reconcile  your  fancies. 
Virtue  in  fairy  tales  is  ken 

To  play  the  goddefs  or  the  queen  ; 
But  what's  a  queen  without  the  pow'r 
Or  beauty,  child,  without  a  dow'r  ? 
Yet  this  is  all  that  virtue  brags, 
At  bell  'tis  only  worth  in  rags. 
Such  whims  my  very  heart  derides  : 
Indeed  you  make  me  burft  my  fides. 
Truft  me,  Mifs  Bee — tofpeak  the  truth, 
I've  copied  men  from  earliefl  youth; 
The  lame  our  tafte,  the  fame  our  fchool, 
Paflion  and  appetite  our  rule ; 
And  call  me  bird,  or  call  me  finner, 
ril-me'er  forego  my  fport  or  dinner. 

A  prowling  cat  the  mifcreant  fpies, 
And  wide  expands  her  amber  eyes ; 
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Near  and  more  near  Grimalkin  draws  j 
She  wags  her  tail,  protends  her  paws  ; 
Then,  Springing  on  her  thoughtlefs  prey, 
She  bore  the  vicious  bird  away. 
Thus  in  her  cruelty  and  pride, 
The  wicked  wanton  Sparrow  died. 

§  331.  The  Bears  and  Bees.     Merrick. 
As  two  young  Bears  in  wanton  mood, 
Forth  iffuing  from  a  neighb'ring  wood, 
Came  where  th'  induftrious  Bees  had  ftor'd 
In  artful  cells  their  lufcious  hoard  ; 
O'erjoy'd  they  feiz'd  with  eager  hafte 
Luxurious  on  the  rich  repaft. 
Alarm'd  at  this  the  little  crew 
About  their  ears  vindictive  flew. 
The  beafts,  unable  to  fuftain 
Th'  unequal  combat,  quit  the  plain  j 
Half  blind  with  rage,  and  mad  with  pain, 
Their  native  fhelter  they  regain  ; 
There  fit,  and  now,  difcreeter  grown,    . 
Too  iate  their  rafhnefs  they  bemoan  ; 
And  this  by  dear  experience  gain, 
That  pleaf lire's  ever  bought  wirh  pain. 
So  when  the  gilded  baits  of  vice 
Are  plac'd  before  our  longing  eyes, 
With  greedy  hai'le  we  fnatch  our  611, 
And  fwaliow  down  the  latent  ill ; 
But  when  experience  opes  our  eyes, 
Away  the  fancied  pleafure  flies  : 
It  flies,    but  oh  !  too  late  we  find 
It  leaves  a  reai  fting  behind. 


§  332.    The  Camelion.     Merrick. 
Oft  has  it  been  my  lot  to  mark 
A  proud  conceited  talking  fpark, 
With  eyes,  that  hardly  ferv'd  at  moft 
To  guard  their  mafter  'gainft  a  poll ; 
Yet  round  the  world  the  blade  has  been, 
To  fee  whatever  could  be  feen  : 
Returning  from  his  fininVd  tour, 
Grown  ten  times  oerter  than  before  ; 
Whatever  word  you  chance  to  drop, 
Thetravell'd  fool  your  mouth  will  flop: 
"  Sir,  if  my  judgment  you'll  allow — 
"  I've  feen — and  fure  I  ought  to  know"— 
So  begs  you'd  pay  a  due  fiibmifhon, 
And  acquiefce  in  his  deciiion. 

Two  travellers  of  fuch  a  caft, 
As  o'er  Arabia's  wilds  they  pafs'd, 
And  on  their  wray  in  friendly  chat 
Now  talk'd  of  this,  and  then  of  that, 
Pifcours'd  a  while,  'mongft  other  matter, 
Of  the  Camelion's  form  and  nature. 
*'  A  ftranger  animal,*'  cries  one, 
"  Sure  never  liv'd  beneath  the  fun  : 
**  A  lizard's  body,  lean  and  long, 
•*  A  fifh's  head,  a  ferpent's  tongue  ; 
11  Its  foot  with  triple  claw  disjoin'd  ; 
<c  And  what  a  length  of  tail  behind  ! 
**  How  flow  its  pace  !  and  then  its  hue— 
"  Who  ever  faw  lb  fine  a  blue  r" 

'  Hold  there,'  the  other  quick  replies, 
'  'Tis  green,— I  faw  it  with  thefe  eyes, 


'  As  late  with  open  mouth  it  lay, 
1  And  warm'd  it  in  the  funny  ray  ; 
c  Stretch'd  at  its  eafethe  beaft  I  viewed, 
c  And  faw  it  eat  the  air  for  food.' 

"  I've  i'ten  it,  Sir,  as  well  as  you, 
'*  And  muft  again  affirm  it  blue. 
<c  At  lei  fure  I  the  beaft  fui-vey'd, 
"  Extended  in  the  cooling  fhade." 

*  'Tis  green,  'tis  green,   Sir,  I  affure  ye.*— 
"  Green  !"  cries  the  other  in  a  fury — 

*  Why,  Sir,  d'ye  think  I've  loft  my  eyes  ?" 

*  'Twere  no  great  lofs,'  the  friend  replies* 
{  For,  if  they  always  ferve  you  thus, 

'  You'll  find  them  but  of  little  ufe.* 

So  high  at  laft  the  conteft  rofe, 
From  words  they  almoft  came  to  blows : 
When  luckily  came  by  a  third — 
To  him  the  queftion  they  referr'd  ; 
And  begg'd  he'd  tell  'em,  if  he  knew 
Whether  the  thing  was  green  or  blue. 

"  Sirs,"  cries^the  umpire,  "ceafe  yon r pother, 
"  The  creature  's  neither  one  nor  t'other: 
"  I  caught  the  animal  laft  night, 
"  And  view'd  it  o'er  by  candlelight: 
"  I  markM  it  well — 'twas  black  as  jet— - 
"  You  ftare — but,  Sirs,  I've  got  it  yet, 
"  And  can  produce  it."   *Pray,  Sir,  do: 

*  I'll  lay  my  life,  the  thing  is  blue.'* 

"  And  I'll  be  fworn  that  when  you've  fezn 
"  The  reptile,  you'll  pronounce  him  green.** 

1  Well  then,  at  once,  to  eafe  the  doubt,'' 
Replies  the  man,  •  I'll  turn  him  out: 
1  And  when  before  your  eyes  I've  fet  him, 
£  If  you  don't  find  him  black,  I'll  eat  him.* 

He  faid  ;  then  full  before  their  fight 
Produc'd  the  beaft,  and  lo — 'twas  white. 
Both  ftar'd  ;  the  man  look'd  wond'rous  wife— • 
"  My  children,"  the  Camelion  cries 
(Then  firft  the  creature  found  a  tongue), 
<s  You  all  are  right,  and  all  are  wrong  : 
"  When  next  you  talk  of  what  you  view, 
"  Think  others  fee  as  well  as  you: 
"  Nor  wonder,  if  you  rind  that  none 
«  Prefers  your  eyefight  to  his  own." 


§  333.  The  Monkeys.     A  Tale.    "Merrick. 
Whoe'lr,  with  curious  eve,  has  rang'd 

Through  Ovid's  tales,  has  feen 
How  Jove,  incensed,  to  Monkeys  chang'd 

A  tribe  of  worthleft  men. 

Repentant  foon,  th' offending  race 

Entreat  the  injur' d  powY 
To  give  them  hack  the  hunun  face, 

And  reafon's  aid  reftore. 

Jove,  footh'd  at  length,  his  ear  inclin'd, 
And  granted  half  their  pray'r; 

But  t'other  half  he  bade  the  wind 
Difperfe  in  empty  air. 

Scarce  had  the  thund'rer  giv'n  the  nod 

That  fhook  the  vaulted  fkies, 
With  haughtier  air  the  creatures  ftrodc, 

And  ftretch'd  their  dwindled  fize. 
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The  hair  in  curls  luxuriant  now 
Around  their  temples  fpread  ; 

The  tail,  that  whilom  hung  below, 
Now  dangled  from  the  iiead. 

The  head  remains  unchang'd  within, 

Nor  alter'd  much  the  face  j 
It  ftill  retains  its  native  grin, 

And  all  its  old  grimace. 

Thus  half  transform'd,  and  half  the  fame, 
Jove  bade  them  take  their  place 

(Reftoring  them  their  ancient  claim') 
Among  the  human  race. 

Man  with  contempt  the  brute  furvey'd, 

Nor  would  a  name  bellow  ; 
But  woman  lik'd  the  motley  breed, 

And  call'd  the  thins  a  beau. 


§  334.  Know  Thyfelf.     Arbuthnot. 
What  am  I?  how  produe'd?  and  for  what 

end? 
Whence  drew  I  being  ?  to  what  period  tend  ? 
Am  I  th'  abandon'd  orphan  of  blind  chance, 
Dropp'd  by  wild  atoms  in  diforder'd  dance  ? 
Or  from  an  endlefs  chain  of  caufes  wrought, 
And  of  unthinkinglubftance,bornwiththought? 
By  motion  which  began  without  a  caufe, 
Supremely  wife,  without  defign  or  laws  ? 
Am  I  but  what  I  feem,  mere  flefh  and  blood  ? 
A  branching  channel,  with  a  mazy  flood  ? 
The  purple  ftream  that  through  my  vefielsglides, 
Dull  and  unconfefous  flows,  like  common  tides  j 
The  pipes  through  whichthecircling  juices  ftray, 
Are  not  that  thinking  I,  no  more  than  they  : 
This'frame,  compacted  with  tranfeendent  Ikill 
Of  moving  joints  obedient  to  my  will, 
NursM  from  the  fruitful  glebe,  like  yonder  tree, 
Waxes  and  waftes;  I  call  it  mine,  not  me. 
New  matter  ftill  the  mould'nng  mafs  fuftains  : 
The  nniffion  chang'd,  the  tenant  ftill  remains, 
And  from  the  fleeting  ftream  repaired  by  food, 
Diftinct,  as  is  the  fwiramcr  from  the  flood. 

What  am  I  then  ?  fure  of  a  noble  birth  ; 
By  parent's  right,  I  own  as  mother,  Earth  ; 
But  claim  fuperior  lineage  by  my  fire, 
Who  warm'd  th'  unthinking  clod  with  heavenly 
Eflence  divine,  with  lifelefs  clay  allay'd,   [flre  ) 
By  double  nature,  double  inltinct  fway'd  : 
With  look  erect,  I  dart  my  longing  eye, 
Seem  wing'd  to  part,  and  gain  my  native  iky ; 
I  ftrive  to  mount,  "out  ftrive,  alas  !  in  vain, 
Tied  to  this  many  globe  with  magic  chain. 
Now  with  fwift  thought  I  range  from  pole  to  pole, 
View  worlds  around  their  flaming  centres  roll : 
Whatfteady  pow'rs  their  endlefs  motions  guide 
Through  the  fame  tracklefs  paths  of  boundlefs 
I  trace  the  blazing  comet's  fiery  tail,       [void  ! 
And  weigh  the  whirling  planets  in  a  fcale  ; 
Thefe  godlike  thoughts  while  eager  I  purfue, 
Some  glitt'ring  trifle  offered  to  my  view, 
A  gnat,  an  infect  of  the  meancft  kind, 
Erafe  the  new-born  image  from  my  mind  : 
Some  beaftly  want,  craving,  importunate, 
Vi'e  as  the  grinning  maftiff  at  my  gate,  j 


Calls  off  from  heavenly  truth  this  reasoning  me, 

And  tells  me  I'm  a  brute  as  much  as  he. 

If,  onfublimer  wings  of  love  and  praile, 

My  foul  above  the  iiarry  vault  I  raiie, 

Lur'd  by  fome  vain  conceit,  or  fhameful  luft, 

I  flag,  I  drop,  and  flutter  in  the  duft.  \ 

The  low'ring  lark  thus,  from  her  lofty  ftrain, 

Stoops  to  an  emmet,  or  a  barley  grain. 

By  adverfe  gufts  of  jarring  inftincls  toft, 

I  rove  to  one,  now  to  the  other  coaft  ; 

To  blifs  unknown  my  lofty  foul  afpires, 

My  lot  unequal  to  my  vaft  deiires. 

As  'mongft  the  hinds  a  child  of  royal  birth 

Finds  his  high  pedigree  by  confeious  worth ; 

So  man,  amongft  his  fellow  brutes  expos'd, 

See  he's  a  king,  but  'tis  a  king  depos'd. 

Pity  him  bealts  !  you  by  no  law  confin'd, 

And  barr'd  from  devious  paths  by  being  blind  ; 

Whilft  man,  through  op'ning  views  of  various 

ways 
Confounded,  by  the  aid  of  knowledge  ftraysj 
Too  weak  to  choofe,  yet  choofing  ftill  in  hafte, 
One  moment  gives  the  pleafure  and  diftafte  ; 
Bilk'd  by  paft  minutes,  while  the  prelent  cloy, 
The  fiatt'ring  future  ftill  muft  give  the  joy : 
Not  happy,  but  amus'd  upon  the  road, 
And  (like  you)  thoughtlefs  of  his  laft  abode, 
Whether  next  fun  his  being  fliall  reftrain 
To  endlefs  nothing,  bappinefs,  or  pain. 
Around  me,  lo  !  the  thinking  thoughtlefs  crew 
(Bewilder'd  each)  their  different  paths  purfue ; 
Of  them  I  afk  the  way ;  the  flrft  replies, 
Thou  art  a  god  ;  and  lends  me  to  the  ikies : 
Down  on  the  turf,  the  next,  two  two-legg'd  beaft, 
There  fix  thy  lot,  thy  blifs  and  endlefs  reft: 
Between  thefe  wide  extremes  the  length  is  fuch, 
I  find  I  know  too  little  or  too  nnich. 
'  Almighty  Povv'r,  by  whole  moll  wife  com- 
■  mand, 

*  Helplefs,  forlorn,  uncertain  here  I  Hand  ; 

*  Take  this  faint  glimmering  of  thyfelf  away, 
'  Or  breakPnto  my  foul  with  perfect  day  !' 
This  faid,  expanded  "lay  the  facred  text, 
The  balm,  the  light,  the  guide  of  fouls  perpl&x'd. 
Thus  the  benighted  traveller,  that  ftrays 
Through  doubtful  paths,  enjoys  the  morning 

rays : 
The  nightly  mift,  and  thick  defcending  dew, 
Parting,  unfold  the  fields  and  vaulted  blue. 

*  O  Truth  divine  !  enlightened  by  thy  ray, 
'  I  grope  and  guefs  no  more,  but  fee  my  way; 
'  Thou  clear'dft  the  fecret  of  my  high  defcent. 
'  And  toldft  me  what  thofe  myftic  tokens  meant  ; 

*  Marks  of  my  birth,  which  I  had  worn  in  vain, 

*  Too  hard  for  worldly  fages  to  explain. 
'  Zeno's  were  vain,  vain  Epicurus1  lchemes, 

*  Their fyftems  falfe,  deluiive  were  their  dreams; 
1  Unlkill'd  my  two-fold  nature  to  divide,  [pride; 
4  One  nurs\l  my  pleafure,  and  one  nurs'd  my 
1  Thofe  jarring  truths  which  human  art  beguile, 
'  Thy  lac  red  page  thus  bids  me  reconcile.' 
Offspring  of  God,  no  lefs  thy  pedigree,  [be,  \ 
What  thou  once  wert,  art  now,  and  ftill  .may  > 
Thy  God  alone  can  tell,  alone  decree ;  \ 
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Faultlefs  thou  dropp'dft  from  his  unerring  (kill, 
With  the  bare  pow  t  to  lin,  iince  free  of  will : 
Vet  charge  not  with  thy  guilt  his  bounteous  love, 
For  who  has  pow'r  to  walk  has  pow'r  to  rove: 
Who  acrs  by  force  impell'd  can  nought  defers  ; 
And  wifdom  fhort  of  infinite  may  lwerve. 
Borne  on  thy  new-imp'd  wings,  thou  took'ft  thy 
Left  thy  Creator,  and  the  realms  of  light;  [flight, 
DifdaiiTd  his  gentle  precept  to  fulfil, 
And  thought  to  grow  a  god  by  doing  ill : 
Tho'  by  foul  guilt  thy  heav'nly  form  defac'd, 
In  nature  chang'd,  from  happy  manfions  chas'd, 
Thou  ftill  retain'ft  fome  fparks  of  heavenly  fire, 
Too  faint  to  mount,  yet  reftlefs  to  afpire  ; 


Our  narrow  luxuries  would  foon  be  Hale. 
Were  thefe  exhauftlefs,  Nature  would  grow  fide, 
And,  cloy  'd  with  pleafure,  fqueamifhly  complaia 
That  all  was  vanity,  and  life  a  dream. 
Let  nature  reft :  be  bufy  for  yourfelf, 
And  for  your  friend  ;  be  bufy  even  in  vain, 
Rather  than  teafe  her  fated  appetites. 
Who  never  fafts,  no  banquet  e'er  enjoys  ; 
Who  never  toils  or  watches,  never  fleeps. 
Let  nature  reft :  and  when  the  tafte  of  joy 
Grows  keen,  indulge;  but  fhun  fatiety. 

'Tis  not  for  mortals  always  to  be  bleft. 
But  him  the  leaft  the  dull  or  painful  hours 
Of  life  opprefs,  whom  fober  Senfe  conduces, 
Aud  Virtue,  thro'  this  labyrinth  we  tread. 


Angel  enough  to  feek  thy  blifs  again, 

And  brute  enough  to  make  thy  iearch  in  vain.  Virtue  and  Senfe  I  mean  not  to  disjoin; 

The  creatures  now  withdraw  their  kindly  ufe,     Virtue  and  Senfe  are  one:  and,  truft  me,  he 

Some  fly  thee,  fome  torment,  and  fome  feduce;  Who  has  not  virtue,  is  not  truly  wife. 

Repaft  ill-fuited  to  fuch  different  gueft'-,  i  Virtue  (for  mere  Good-nature  is  a  fool) 

For  what  thy  kni'e  defires,  thy  foul  diftaftes :       |  Is  ienie  and  fpirir,  with  humanity: 

Thy  luft,  thy  curiofity,  thy  pride,  'Tis  fometimes angry, and  its  frown  confounds; 

Curb'd  or  indulg'd,  or  baulk  d  or  gratified,         'Tis  e'en  Vindictive,  but  in  vengeance  juft. 

Rageon,andmakethee equally  unblefs'd  [fefsM, ,  Knaves  fain  would  laugh  at  it ;  fome  great  ones 

In  what  thou  want'ft,  and  what  thou  haft  pof-   But  at  his  heart  the  molt  undaunted  fon   [dare; 


In  vain  thou  hop'ft  for  blifs  on  this  poor  clod  ; 
Return  and  feek  thy  Father  and  thy  God ; 
Yet  think  not  to  regain  thy  native  fky, 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  vain  philofophy  ! 
Myfterious  paiTage  !  hid  from  human  eyes  : 
Soaring  you  '11  fink,  and  finking  you  will  rife: 
Let  humble  thoughts  thy  weary  footfteps  guide ; 
Repair  by  meek  nc  is  what  you  loft  by  pride. 


§  335.     Lejfons  of  IVifdom.     Armftrong. 

How  to  live  happicft  ;  how  avoid  the  pains, 
The  difappointments,  and  difgufts  of  thofe 
Who  would  in  pleafure  all  their  hours  employ; 
The  precepts  here  of  a  divine  old  man 
I  could  recite.     Tho'  old,  he  ftill  retain'd 
His  manly  fenfe,  and  energy  of  mind. 
Virtuous  and  wife  he  was,  but  notffcvere  ; 
He  ftill  remember'd  that  he  once  was  young ; 
His  eaiy  prefence  check'd  no  decent  joy. 
Him  even  the  diffolute  admir'4,  for  he 
A  graceful  loofenefs  when  he  pleas'd  put  on, 
And  laughing  could  inftru£t.  Much  had  he  read, 
Much  more  had  feen  ;  he  ftudied  from  the  life, 
And  in  th'  original  perus'd  mankind. 

Vers'd  in  the  woes  and  vanities  of  life, 
He  pitied  man  ;  and  much  he  pitied  thofe 
Whom  falfely-fmiling  fate  has  curs'd  with  means 
To  difiipate  their  days  in  quell  of  joy. 
Our  aim  is  happinefs:  'tis  yours,  'tis  mine, 
He  faid,  'tis  the  purfuit  of  all  that  live  ; 
Yet  few  attain  it,  if  'twas  e'er  attain'd. 
But  they  the  wideft  wander  from  the  mark, 
Who  thro'  the  flow'ry  paths  of  faunt'ring  Joy 
Seek  this  coy  goddefs ;  that  from  ftage  to  Itage 
Invites  us  ftill,  but  lhifts  as  we  purfue. 
For,  not  to  name  the  pains  that  pleafure  brings 
To  counterpoife  itfelf,  relentlefs  Fate 
Forbids  that  we  thro'  gay  voluptuous  wilds 
Should  ever  roam ;  and  were  the  Fates  more  kind, 


I  Of  fortune  dreads  its  name  and  awful  charms. 

iTo  nobleft  uies  this  determines  wealth ; 

[This  is  the  folid  pomp  of  profperous  days, 

,  The  peace  and  fheiter  of  adverfity, 

;  And  if  you  pant  for  glory,  build  your  fame 
On  this  foundation,  which  the  fecret  fhock 
Defies  of  Envy  and  all.-fapping  Time. 
The  gaudy  glofs  of  Fortune  only  ftrikes 
The  vulgar  eye :  the  furfrage  of  the  wife, 
The  praife  that's  worth  ambition,  is  attain'd 
By  fenfe  alone  and  dignity  of  mind. 

Virtue,  the  ftrength  and  beauty  ©f  the  foul, 
Is  the  beft  gift  of  Heaven :  a  happinefs 
That  even  above  the  fmiles  and  frowns  of  fate 
Exalts  great  Nature's  favourites:  a  wealth 
That  ne'er  encumbers,  nor  to  bafer  hands 
Can  be  transferr'd  :  it  is  the  only  good 
Man  juftly  boafts  of,  or  can  call  his  own. 
Riches  are  oft  by  guilt  and  bafenefs  earn'd; 
Or  dealt  by  chance  to  fhield  a  lucky  knave, 
Or  throw  a  cruel  funfhine.on  a  fool. 
But  for  .one  end,  one  much  neglected  ufe, 
Are  riches  worth  your  care  (for  nature's  wants 
Are  few,  and  without  opulence  fupplied) 
This  noble  end  is,  to  produce  the  Soul, 
To  fhew  the  virtues  in  their  faireft  light ; 
To  make  humanity  the  minifter 
Of  bounteous  Providence;  and  teach  the  breaft 

That  generous  luxury  the  gods  enjoy. 

Thus,  in  his  graver  vein,  the  friendly  Sage 
Sometimes  declaim'd.     Of  right  and  wrong  he 
Truths  as  refin'd  as  ever  Athens  heard;  [taught 
And(ftrangetotell!)hepraclis'dwhathepreach'd. 


§336.    The  Pain  arifmgfrom  virtuous  Emotions 
attended <us'uh  Pleafure,     Akenude. 

-Behold  the  ways 


Of  Heaven's  eternal  deftiny  to  man, 
For  ever  juft,  benevolent  and  wife ; 
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That  Virtue's  awful  fteps,  howe'er  purfued 
By  vexing  Fortune  and  iutrufive  Pain, 
Should  never  be  divided  from  her  chafte, 
Her  fair  attendant,  Fleafure.     Need  I  urge 
Thy  tardy  thought  through  all  the  various  round 
Of  this  existence,  that  thy  foft'ning  foul 
At  length  may  learn  what  energy  the  hand 
Of  virtue  mingles  in  the  bitter  tide 
Of  paflion  fwelling-  with  diltrefs  and  pain, 
To  mitigate  the  fharp  with  gracious  drops 
Of  cordial  Pleafure  ?    Afk  the  faithful  youth, 
Why  the  cold  urn  of  her  whom  long  he  lov'd 
So  often  fills  his  arms  ;  io  often  draws 
His  lonely  footileps,  at  the  iilent  hour, 
To  pay  the  mournful  tribute  of  his  tears? 
O !  he  will  tell  thee,  that  the  wealth  of  worlds 
Should  ne'er  feduce  his  bofom  to  forego 
That  facred  hour,  when,  Healing  from  the  noife 
Of  care  and  envy,  fweet  remembrance  fooths 
With  virtue's  kindelt  looks  his  aching  breaff, 
And  turns  his  tears  to  rapture. — Aik  the  crowd 
Which  flies  impatient  from  the  village-walk 
To  climb  the  neighb'ring  cliffs,  when  far  below 
The  cruel  winds  have  hurl'd  upon  the  coail 
Some  haplefs  bark;  while  facred  pity  melts 
The  gen'ral  eye,  or  terrors  icy  hand 
Smites  their  dillorted  limbs  and  horrent  hair  j 
While  every  mother  clofer  to  her  bread 
Catches  her  child,  and,  pointing  where  the  waves 
Foam  through  the  fhatter'd  veiled,  fhrieks  aloud, 
As  one  poor  wretch,  that  fpreads  his  piteou  s  arms 
For  fuccour,  fwallow'd  by  the  roaring  furge, 
As  now  another,  dahVd  againft  the  rock, 
Drops  lifelefs  down.     O  deemeft  thou  indeed 
No  kind  endearment  here  by  nature  given 
To  mutual  terror  and  companion's  tears  ? 
No  fweetly-melting  foftnefs  which  attracls, 
O'er  all  that  edge  of  pain,  the  focial  pow'rs, 
To  this  their  proper  aclion  and  their  end  ? — 
Afk  thy  own  heart ;  when  at  .the  midnight  hour, 
Slow  through  that  iUulious  gloom  thy  paufingeye 
Led  by  the  glimm'ring  taper  moves  around 
The  facred  volumes  of  the  dead,  the  fono-s 
Of  Grecian  bards,  and  records  writ  by  Fame 
For  Grecian  heroes,  where  the  prefent  pow 'r 
Of  heaven  and  earth  furveys  th'  immortal  page, 
"E'en  as  a  father  blefhng,  while  he  reads 
The  praifes  of  his  fon ;  if  then  thy  foul, 
Spurning  the  yoke  of  thefe  inglorious  days, 
Mix  in  their  deeds  and  kindle  with  their  flame  : 
Say,  when  the  profpecl  blackens  on  thy  view; 
When,  rooted  from  the  bafe,  heroic  Hates 
Mourn  in  the  dull  and  tremble  at  the  frown 
Of  curs'd  Ambition ; — when  the  pious  band 
Of  youths  that  fought  for  freedom  and  their  fires, 
Lie  fide  by  fide  in  gore  ; — when  ruffian -pride 
Ufurps  the  throne  of  juftice,  turns  the  pomp 
Of  public  pow'r,  the  majefty  of  rule, 
The  fword,  the  laurel,  and  the  purple  robe. 
To  ilavifh  empty  pageants,  to  adorn 
A  tyrant's  walk,  and  glitter  in  the  eyes 
Of  fuchas  bow  the  knee; — when  honoured  urns 
Of  patiiots  and  .of  chiefs,  the  awful  buft 
Aiid  itoried  arch,  to  glut  the  coward  race 


Of  regal  envy,  ftrew  the  public  way 
With  haliovv'd  ruins! — when  the  mufe's  haunt, 
Tiie  marble  porch  where  wifdom,  wont  to  talk 
With  Socrates  or  Tuily,  hears  no  more, 
Save  the  hoarfe  jargon  of  contentious  monks, 
Or  female  fuperftition's  midnight  pra^'r; — 
When  ruthlefs  rapine  from  the  hand  of  Time 
Tears  the  dellroying  fey  the,  with  furer  blow 
To  fweep  the  works  of  glory  from  their  bafej 
Till  defolation  o'er  the  grafs-grown  ftreet 
Expands  his  raven- wings,  and  up  the  wall, 
Where  fenatesoncetheprideof  monarchs  doom'd, 
Hiifes  the  gliding  make  thro'  hoary  weeds 
Thatclafpthemould'ringcolumn; — thusdefae'd, 
Thus  widely  mournful  when  the  profpecl  thrills 
Thy  beating  bofom,  when  the  patriot's  tear 
Starts  from  thine  eye,  and  thy  extended  arm 
In  fancy  hurls  the  thunderbolt  of  Jove 
To  fire  the  impious  wreath  on  Philip's  brow, 
Or  dafh  Oclavius  from  the  trophied  car  ; — 
Say,  does  thy  fecret  foul  repine  to  tafle 
The  big  diftrefs  ?  Or  wouldll  thou  then  exchange 
Thofe  heart-ennobling  forrows,  for  the  lot 
Of  him  who  fits  amid  the  gaudy  herd 
Of  mute  barbarians  bending  to  his  nod, 
And  bears  aloft  his  gold-invefled  front, 
And  fays  within  himfelf.  "I  am  a  king,      [woe 
"  And  wherefore  mould  the  clam'rous  voice  of 
"  Intrude  upon  mine  ear?"     The  baleful  dregs 
Of  thefe  late  ages,  this  inglorious  draught 
Of  fervitude  and  folly,  have  not  yet, 
Blefs'd  be  th'  Eternal  Ruler  of  the  world! 
DenTd  to  fuch  a  depth  of  fordid  fhame 
The  native  honours  of  the  human  foul, 
Nor  fo  effae'd  the  image  of  its  fire. 


§  337.     A  Paraphrafe  on  Pfalm  lxxiv.  16,  17. 

Mifs  Williams. 
lt  The  day  is  thine,  the  night  alio  is  thine ;  thou  haft 

"  prepared  the  light  and  the  luiu 
"  Thou  haft  At  all  the  borders  of  the  earth;  thou  haft 
"  made  fummer  and  winter." 

My  God  !  all  nature  owns  thy  fway, 
Thou  giv'ft  the  night,  and  thou  the  day! 
When  all  thy  lov'd  creation  wakes, 
When  morning,  rich  in  luftre,  breaks, 
And  bathes  in  dew  the  op'ning  flower, 
To  thee  we  owe  her  flagrant  hour ; 
And  when  (he  pours  her  choral  fong, 
Her  melodies  to  thee  belong! 
Or  wrhen,  in  paler  tints  array'd, 
The  evening  flowly  fpreads  her  made; 
That  foothing  fhade,  that  grateful  gloom, 
Can  more  than  day's  enliv'ning  bloom 
Still  ev'ry  fond  and  vain  defire, 
And  calmer,  purer  thoughts  infpire  j 
From  earth  the  pen  five  fpirit  tvee^ 
And  lead  the  fbften'd  heart  to  Thee. 

In  ev'ry  fcene  thy  hands  have  drefi'd, 
In  ev'ry  form  by  thee  imprefs'd, 
Upon  the  mountain's  awful  head, 
Or  where  the  fhelt'ring  woods  are  fpreadj 
In  ev'ry  note  that  fwells  the  gale, 
Or  tuneful  ftream.  that  cheers  the  vale, 
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The  cavern's  depth,  or  echoing  grove, 
A  voice  is  heard  or"  praife,  and  love. 
As  o'er  thy  work  the  feafons  roll, 
And  footh,  with  change  of  blifs,  the  foul, 
Oli  never  may  their  (hailing  train 
Pais  o'er  the  human  fcene  in  vain  ! 
But  oft,  as  on  the  charm  we  gaze. 
Attune  the  wond'ring  foul  to  praife; 
And  be  the  joys  that  molt  we  prize 
The  joys  that  from  thy  favour  nfe! 

4  ->ig.     A  Parapbraje  on  Ifaiab  xlix.  15. 
D  "Mils  Williams. 

«  Can  a  woman  forget  l>er  fucking  child,  that  me 

"ihoirid  not  have  companion  on  the  fon  of  her  womb? 

"  Yea,  they  may  forget,  yet  will  I  not  forget  thee." 
Heaven  (peaks !  Oh  Nature,  liften  and  rejoice  ! 
Oh  fpread  from  pole  to  pole  this  gracious  voice  ! 
"  Say  every  breaft  of  human  frame,  that  proves 
The  boundleis  force  with  which  a  parent  loves  j 
Say,  can  a  mother  from  her  yearning  heart 
Bid  the  foft  image  of  her  child  depart  ?       [bear 
She !  whom  ftrong  inftinCt.  arms  with  ftrength  to 
All  forms  of  ill,  to  lhield  that  deareft  care; 
She!  who  with  anguifh  Hung,  wirh  madnefs  wild, 


When  wild,deftrncVive  flames  mall  wrap  thefkics, 
When  Chaos  triumphs,  and  when  Nature  dies; 
Man  (hall  alone  the  wreck  of  worlds  furvive, 
Midit  falling  fpheres,  immortal  man  (hall  live! 
The  voice  which  bade  the  laft  dreajd  thunders  roll, 
Shall  wiwfper  to  the  good,  and  cheer  their  foul. 
God  (hall  himfelf  his  favour'd  creature  guide 
Where  living  waters  pour  their  blifsful  tide, 
Where  the  enlargV.,  exulting,  wond'ring  mind 
Shall  foar,  from  weaknefs  and  from  guilt  refin'd ; 
Where  perfect  knowledge,  bright  with  cloudleis 
Shall  gild  eternity's  unmealur'd  days  ;       [rays, 
Where  friendlhip,  unembitter'd  by  diftruft, 
Shall  in  immortal  bands  unite  the  juft; 
Devotion,  rais'd  to  rapture,  breathe  her  (train, 
And  love  in  his  eternal  triumph  reign ! 


§  339- 


A  Parapbrafe  on  Matt.  vii.  T2. 

Mils  Williams* 
"  Whatfoever  ye  woulil  that  men  fhould  do  to  yoa, 

"  do  ye  even  fo  to  them." 
Precept  divine  !  to  earth  in  mercy  given; 
O  facred  rule  of  action,  worthy  heaven  ! 
Whofe  pitying  love  ordain'd  the  bleft  command 


To  bind  our  nature  in  a  firmer  band ; 
Will  rum  on  death  to  lave  her  threatened  child  j  I  Enforce  each  human  fufF 'rer's  ftrong  appeal, 


All  felriih  feelings  banifn'd  from  her  breaft, 
Her  life  one  aim  to  make  another's  bleft— 
When  her  vex'd  infant  to  her  bofom  clings, 
When  round  her  neck  his  eager  arms  he  flings  ; 
Breathes  to  her  lift'ning  foul  his  melting  ligh, 
And  lifts,  iufFus'd  with  tears,  his  afking  eye ! 
Will  (he,  for  all  ambition  can  attain, 
The  charms  of  pleafure,  or  the  lures  of  gain, 
Betray  ftrong  Nature's  feelings  ?  will  (he  prove 
Cold  to  the  claims  of  duty,  and  of  love  ? 


And  teach  the  felfifh  breaft  what  others  Feel? 
Wert  thou  the  guide  of  life,  mankind  might  know 
A  foft  exemption  from  the  word  of  woe  ; 
No  more  the  powerful  would  the  weak  opprefs, 
But  tyrants  learn  the  luxury  to  blefs; 
No  more  would  ilavery  bind  a  hopelefs  train 
Oi'  human  vi6Hms  in  her  galling  chain: 
Mercy  the  hard,  the  cruel  heart  would  move 
To  foften  mis'ry  by  the  deeds  of  love; 
!  And  av"rice  from  his  hoarded  treafures  gfofc 


But  fhould  the  mother  from  her  yearning  heart .  Unafk'd,  the  liberal  boon,  that  want  might  livel 


Bid  the  foft  image  of  her  child  depart ; 
When  the  vex'd  infant  to  her  bofom  clings, 
When  round  her  neck  his  eager  amis  he  rlir.gs ; 
Should  (he  unpitying  hear  his  melting  (Igh, 
And  view  unmov'd  the  tear  that  fills*his  eye  j 
Should  (he,  for  all  ambition  can  attain, 
The  charms  of  pleafure,  or  the  lures  of  gain, 
Betray  llrong  Nature's  feeling ihould  ihe 

prove 
Cold  to  the  claims  of  duty  and  of  love ! 
Yet  never  will  the  God,  whofe  word  gave  birth 
To  yon  illumin'd  orbs,  and  this  fair  earth ; 
Who  thro' the  boundleis  depths  oftracklefs  fpace 
Badene  w- wak'd  beauty  fpread  eachperfe£t  grace; 
Yet  when  he  form'd  the  vaft  ftupendous  whole, 
Slied  his  beft  bounties  on  the  human  foul ; 
Which  reafon's  light  illumes,  which  friendfhip 

warms, 
Which  pity  (bftens,  and  which  virtue  charms ; 


The  impious  tongue  of  falfehood  then  wouldceaie 
To  blait,  with  dark  fuggeftions,  virtue's  peace; 
No  more  would. fpleen  or  paffion  banifti  reft, 
And  plant  a  pang  in  fond  affection's  breaft; 
By  one  harfn  word,  one  alter'd  look,  deftroy 
Her  peace,  and  wither  ev'ry  op'ning  joy ; 
Scarce  canher  tongue  the  captious  wrongex plain, 
The  flight  oftence  which  gives  10  deep  a  pain  1 
Th'  affected  eafe  that  flights  her  ftarting  tear, 
Thewordswhofecoldnefskills  from  lips  fodear; — > 
The  hand  (he  loves,  alone  can  point  the  dart, 
Whofe  hiddenitingcould  wound  no  other  heart — 
Thefe,  of  all  pains  the  (harpefr  we  endure, 
The  breaft  which  now  inflicts,  would  fpring  to 
No  more  deferted  genius  then  would  fly  [cure.— 
To  breathe  in  folitude  feis  hopelefs  figh ; 
No  more  wouid  fortune's  partial  fmile  debafe 
The  fpirit,  rich  in  intellectual  grace ;     [bloom, 
Who  views  unmov'd  from  fcenes  where  pleasures 


Which  feels  the  pure  affections'  gen'rous  glow,!  The  flame  of  genius  funk  in  mis'ry's  gloom ; 


Shares  others'  joy,  and  bleeds  for  others'  woe — 
Oh  ne'er  will  the  gen'ral  Father  prove 
Of  man  forgetful,  man  the  child  of  love!" 
When  all  thole  planets  in  their  ample  fpheres 
Have   wing'd   their   courfe,    and  roll'd   their 

deftin'd  years  s 
When  the  vaft  fun  (hall  veil  his  golden  light 
Deep  in  the  gloom  of  everlaiting  night; 


The  foul  heaven  form'd  to  foar,  by  want  depreft, 
Nor  heeds  the  wrongs  that  pierce  akind  red  breaft. 
Thou  righteous  Law,whoie  clearand  ufeful  light 
Sheds  on  the  mind  a  ray  divinely  bright ; 
Condenfing  in  one  rule  whate'er  the  fage 
Has  proudly  taught,  in  many  a  labour'd  page  ; 
Bid  every  heart  thy  hallow'd  voice  revere, 
To  juftice  facred,  and  to  nature  dear ! 
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§  340.     Rejleclions  on  a  Future  State  >  from  a 

Rcv'teiv  of  Winter.     Thomibn. 

Tis   done!    dread   Winter   fpreads  his  latefl 

glooms, 
And  reigns  tremendous  o'er  the  conquered  year. 
How  dead  the  vegetable  kingdom  lies  ! 
How  dumb  the  tuneful !  Horror  wide  extends 
His  dcfolate  domain.     Behold,  fond  man  ! 
See  here  thy  pi£tur'd  life  :  pafs  fome  few  years, 
Thy   flow'ring   Spring,   thy  Summer's  ardent 

ftrength, 
Thy  fober  Autumn  fading  into  age, 
And  pale  concluding  Winter  comes  at  laft, 
And  fh  tits  the  Icene.    Ah !  whither  now  are  fled 
Thole  dreams  of  greatnefs  ?  thofe  unfolid  hopes 
Of  happinefs  ?  thofe  longings  after  fame  ? 
Thofe  reftlefs  cares  ?  thole  bufy  builling  days  ? 
Thole  gay-fpent,  feltive  nights  ?  jthofe  veering 

thoughts 
Loft  between  good  and  ill,  that  fhar'd  thy  life  ? 
All  now  are  vanilh'd  !  Virtue  fole  furvives 
Immortal  never-failing  friend  of  man, 
His  guide  to  happinefs  on  high.     And  fee  ! 
""Tis  come,  the  glorious  morn  !  the  fecond  birth 
Of  heaven  and  earth !  awakening  nature  hears 
The  new-creating  word,  and  ftarts  to  life, 
In  ev'ry  heighten'd  form,  from  pain  and  death 
For  ever  free.     The  great  eternal  fcheme, 
Involving  all,  and  in  a  perfect,  whole 
Uniting  as  the  profpeft  wider  fpreads, 
To  reafon's  eye  refln'd  clears  up  apace. 
Ye  vainly  wile  i  ye  biind  prelumptuous  \  now, 
Confounded  in  the  dull,  adore  that  Pow'r 
And  Wifdom  oft  arraign 'd;  lee  now  the  caufe 
Why  unuduming  worth  in  fecret  liv'd, 
And  died  negle6ted:  why  the  good  man's  fliare 
In  life  was  gall  and  bitternefs  of  foul : 
Why  the  lone  widow  and  her  orphans  pin'd 
In  llarviug  folitude;  while  luxury, 
In  palaces,  lay  {training  her  low  thought, 
Tp  form  unreal  wants ;  why  heaven-born  truth, 
And  moderation  fair,  wore  the  red  marks 
Of  fuperftition's  fcourge :  why  licens'd  pain, 
That  cruel  fpoiler,  that  embofom'd  foe, 
Embitter' d  all  our  Wife.     Ye  good  diftrefs'd  ! 
Ye  noble  few  !  who  here  unbending  Hand 
Beneath  life's  preffure,  yet  bear  up  awhile, 
And  what  your  bounded  view,  which  only  faw 
A  little  part,  deem'd  evil,  is  no  more  : 
The  itorms  of  Wintry  Time  will  quickly  pafs, 
And  one  unbounded  Spring  encircle  all. 


■§341.     On  Slavery.      Mifs  H.  Falconar. 

To  man  fuperior  reafon's  light  was  giv'n 
Reafon,  the  nobleft  gift  of  bounteous  Heav'n, 
Unfailing  beam,  bright  intellectual  ray, 
Thou  Heady  guide  through  error's  devious  way, 
Say,  wert  thou  nYlt  by  gracious  Heav'n  defign'd 
To  (lamp  injuflice  on  the  human  kind  ? 
Forbid  it  truth,  forbid  it  ev'ry  breafl 
That  heaves  in  pity  for  the  wretch  opprefl: 
Yet  reafon,  juftice,  mercy,  plead  in  vain  j 
Still  the  fad  victim  drags  his  galling  chain  j 


Still  bows  fubmifllve  to  the  tyrant  hand 
That  tore  the  fuff'rer  from  his  native  land  ; 
Yet,  ere  the  arts  of  luxury  began, 
They  boafled  liberty,  the  right  of  man  ; 
Serene,  they  faw  each  peaceful  morning  fmile, 
Joy  led  their  hours,  and  plenty  blefs'd  their  toil. 
Their  pleading  fighs,  their  fuppliant,  moving 

pray'r, 
Daughter  of  Virtue  !   Royal  Charlotte,  hear! 
Sovereign,  yet  parent  of  this  happy  ifle, 
O^erwhofegay  plains  fair  plenty  deigns  to  fmile, 
Where  fpotlels  peace  extends  her  azure  wing ; 
And  liberty's  enchanting  blofToms  fpringj 
Thine  is  companion's  fympathetic  figh, 
The  melting  tear  that  beams  in  pity's  eye: 
The  heart  like  thine,  that  feels  another's  nain, 
Hears  not  diilrefs'd  misfortune  plead  in  vain  ; 
Be 't  thine  to  heal  pale  forrow's  wounded  brealt, 
And  lull  each  raging  paflion  into  reft; 
Let  not  the  wretched  Have  in  vain  deplore 
The  long-loll  joys  he  mull  behold  no  more ; 
Then,  while  Britannia  hails  thy  facred  name, 
A  deed  like  this  fhall  fwell  the  trump  of  fame ; 
Virtues  like  thine  fhall  wake  the  founding  lyre, 
Each  bofom  glow  with  emulative  fire ; 
And  fwell'd  with  themes  like  this,  the  poet's  page 
Remain  admir'd  through  each  lucceeding  age. 

When  Superflitionrais'd  her  threat'ning  hand, 
And  fcatter'd  horror  round  the  bleeding  land, 
On  fad  Britannia's  ravag'd  plains  fhe  flood, 
Drench'd  in  one  fatal  ftream  of  martyr'd  blood  j 
O'er  ev'ry  fcene  with  fell  delight  flie  flew, 
And  fmil'd,  exulting,  at  the  dreadful  view ; 
Religion's  facred  truths,  though  once  defign'd 
To  banifli  error  from  the  darken'd  mind, 
Avail'd  not  here ;  her  pure  celeflial  light, 
Loll  in  the  gloom  of  Superflition's  night, 
Drooping,  beheld  the  fatal  torrent  roll 
Refifllefs  terrors  o'er  the  doubtful  foul ; 
Till  bright  Eliza  came,  whofe  matchlefs  fway, 
Call'd  forth  the  dawn  of  fair  Religion's  day  ; 
Cherifh'd  the  genial  influence  as  it  rofe, 
Difpell'd  their  errors  and  reliev'd  their  woes. 
Shall  Britain,  then,who  boafls  th'  unrivall'd  deed, 
Relentlefs,  fee  the  guiltlefs  victim  bleed  ? 
Amid  the  horrors  of  tormenting  pain 
He  feeks  for  mercy,  but  he  feeks  in  vain; 
Affrighted  Mercy  quits  the  guilty  land, 
Where  grim  OpprefTion  waves  her  tyrant'shand; 
Where,  to  the  favage  herd,  a  harmlefs  prey 
Sinks  faint  beneath  the  fervid  beam  of  day  j 
Or,  haply  trembling  in  the  midnight  air, 
Sunk  in  the  deepelt  gloom  oi'  low  defpair; 
Or  burning  thirlt  and  furious  want,  combin'd, 
With  wild  diflraclion  fire  his  glowing  mind, 
Till  death  reflores  to  him  eternal  reft, 
And  calms  the  tumults  of  his  troubled  breafl. 

The  Britilh  youth,  torn  from  his  much-lov'd 
home, 
O'er  foreign  feas  and  foreign  coalts  to  roam, 
Amid  the  fury  of  the  piercing  blaft, 
Thefwell'd  wave  circling  round  the  fhiver'dmafl, 
While  burfling  peals  of  thunder  rend  the  fkies, 
And  o'er  the  deck  the  foaming  billows  rife, 

Awhile, 
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A  while  in  terror  views  the  lightning  glare, 
With  ftreaminghorror,throughthemidnight  air; 
The  itorrh  once  paft,  he  gains  the  friendly  ray 
Of hope,to guide  him  through  thedang'rous  way; 
Smiling,  fhe  bids  eich  future  profpeel  rile, 
Through  fancy's  varied  mirror,  to  his  eyes. 
Not  fo  the  Have;  Opprefs'd  with  fecret  care, 
He  finks  the  haplefs  victim  of  defpair; 
Or  doom'd  to  torments  that  might  even  move 
The  fteely  heart,  and  melt  it  into  love; 
Til!,  worn  with  angui(h;with'ring  in  his  bloom, 
He  falls  an  earlv  tenant  of  the  tomb  ! 
Shall  Britain  view,  ummov'd,  fad  Afric's  (hore 
Deiug'd  fo  oft  iii  dreams  of  purple  gore ! 
Britain,  where  fcience,  peace,  and  plenty,  fmiie, 
Virtue's  bright  feat  and  freedom's  favour'd  ifle.  ! 
Rich  are  her.  plains  and  fruitful  is  her  clime, 
The  fee u:se  of  tyrants,  and  the  boait  of  time; 
Of  ev'ry  virtue,  ev'ry  worth,  poifeit, 
That  fires  the  hero's  or  the  patriot's  bread: 
There,  nobly  warm'd  with  animating  fire, 
Our  Shakfpe:u*eftruckhisfoul-cornmaiiding  lyre; 
There  fcenes  of  blifs  immortal  Milton-fung, 
And  notes  harmonious  i&ted  from  his  tongue: 
And  bards  like  thefe  mall  boait  in  ev'ry  age, 
While  native  genius  glows  ill  Hayley's  page; 
While  genius  bids  to  our  enchanted  eyes, 
In  Swift's  own  (trains,  a  fecond  Pope  ariie. 
When  truth,  perplex'd  in  errors  thorny  maze, 
Threw  o'er  the  worl-Jobfcur  d  ami  darken'd  rays, 
Then  Newton  rofe,  unveil'dthebeaute  .us  maid: 
lie  fpoke,  and  nature  flood  at  once  difplay'd. 
Thefe  were  the  fouls  that  Britain  once  poifefs'd, 
When  genuine  virtue  fir'd  the  patriot's  breafl ; 
And  (till  (hall  (he  protect  fair  freedom's  caufe, 
And  vindicate  her  violated  laws ; 
Waft  peace  and  freedom  to  a  wretched  land, 
And  fcatter  bleffmgs  with  a  lib'ral  hand. 

In  Britain's  paradife,  by  freedom  made, 
The  tree  of  commerce  fp reads  its  ample  made ; 
Un (paring  plenty  bends  the  lofty  brow, 
And  wealth  bright  glitters  on  eachgoldenbough; 
On  fome  the  richeit  gems  of  India  (hone, 
And  added  luftre  to  the  Britifn  throne ; 
Such  as  in  gentle  radiance  might  outvie 
The  melting  luftre  of  the  fparkling  eye; 
Such  as  in  gay  variety  might  grace 
The  native  beauties  of  the  lovely  face : 
On  fome  the  bud  of  health,  in  rofy  bloom, 
Call'd  languid  licknefs  from  an  early  tomb  ; 
.  Or  bade  contented  labour  calmly  frrtile 
O'er  the  rich  profpeel  of  his  native  foil. 
One  ample  branch,  fuperior  to  the  reit, 
Rofe  to  the  view>  in  fplendid  radiance  dreft; 
On  ev'ry  leaf  the  tempting  manna  hung, 
In  golden  dyes  each  beauteous  bloflbm  fprung ; 
The  flow'rs  of  brighteft  hue  oppremon  nam'd, 
Yet  from  the  tree  the  rank  of  commerce  claim'd 
Led  by  the  fair  deceit,  beneath  its  (hade 
With  eager  eye  the  (laves  of  av'rice  ftray'd ; 
This  fatal  fruit  was  loveiielt  to  the  view, 
That  on  the  fpreading  tree  of  commerce  grew; 


Loft  in  the  plead ng  dream,  awhile  the  foul, 
Where  av'rice  reign'd  fecure  from  all  controul, 
Slept  calm,  till  confeience,  with  unerring  dart, 
Struck  deep  conviction  through  the  guilty  heart; 
And  bade  reflection  wake  the  feeling  mind, 
That  turn'd  to  ev'ry  fcene  it  left  behind  : 
Tnere  might  they  fee  the  tortur'd  wretch  implore 
Eternal  vengeance  on  Britannia's  (hore; 
In  fdent  grief,  amid  diftraction  wild, 
The  wrerched  parent  raourn  her  long-loft  child: 
Thefe  fc^hes  appear  when  death,  in  terror  dreft, 
Bids  filarp  repentance  wound  the  fnudd'ring 

b.eaft, 
Wheno'eryour  heads  th'avengmg  thunders  roll  j 
And  quick  definition  feems  to  match  the  foul; 
When  fait  around  the  dreadful  lightnings  fall, 
And  guilt  (hali  hearth' incens'd  Almighty's  call; 
Then  will  his  wrath  deftroy  the  life  he  gave, 
And  juftice  (hatch  the  foul  that  mercy  could  not 
Britain,  be  thine  the  glorious  ta(k  to  heal  [fave. 
The  bleeding  wounds  thy  wretched  ions  (hall 
Extend  thy  ev'ry  noble  pow'r  to  fave        [feel ; 
The  wretch  juft  tott'ring  o'er  an  early  grave  ; 
For,  noble  were  the  deed  that  could  impart 
Reviving  vigour  to  the  drooping  heart ; 
For,  then  no  more  the  fatal  branch  mall  bind, 
In  golden  ties,  the  loft  enchanted  mind; 
Tear  ev'ry  fibre  from  the  verdant  root, 
And  blaft  each  dang'rous  bloifom  ere  it  (hoot: 
So  (hail  the  praife  of  ranfom'd  millions  rife, 
In  grateful  incenfe,  to  the  echoing  (kies  ; 
So  through  the  world  thy  matchlefs  fame  extend, 
And  wond'ringnationshail  thee  mercy's  friend; 
Thee,  flrft  in  ev'ry  virtue,  ev'ry  worthy 
That  gives  to  glory  or  to  genius  birth  ; 
Let  thy  avenging,  thy  all-con^u'ring  hand 
Give  peace  and  freedom  to  an  injur'd  land  1 
Glory  be  thine  ;  and  let  pale  mis'ry  prove 
The  joys  of  friendftiip  and  the  blifs  of  love  I 
And  heav'nly  liberty'^  celeftial  ray 
Beam  o'er  the  world  one  pure  eternal  day  ! 


§342.  A  Prayer  in  the  Prof ped  of  Death.  Burnt; 
O  thou  unknown  Almighty  Caufe 

Of  all  my  hope  and  fear  ! 
In  whole  flread  Prefence,  ere  an  hour, 

Perhaps  I  muft  appear! 
If  I  have  wander'd  in  thofe  paths 

Of  life  I  ought  to  (hun, 
As  Something  loudly  in  my  bread 

Remonftrates  1  have  done  ; 
Thou  know'ft  that  Thou  haft  formed  me 

With  paiTions  wild  and  ftrong: 
And  lift'ning  to  their  'witching  voice 

Has  often  led  me  wrong. 
Where  human  weaknefs  has  come  fhort, 

Or  frailty  ftepp'd  afide, 
Do  Thou,  All-Good  !  for  fuch  Thou  art* 

In  fliades  of  darknefs  hide. 
Where  with  intention  I  have  err'd, 

No  other  plea  I  have, 
They  grafp'd  the  baneful  l®ad  with  fatal  hafte,  |  But,  Thou  art  good ;  and  goodnefs  ftill 
©eftructive  poifon  to  th'  enchanted  tafte  ;  Delighteth  to  forgive. 

«  §  343- 
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§  343*     The  Genealogy  of  Cbrift,  as  it  is  repre- 
feated  on  the  Eaji  Window  of  Winchejler  College 

Chapel.     Written    at    Winton    School  by    Dr. 

Lowth. 
At  once  to  raife  our  rev'rence  and  delight, 
To  elevate  the  mind,  and  pleafe  the  light, 
To  pour  in  virtue  at  th1  attentive  eye, 
And  waft  the  foul  en  wings  of  ecftacy ; 
For  this  the  painter's  art  with  nature  vies, 
And  bids  the  viiionaiy  faint  arife 
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Who  views  thefacred  forms  in  thought  afpires, 
hes  pure  zeal,  and,  as  he  gazes,  fires ; 
;  the  fame  ardour  to  his  breait  convey'd  ; 
:es,  and  emulates  the  made, 
kes,  great  Artift,  fo  fubiime  appear, 
.  our  pleafiire  with  an  awful  fear  ; 
mortal  line  the  God  you  trace, 
1    and  Heir  of  Jefie's  race, 
e  admire  thy  bold  defign, 
nd,         .     f>.->ject,  own  the  hand  divine. 
v/i  de  th  v  '     y  work  the  rifing  day(hall(lream, 
So    >ng  (hall  laft  thine  honour,  praile,  and  name. 
And  may  thy  labours  to  the  Mufe  impart 
Some  emanation  from  her  fitter  art, 
To  animate  the  verfe,  and  bid  it  mine 
In  colours  eafy,  bright,  and  drong  as  thine  ! 

Supine  on  earth  an  awful  figure  lies, 
While  fofted  (lumbers  feem  to  feal  his  eyes; 
The  hoary  fire  Heaven's  guardian  care  demands, 
And  at  his  feet  the  watchful  angel  ftands. 
The  form  auguft  and  large,  the  mien  divine, 
Betray  the  founder  of  Median's  line*. 
Lo!  from  his  loins  the  pronuYd  Item  afcend, 
And  high  to  Heaven  its  facred  boughs  extend: 
Each  limb  productive  of  fome  hero  fprings, 
And  blooms  luxuriant  with  a  race  of  kings. 
Th'  eternal  plant  wide  fpreads  its  arms  around, 
And  with  the  mighty  branch  the  myftic  top  is 
crown 'd. 
And  lo!  the  glories  of  th1  illudrious  line 
Attheirfirft  dawn  with ripen'dfplend ours  mine, 
In  David  all  exprefs'd  5  the  good,  the  great, 
The  king,  the  hero,  and  the  man  complete. 
Serene  he  (its,  and  (weeps  the  golden  lyre, 
And  blends  the  prophet's  with  the  poet's  fire. 
See  !  with  what  art  he  drikes  the  vocal  firings, 
The  God,  his  theme,  infpiring  what  he  fmgs ! 
Hark — or  our  ears  delude  us — from  his  tongue 
Sweet  flowsjor  feems  to  flow,fome  heavenly  fong. 
Oh  could  thine  art  arrell  the  fleeting  found, 
And  paint  the  voice  in  magic  numbers  bound ; 
Could  the  warm  fun,aserftwheriMemnonplay'd, 
Wake  with  his  rifing  beam  the  vocal  (hade  ; 
Then  might  he  draw  the  attentive  angels  down, 
Bending  to  hear  the  lay,  fo  fweet,  io  like  their 

own  t 
On  either  tide  the  monarch's  offspring  mine, 
And  fome  adorn,  and  fome  difgrace  their  line. 
Here  Ammon  glories  ;  proud  incefluous  lord  ! 
This  haiKfTudains  the  robe,  and  that  the  fword. 
Frowning  and  fierce,  with  haughty  drides  he 

tow'rs, 
A  ad  on  his  horrid  brow  defiance  low'rs. 


Jeffs. 


There  Abfalom  the  faviih'd  fceptre  fways, 
And  his  itolen  honour  all  his  (hamedifplays: 
The  bafeufurper  Youth  !  who  joins  in  one 
The  rebel  fubjecT:  and  th'  ungrateful  (on. 

Amid  the  royal  race,  fee  Nathan  ftand  : 
Fervent  he  feems  to  (peak,  and  lift  his  hand; 
His  looks  the  emotion  of  his  foul  dijfclofe, 
And  eloquence  from  ev'ry  gedure  flows. 
Such,  and  fo  (tern  he  came,  ordain'd  to  brins; 
The  ungrateful  mandate  to  the  guilty  King : 
When,  at  his  dreadful  voice,  a  fudden  frnart 
Shot  thro'  the  trembling  monarch's  confeioua 

heart, 
From  his  own  lips  condemn'd;  fevere  decree! 
Had  his  God  prov'd  fo  (tern  a  Judge  as  He, 
But  man  with  frailty  is  allied  by  birth; 
Confummate  purity  ne'er  dwelt  on  earth  : 
Thro' all  the  foul  tho'  virtue  holds  therein, 
Beats  at  the  heart,  and  fprings  in  ev'ry  vein, 
Yet  ever  from  the  cleared  fburce  have  ran 
Some  grofs  alloy,  fome  tindture  of  the  man. 

But  who  is  he  deep  mufing?  in  his  mind, 
He  feems  to  weigh  in  reafon's  fcales  mankind; 
Fix'd  contemplation  holds  his  fteady  eyes— 
I  know  the  fage  f ,  the  wife(t  of  the  wife. 
Bled  with  all  man  could  wi(h,  or  prince  obtain, 
Yethisgreatheartpronounc'dthofebleflingsvain. 
And  lo!  bright  glittering  in  his  facred  hands, 
In  miniature  the  glorious  temple  (lands. 
Effulgent  frame  !  (lupendous  to  behold  !   . 
Gold  the  (trong  valves,the  roof  of  burnifiYd  gold. 
The  wand'ringark,inthatbrightdomeenfhrin'd, 
Spreads  the  ftrong  light,  eternal,  unconfin'd  ! 
Above  th'  unutterable  glory  plays,  ~\ 

Prefence  divine!  and  the  full-dreaming  rays   > 
Pour  thro'  reluctant  clouds  intolerable  blaze.   J 

But  (tern  oppreflion  rends  Reboam's  reign  ; 
See  the  gay  prince,  injurious,  proud,  and  vain  ! 
Th'  imperial  fceptre  totters  in  his  hand, 
And  proud  rebellion  triumphs  in  the  land. 
Curs'd  with  corruption's  ever-fruitful  fprirtg, 
A  beardlefs  Senate,  and  a  haughty  King. 

There  Afa,  good  and  great,  the  fceptre  bears, 
Judice  attends  his  peace,  fuccefs  his  wars: 
While  virtue  W3s  his  fwordandHeaven  his  (hield, 
Without  controu  1  the  warrior  fwept  the  field  ; 
Loaded  with  fpoils,  triumphant  he  return'd, 
And  half  herfwarthyfons  fadEthiopiamourn'd. 
But  fince  thy  lagging  piety  decay 'd, 
And  barter «  God's  defence  for  human  aid  ; 
See  their  fair  laurels  wither  on  thy  brow,  * 

Nor  herbs  nor  healthful  arts  avail  thee  now,   £ 
Nor  isHeav  n  chang'd,apodate  prince,butthou,  j 
No  mean  atonement  does  this  lapfe  require  ; 
But  fee  the  Son,  you  mud  forgive  the  Sire  : 
He  J,  the  jud  prince — with  ev'ry  virtue  bled 
He  reign'd,  and  goodnefs  all  the  man  poflefs'd  ; 
Around  his  throne  fair  happinefs  and  peace 
Smooth'd  ev'ry  brow,  and  fmil'd  in  ev'ry  face. 
As  when  along  the  burning  wade  he  ftray'd, 
Where  no  pure  dreams  in  bubblingmazesplay'd, 
Where  drought  incumbent  on  the  thirdy  ground 
Longfincehadbrtath'dherfcorchingblaftsaround. 

The 
f  Solomon.  %  Jofaphat; 
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The  *  prophet  calls,  th*  obedient  floods  repair 
To  the  parch'd  fields,  for  Jofaphat  was  there.  ' 
The  new-fpring  waves,  in  many  a  gurgling  vein, 
Trickle  luxurious  through  the  fucking  plain  j 
Fre(h  honours  the  reviving  fields  adorn, 
And  o'er  the  defert  plenty  pours  her  horn. 
So,  from  the  throne  his  influence  he  (beds, 
And  bids  the  virtues  raife  their  languid  heads  : 
Where'er  he  goes,  attending  Truth  prevails, 
DpprelTion  flies,  and  Juftice  lifts  her  fcales. 
See,  on  his  arrrt  the  royal  eagle  ftand, 
Great  type  of  conqueft  and  fupreme  command ; 
Th'  exulting  bird  diftinguiuYd  triumph  brings, 
And  greets  the  Monarch  with  expanded  wings. 
Fierce  Moab's  fons  prevent  th'  impending  blow, 
Rum  on  themfelves,  and  fall  without  the  foe. 
The  pious  hero  vanquifh'd  Heaven  by  pray'rj 
His  faith  an  army,  and  his  vows  a  war. 
Thee  too,  Ozias,  fates  indulgent  blefs'd, 
And  thy  days  (hone  in  fab  eft  actions  dreft  : 
Till  that  ram   hand,  by  fome  blind  phrenzy 
Unclean,  the  facred  office  durft  invade,  [fway'd, 
Quick  o'er  thy  limbs  the  fcurfy  venom  ran, 
And  hoary  filth  befprinkled  all  the  man. 

Tranfmiflive  worth  adorns  the  pious  f  Son, 
The  father's  virtues  with  the  father's  throne. 
Lo  !  there  he  ftands  :  he  who  the  rage  fubdued 
Of  Amnion's  fons,  and  drench'd  his  fword  in 

blood. 
And  doit  thou,  Ahaz,  Judah's  fcourge,  difgrace 
With  thy  bafe  front  the  glories  of  thy  race  ? 
See  the  vile  King  his  iron  fceptre  bear — 
His  only  praife  attends  the  pious  J  Heir  j 
He,  in  whofe  foul  the  virtues  all  confpire, 
The  bell  good  fon  from  the  worft  wicked  fire. 
And  lo!  in  Hezekiah's  golden  reign, 
Long  exil'd  piety  returns  again  j 
Again  in  genuine  purity  (he  mines,      [(brines. 
And  with  her  prefence  gilds  the  long- neglected 
Ill-ftarr'd  does  proud  Aflyria's  impious  §  Lord 
Bid  Heav'ntoarms,and  vaunt  his  dreadful  fword; 
His  own  vainthreatsth'infultingKingo'erthrow, 
But  breathe  new  courage  on  the  gen'rous  foe. 
Th'  avenging  Angel,  by  divine  command, 
The  fiery  fword  full-blazing  in  his  hand. 
Leant  downfromheaven:  amid  the  ftormherode,"} 
March' d  Peftilence  before  him;  as  he  trod, 
Pale  Deflation  bath'd  his  fteps  in  blood.         * 
Thickwraptinnight,thro'theproudhofthepafs'd, 
Difpenfing  death,  and  drove  the  furious  blaft  ; 
Nor  bade  DeftrucVion  give  her  revels  o'er  [gore 
Till  the  gorg'd  fword  was  drunk  with  human 
But  what  avails  thee,  pious  prince,  in  vain 
Thy  fceptre  refcued,  and  th'  Aflyrian  (lain  ? 
Even  now  the  foul  maintains  her  lateft  ftrife, 
And  death's  chill  grafpcongeals  the  fount  of  life: 
Yet  fee,  kind  Heaven  renews  thy  brittle  thread, 
And  rolls  full  fifteen  fummers  o'er  thy  head  5 
Lo !  the  receding  fun  repeats  his  way, 
And,  like  thy  life,  prolongs  the  falling  day. 
Tho'  nature  her  inverted  courfe  forego, 
The  day  forget  to  reft,  the  time  to  flow, 

*  Eliflia.  -f  Jotharn.  J  Hezekiah, 


Yet  (hall  Jehovah's  fervants  ftand  fecure* 
His  mercy  fix'd,  eternal  (hall  endure ; 
On  them  her  ever-healing  rays  (hall  (nine ; 
More  mild  and  bright,  and  fure,0  fun!  thanjthinft. 
At  length  the  long-expecled  Prince  behold, 
The  laftgood  King;  in  ancient  days  foretold* 
When  Bethel's  altar  fpoke  his  future  fame, 
Rent  to  its  ba(e,  at  good  Joliah's  name. 
Bleft,  happy  prince!  o'er  whofe  lamented  urn, 
In  plaintive  fong,  all  Judah's  daughters  mourn  j 
For  whom  fad  Sion's  fofteft  forrow  flows, 
And  Jeremiah  pours  his  fweet  melodious  woes* 

But  now  fallen  Sion,  once  the  fair  and  great* 
Sits  deep  in  duft,  abandon'd,  defolate : 
Bleeds  her  fad  heart,  and  ever  ftream  her  eyes* 
And  anguifli  tears  her  with  convulfive  fighs. 
The  mournful  captive  fpreads  her  hands  in  vain, 
Her  hands,  that  rankle  with  the  fervile  chain  j 
Tiilhe  ||,  great  chief,in  Heaven's  appointed  time* 
Leads  back  her  children  to  their  native  clime. 
Fair  liberty  revives  with  all  her  joys, 
And  bids  her  envied  walls  fecurely  rife. 
And  thou,  great  hallow'd  dome,  in  ruin  fpread, 
Again  (hall  lift  fublime  thy  facred  head. 
But,  ah  !  with  weeping  eyes,  the  ancients  view 
A  faint  refemblance  of  the  old  in  you. 
No  more  th'  effulgent  glory  of  thy  God 
Speaks  awful  anfwers  from  the  myftic  cloud  j 
No  more  thine  altars  blaze  with  fire  divine  5 
And  Heaven  has  left  thy  folitary  (hrine. 
Yet,  in  thy  courts,  hereafter  (halt  thou  fee, 
Prefence  immediate  of  the  Deity,  [Thee. 

The  light  himfelf  reveal'd,theGod  confefs'd  in 

And  now  at  length  the  fated  term  of  years 
The  world's  defire  have  brought,  and  lo  !  the 

God  appears. 
The  heavenly  Babe  the  Virgin  Mother  bears, 
And  her  fond  looks  confefs'd  the  parent's  cares; 
The  pleafing  burden  on  her  breaft  (he  lays, 
Hangs  o'er  his  charms,  and  with  a  finile  fur- 
The  infantfmiles,t:oherfond  bofompreft,[veysi 
And  wantons,  fportive,  on  the  mother's  bread. 
A  radiant  glory  fpeaks  him  all  Divine, 
And  in  the  Child  the  beams  of  Godhead  (liine, 

But  now,  alas  !  far  other  view?  difclofe 
The  blacked  comprehensive  fcene  of  woeg. 
See  where  man's  voluntary  facrifice 
Bows  his  meek  head,  and  God  eternal  dies  ! 
Fixt  to  the  Crofs  his  healing  arms  are  bound, 
While  copious  Mercy  ftreams  from  e v'ry  wound, 
Mark  the  blood-drops  that  life  exhaufting  roll, 
And  the  ftrong  pang  that  rends  the  ftubborn 
As  all  death's  tortures,  with  fevere  delay,  [foul, 
Exult  and  riot  in  the  nobleft  prey  ! 
And  canft  thou,  ftupid  man.thofe  forrows  fee, 
Nor  (hare  the  anguiih  which  he  bears  for  thee  ? 
Thy  fin,  for  which  his  facred  fle(h  is  torn, 
Points  ev'ry  nail,  and  (harpens  ev'ry  thorn. 
Canft  thou? — while  nature  (marts  inev'rywound, 
And  each  pang  cleaves  the  fympathetic  ground ! 
Lo  !  the  black  fun,  his  chariot  backward  driven, 
Blots  out  the  day,  and  perifhes  from  Heav'n  ! 


! 
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Earth,  trembling  From  her  entrails,  bearsa  part  $  I 
And  the  rent  rock  upbraids  man'situbbornheart. 
The  yawning  grave  reveals  his  gloomy  reign. 
And  the  cold  clay-clad  dead  ftart  into  life  again.. 
And  thou,  O  tomb,  once  more  lhalt  wide  dif- 
Thy  fatiate  jaws,  and  give  up  all  thy  prey,  [play 
Thou,groaning  earth,lhallheave,abforpt  inflame, 
As  the  lift  pangs  convulfe  thy  lab 'ring  frame  ; 
When  the  fame  God  unlhrouded  thou  (halt  fee, 
Wrapt  in  full  blaze  of  pow'rand  majefty, 
Ride  on  the  clouds ;  whilft,  as  his  chariot  flies, 
The  bright  effufion  ft  reams  thro"1  all  the  fkies. 

hen  (hall  the  proud  diflblving  mountains  glow, 
And  yielding  rocks  in  fiery  rivers  flow  : 
The  molten  deluge  round  the  globe  mail  roar, 
And  all  man's  aits  and  labour  be  no  more. 
Thenlhallthe  fplendoursof  theenliven'd  glafs 
Sink  undiilinguiih'd  in  the  burning  mafs. 
And  oh  !  till  earth  and  feas,  and  heaven  decay. 
Ne'er  may  that  fair  creation  fade  away  ;     [fpare, 
May  winds  and  ftorms  thole  beauteous  colours 
Stili  may  they  bloom,  as  permanent  as  fair; 
All  the  vain  rage  of  wafting  time  repel,     [well. 
And  his  tribunal  fee,  whole  Crofs  they  paint  fo 
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§   ^44.    On  the  Death  of  Frederic  Prince  of  Wales. 

Written  at  Paris,  by  David  Lord  Viscount 

Si  ormont,  of ' Cbriji  Church,  Oxen, 
Little  I  whilom  deem'd  my  artle.fs  fceal 
Should  woo  the  Britifh  Mule  in  foreign  land 
,To  (trains  of  bitter  argument ;  and  teach 
The  mimic  Nymph  that  haunts  the  winding 
And  oozy  current  of  Parilian  Seine,         [verge 
To  ly II  ible  new  found*  in  accents  ftrange. 

But  fad  occafion  calls:  who  now  forbears 
The  laft  kind  ofiice  ?  who  but  confecrates 
His  off  ring  at  the  Ihrine  of  fair  Renown 
To  gracious  Frederic  raised  ;  tho'  but  composed 
Of  the  wafte  flow'rets  whofe  neglected  hues 
Chequer  the  lonely  hedge  or  mountain  ilope  ? 

Where  are  thole  hopes,  where  lied  th'  iliufive 
fcenes 
That  forgeful  fancy  plannM  what  time  the  bark 
Sremm'dthefaltwavefromAlbion'schalkybourn? 

Then  filial  Piety  and  parting  Love        [cliffs, 
Pour'dthe  fondpray'r — "  Farewell, ye  lefs'ning 
Fairer  to  me  than  aught  in  fabled  long  ^ 
Or  myftic  record  told  of  mores  Atlantic  ! 
Favour'd  of  Heav'n,  farewel !  imperial  ille, 
Native  to  noblell  wits,  and  bell  approved 
'  In  manly  fcience  and  advent'rous  deed  ! 
Celellial  Freedom,  by  rude  hand  eftrang'd 
From  regions  once  frequented,  with  Thee  takes 
Her  ftedfaft  ftation ,  fait  befide  the  throne 
Of  fceptred  rule,  and  there  her  Hate  maintains 
J:i  focial  concord  and  harmonious  love. 
Thefe  bleflings  ftill  be  thine,  nor  meddling  fiend 
Stir  in  your  bufy  ftreets  foul  Faction's  roar  j 
£>till  thrive  your  growing  works,  and  gales  p*ro 

pitious 
Vifit  your  ions  who  ride  the  wat'ry  wafte  ; 
And  ftill  be  heard  from  forth  your  gladfome 

bow  rt 
Shrill  tabor  pipes,  and  cv'ry  peaceful  found. 


Nor  vain  the  wifli,  while  George  the  goldert 
fcale  [fway. 

With    fteady   prudence  holds,  and    temp'rate 
And  when  his  courfe  of  earthly  honours  run, 
With  lenient  hand  lhall  Frederic  footh  your 
Rich  in  each  princely  quality,  mature       [care : 
In  years,  and  happicft  in  nuptial  choice. 
Thence  too  ariie  new  hopes  ;  a  playful  troon 
Circles  bis  hearth,  fweet  pledges  of  that  bed' 
WhichFaithandJoy,andthoulandVirtuesguard. 
His  be  the  care  t'  inform  their  ductile  minds 
With  worthielt  thoughts,  and  point  the  ways  of 

honour. 
How  often  lhall  he  hear  with  frefh  delight 
Their  earneft  tales,  or  watch  their  riling  paf- 
With  timorous  attention  j  then  fhaH  tell  [lions 
Of  juftice,  fortitude,  and  public  weai ; 
And  oft  the  while  each  rigid  precept  fmooth 
With  winning  tokens  of  parental  love  !" 

-Thus  my  o'erweening  heart  the  fecret  ftores 
Of  Britain's  hope  explor'd,  while  my  ftrain'd 
Purfued  her  fading  hills,  till  wrapt  in  mift  [light 
They  gentjy  funk  beneath  the  fuelling  tide. 
No'rflept  thofe  thoughts, whene'er  in  otlierclimes 
I  mark'd  the  cruel  While  of  foul  oppreifion,   *" 
Saw  noblell  fpirits,  and  goodlieft  faculties, 
To  valfalage  and  loath fome  fervice  bound. 
Then  conf'cious  preference  rofe ;  then  northward 
My  eye  to  gratulate  my  natal  foil.  [turn'd 

How  have  I  chid,  with  froward  eagernels, 
Each  veering  blaft  that  from  my  hand  withheld 
The  well-known  characters  of  fome  lov'dfnend, 
Tho'  diitant  not  unmindful!   Still  I  learn'd, 
Delighted,  what  each  patriot  plan  devis'd 
Of  arcs  or  glory,  or  difrulive  commerce. 
Nor  wanted  its  endearment  ev'ry  tale 
Of  lighted  import.     But,  oh  heavy  change  I 
What  notices  come  now?  Difhacled  fcenes 
Of  helplefs  forrow,  folemn  lad  accounts  ; 
How  fair  Augnita  watch'd  the  weary  night, 
Tending  the  bed  of  anguifh  ;  how  great  George 
Wept  with  his  infant  progeny  around  ; 
How  heav'd  th'  orphan's  and  the  widow's  figh, 
That  follow'd  Frederic  to  thelilent  tomb  ! 

For  well  was  Fredetic  lov'd,  and  well  deferv'd. 
His  voice  was  ever  fweer,  and  on  his  Heps 
Attended  ever  the  alluring  grace 
Of  gentle  lowlinefs  and  focial  zeal. 
Him  lhall  remember  oft  the  labourd  hind, 
Relating  to  his  mates  each  cafual  acl 
Of  courteous  bounty.     Him  th'  artificer, 
Plying  the  varied  woof  in  Allien  fadnefs, 
Tho'  wont  to  carol  many  a  ditty  fweet. 
Soon  to  the  mariner,  who  many  moons        , 
Has  counted,  beating  flill  the  foamy  furge, 
And  treads  at  laft  the  wifh'd-for  beach,fhallftand 
Appall'dat  the  fad  tale,  and  foon  lhall  Ileal 
Down  his  rough  cheek  th'  involuntary  tear. 

Be  this  our  loiace  yet — all  is  not  dead; 
The  bright  memorial  lives :  for  his  example 
Shall  Hym«i  tiim  his  torch,  domeftic  praife 
Be  countenanced,  and  virtue  fairer  Ihew, 
In  age  Tucceeding,  when  another  George, 
To  ratify  fome  weighty  ordinance 

Of 
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Of  Britain's  peers  conven'd,  lhall  pafs  befide 
Thole  hallow'd  fpires,  whole  gloomy  vaults  in- 
dole, 
Shrouded  in  fieep,  pale  rows  of  fceptred  kings, 
Oft  to  his  lenfe  the  fweet  paternal  voice 
And  long  remember' d  features  lhall  return  ; 
Then  lhall  his  generous  bread  be  new  inrlam'd 
To  a6ls  of  higheil  worth,  and  highelt  fame. 

Thele  plaintive  (trains,  from  Albion  far  away, 
I  lonely  meditate  at  even  tide ; 
Nor  fJM'd  nor  (tudious  of  the  raptur'd  layj 
But  dill  remenb'ring  oft  the  magic  founds, 
Well-meafur'd  to  the  chime  of  Dorian  lute, 
Or  paft'ral  flop,  which  erft  I  lov'd  to  hear 
On  His''  border'd  mead,  where  dips  by  fits 
The  (looping  ofierin  herhalty  dream,     [fam'd 

Kail,  Wclfey's  fpacious   Dome !    hail,  ever 
For  faithful  nurture,  and  truth's  (acred  lore, 
Much  honour' d  parent!  You  my  duteous  zeal 
Accept,  if  haply  in  thy  laureat  wreath 
You  deign  to  interweave  this  humble  fong. 


§  34  5.     Death.      Emily. 

The  fedive  roar  of  laughter,  the  warm  glow 
Of  brilk-eyed    joy,    and    friendfhip's    genial 

bowl, 
Wit's  feafon'd  converfe,  and  the  liberal  flow 

Of  unfufpicious  youth,  profufe  of  foul, 
Delight  not  ever;  from  the  boiderous  fcene 

Of  riot  far,  and  Comas1  wild  uproar, 
From  folly's  crowd,  whofe  vacant  brow  ferene 

Was  never  knit  to  wildcm's  frowning  lore, 
Permit  me,  ye  time-hallow'd  domes,  ye  piles 

Of  rude  magnificence,  your  folemn  reft, 
Amid  your  fretted  vaults  and  lengthening  aides 

Lonely  to  wander;  no  unholy  gueft 
That  means  to  break,  with  facrile^ious  tread, 
T  he  marble  ll  umbers  of  your  monumented  dead. 
Permit  me,  with  fad  millings,  that  infpire 

Unlaboured  numbers  apt,  your  lilence  drear 
Blame&efs  to  wake,  and  with  the  Orphean  lyre, 

Fitly  attemper'd,  footh  the  mercilefs  ear 
Of  Hades,  anddern  death,  whole  iron  fway 

Great  nature  owns  thro'  all  her  wide  domain ; 
All  that  with  oary  fin  cleave  their  fmooth  way 

Through  the  green  bofom  of  the  fpawny  main; 
And  thole  that  to  the  dreaming  aether  ipread, 

In  many  a  wheeling  glide,  their  feathery  fail; 
And  thofe  that  creep,and  thofe  thatdatelier  tread, 

That  roam  o'er  foreit,  hill,  or  brow fy  dale ; 
The  victims  each  of  ruthlefs  fate  mull  tall; 
E'en  God's  own  image,  man,  high  paramount 

of  all. 
And  ye,  the  young,  the  giddy,  and  the  gay, 

That  llartle  from  the  fleepiul  lid  of  light 
The  curtain'd  reft,  and  with  the  diilbnant  bray 

Of  Bacchus,  and  loud  jollity,  affright 
yon  radiant  goddefs,  that  now  (hoots  among 

Thefe  many- window'd  aides  her  glimmering 
beam ; 
|Cnow,  that  or  ere  it^;  dnrr'd  career  along  [tenmiS 
.      l.<    flvdl  h^ve  ivU\l   Uf'r  ulver- wheeled 


Some  parent  bread  may  heave  the  anfwering 
To  the  (low  pau(es  of  the  funeral  knoll ;[figh 

E'en  now  black  Atropos,  with  (cowling  eye, 
Roars  in  the  laugh,  and  revels  o'er  the  bowl  j 

E'en  now  in  rofy-crowned  pleafure's  wreath 

Entwines  in  adder  folds  all-unfuf peeled  Death. 

Know,  on  the  dealing  wing  of  time  (hall  flee 

Some  few,  fome  fhort-liv'd  years,  and  ail  is 
A  future  bard  thefe  awful  domes  may  fee,  [pallj 

Mufe  o'er  the  prefent  age,  as  I  the  lalt; 
Who  mouldering  in  thegrave,  yet  once  like  you 

The  various  maze  of  life  were  {een  to  tread, 
Each  bent  their  own  peculiar  to  purfue, 

As  cuftom  urg'd,  or  wilful  nature  led: 
Mix'd  with  the  various  crowd's  inglorious  clay, 

The  nobler  virtues  undidinguiih'd  lie ; 
No  more  to  melt  with  beauty's  heaven-born  ray, 

No  more  to  wet  companion's  tearful  eye, 
Catch  from  the  poet  raptures  not  their  own, 
And  feel  the  thrilling  melody  of  fweet  renown. 

Where  is  the  mafter-hand,  whofe  femblant  art 
Chifel'd  the  marble  into  life,  or  taught 

From  the  well-pencil'd  portraiture  to  ltart 
The  nerve  that  beat  with  foul,  the  brow  that 
thought  ? 

Cold  are  the  fingers  that  in  done-flxt  trance 


The  mute  attention  riveting,  to  the  lyre 
Struck  language:    dimm'd  the   poet's    quick- 
eyed  glance, 
All  in  wild  raptures  flafhing  heaven's  own 
Shrunk  is  the  finew'd  energy,  that  ftrung  [fire: 
The  warrior  arm.     Where  ileeps  the  patriot 
bread 
Whilom  that  heav'd  impafllon'd  ?   where  the, 
tongue 
That  lanc'd  its  lightning  on  the  tow'ring 
Of  fceptred  infolence,  and  overthrew         [crelt 
Giant  Oppreflion,  leagued  with  ail  her  earth- 
born  crew ! 

Thefe  now  are  pad;  long,  long,  ye  fleeting  years, 

Purfue,  with  glory  wing'd  your  fated  way, 
Ere  from  the  womb  of  time  unwelcome  peers 

The  dawn  of  that  inevitable  day,         [friend 
When  wrapt   in  (hrouded  clay,  their  warmed 

The  widow'd  virtues  fliall  again  deplore, 
When  o'er  his  urn  in  pious  grief  fliall  bend 

His  Britain,  and  bewail  one  patriot  more; 
For  foon  mud  thou,  too  foon!  who  ipread'ft 

Thy  beaming  emanations  unconfin'd,  [abroad 
Doom'd  like  fome  better  angel  fent  of  God 

To  fcatterbleflings  over  human  kind, 
Thou  too  mud  fall,  O  Pitt !  to  fhine  no  more, 
And  tread  thefe  dreadful  paths   a  Faulkland 
trod  before. 

Fad  to  the  driving  winds  the  marfhall'd  clouds 
Sweep  difcontinuous  o'er  th'  ethereal  plain  ! 
Another  dill  upon  another  crowds  ; 

All  haftening  downward  to  their  native  main. 
Thus  pafies  o'er,  thro'  varied  life's  career, 
Man's  fleeting  age ;  the  Seafons,  as  they  fly, 
natch  from  us  in  their  courfe,  year  after  year, 
Some  fweet  connection,  fome  endearing  tie. 
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The  parent,  ever-honour'd;  ever-dear, 

Claims  from  the  filial  breaft  the  pious  figh  j 

A  brother's  urn  demands  the  kindred  tear, 
And  gentle  forrows  gufh  from  friendfhip's 

To-day  we  frolic  in  the  rofy  bloom  [eye. 

Of  jocund  youth — the  morrow  knells  us  to  the 
tomb. 

Who  knows  how  foon  in  this  fepulchral  fpot 

Snail  heav'n  to  me  the  drear  abode  aflign  ? 
How  foon  the  pad  irrevocable  lot 

Of  thefe  that  reft  beneath  me  (hall  be  mine? 
Haply  when  Zephyr  to  thy  native  bourn  [wave, 

Shall  waft  thee  o'er  the  ftorm'd   Hibernian 
Thy  gentle  breaft,  my  Taviftock,  (hall  mourn 

To  find  me  fleeping  in  the  fenfelefs  grave. 
No  more  the  focial  leifure  to  divide, 

In  the  fweet  intercourfe  of  foul  and  foul, 
Blithe,  or  of  graver  brow  :  no  more  to  chide 

The  ling'ring  years  impatient  as  they  roll, 
Till  all  thy  cultur'd  virtues  mall  difplay, 
Full-bloflfom'd,   their  bright  honours  to   the 

gazing  day. 
Ah,  deareft  youth  !  thefe  vows  perhaps  unheard 

The  rude  wind  fcatters  o'er  the  billowy  main  : 
Thefe  prayers  at  friendship's  holyfhrinepreferr'd 

May  rile  to  grafp  their  father's  knees  in  vain. 
Soon,  foon  may  nod  the  fad  funereal  plume 

With  folemn  horror  o'er  thy  timelefs  hearfe, 
And  I  furvive  to  grave  upon  thy  tomb 

The  mournful  tribute  of  memorial  verfe. 
That  leave  to  heaven's  decifion— be  it  thine, 

Higher  than  yet  a  parent's  wifhes  flew, 
To  foar  in  bright  pre-eminence,  and  (hine 

With  felf-earn'd  honours,  eager  to  purfue 
Where  glory,  "with  her  clear  unfullied  rays, 
The  well-born  fpirit  lights  to  deeds  of  mightieit 
praife. 

'Twasfhe  thy  godlike  RufTel's  bofom  fteel'd 

With  confidence  untam'd,  in  his  laft  breath 
Stern-fmiling.    She  with  calm  compofure,  held 

The  patriot  axe  of  Sidney,  edg'd  with  death. 
Smit  with  the  warmth  of  her  impullive  flame, 

Wolfe's  gallant  virtue  flies  to  worlds  afar, 
Emulous  to  pluck  frefh  wreaths  of  well-earn'd 
fame  [war. 

From  the  grim  frowning  brow  of  laurel'd 
'Twas  (he  that,  on  the  mom  of  direful  birth, 

Bar'd  thy  young  bofbm  to  the  fatal  blow, 
Lamented  Armytage  ! — the  bleeding  youth  ! 

O  bathe  him  in  the  pearly  caves  below, 
Ye  Nereids  !  and  ye  Nymphs  of  Camus  hoar, 
Weep*— for   ye  oft  have   feen    him  on  your 

haunted  fhore. 
Better  to  die  with  glory  than  recline 

On  the  foft  lap  of  ignominious  peace, 
Than  yawn  out  the  dull  droning  life  lupine 

In  monkifh  apathy  and  gowned  eafe. 
Better  employ'd  in  honour's  bright  career 

The  leaft  divifion  on  the  dial's  round, 
Than  thrice  to  compafs  Saturn's  live-long  year, 

Grown  old  in  floth,the  burthen  of  the  ground, 


Than  tug  with  fweating  toil  the  flavifh  oar 
Of  unredeem'd  affliction,  and  fuftain 

The  fev'rous  rage  of  fierce  difeafes  fore 
Unnumber'd,  that  in  fympathetic  chain 

Hang  ever  thro'  the  thick  circumfluous  air, 

All  from  the  drizzly  verge  of  yonder  ftar-girt 
fphere. 

Thick  in  the  many-beaten  road  of  life 

A  thoufand  maladies  are  potted  round, 
With  wretched  man  to  wage  eternal  ftrife 

Unfeen,likeambufh'dTndians,tilltheyv?ound, 

There  the  fwoln  hydropftands,the  wat'ry  rheum, 

The  northern   fcurvy,  blotch  with  lep'rous 

And  moping  ever  in  the  cloifter'd  gloom  f  fcaie ; 

Of  learned  floth,  and  bookifh  afthma  pale  : 

And  the  fhunn'd  hag  uniightly,  that   (ordain'd 

On  Europe's  fons  to  wreak  the  faithlefs  fword 

Of  Cortez,  with  the  blood  of  millions  ftain'd) 

O'er   dog- eyed    luft  the   tort'ring  fcourge 

abhorr'd 

Shakes  threat'ning,  fince  the  while  (he  wing'd 

her  flight 
From  Amazon's  broad  wave,  and  Andes'  fnow- 

clad  height. 
Where  the  wan  daughter  of  the  yellow  year, 

The  chatt'ring  ague  chill  j  the  writhing  ftone  5 
And  he  of  ghaftly  feature,  on  whofe  ear 
Unheeded  croaks  the  death-bird's  warning 
moan, 
Marafmus  j  knotty  gout  5  and  the  dead  life 

Of  nervelefs  palfy  ;  there,  on  purpofe  fell 
Dark  brooding,  whets  his  interdicted  tcnife 
Grim  filicide,  the  damned  fiend  of  hell. 
There  too  is  the  ftunn'd  apoplexy  pight*,  [foul; 
The  bloated    child  of  gorg'd  intemperance 
Self-wafting  melancholy,  black  as  night    [howl 
Low'ring;  and  foaming  fierce  with  hideous, 
The  dog  hydrophoby ;  and  near  allied 
Scar'd  madnefs,  with  her  moon-ftruck  eyeballs 

flaring  wide. 
There,  ftretch'd  one  huge,  beneath  the  rocky 
mine  f , 
With  boiling  fulphurfraught,and  fmouldenng 
He,  the  dread  delegate  of  wrath  divine,     [fires ; 
Ere  while  that  flood  o'erTaio's  hundred  fpires. 
Vindictive ;  thrice  he  wav'd  th*  earth-fhaking 
wand, 
Powerful  as  that  the  fon  of  Amram  bore, 
And  thrice  he  rais'd,  and  thrice  he  check'd  his 
hand. 
He  ftruck—the  rocking  ground,  with  thun- 
derous roar, 
Yawn'd !  Here  from  ftreet  to  ftreet  hurries,  and 
there 
Now  runs,  now  flops,  then  fhrieks  and  fcoura 
Staring  diftraftion  :  many  a  palace  fair    [amain, 
With  millions  finks  ingulph'd,  and  pillar  "d 
fane. 
Old  ocean's  fartheft  waves  confefs  the  fhock ; 
Even  Albion  trembled  confcious  on  his  ftedfaft 
rock. 


*  Placed. 


f  Alluding  to  the  Earthquake  at  Lifbon,  November  1,  J 7 55* 
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The  meagre  famine  there,  and  drunk  with  blood 

Stern  war ;  and  the  loath'd  moniter  whom  ot 
The  (limy  Naiad  of  the  Memphian  flood    [yore 

Engend'ring,tothe  bright-hair'd  Phcebusbore, 
Foul  peltilence  that  on  the  wide-ftretch\i  wings 

Of  commerce  fpeeds  from  Cairo's  fwarthybay 
His  weltering  flight,  and  thro'  the  iick  air  flings 

Spotted  contagion}  at  his  heels  difmay 
And  deiblation  urge  their  fire-wheel'd  yoke 

Terrible;  as  long  of  old,  when  from  the  height 
Of  Paran  came  unwreath'd  the  mightielt,  fhook 

Earth's firm-fixt  bafe  tott'ring  ;thro'  the  black 
night  [abroad 

Glanc'd  the  flafh'd  lightnings:  heaven's rent.roof 
Thunder'd;  anduniverfal  nature  felt  its  God. 
Who  on  that  icene  of  terror,  on  that  hour 

Of  rous'd  indignation  (hall  withstand 
Th'  Almighty,  when  he  meditates  to  ihow'r 

Theburiting  vengeance  o'er  a  guilty  land  ? 
Canitthou,fecure  inreaibn'svaunted  pride,[gore 

Tongue-doubty  miicreant,who  but  now  didft 
With  more  than  Hebrew  rage  the  innocent  fide 

Of  agonizing  mercy,  bleeding  fore — 
Canftthou  confront,  withftedfait  eye  unaw'd, 

The  fworded  judgment  italking  far  and  near  ? 
Well  may'ft  thou  tremble,  when  an  injur'dGod 

Difclaims  thee — guilt  is  ever  quick  of  fear — 
Loud  whirlwinds  howl  in  zephyr's  fofteft  breath, 
And  everyglancingmeteorglaresimagin'd  death. 
The  good  alone  are  fearlefs ;  they  alone, 

Firm  and  collected  in  their  virtue,  brave 
The  wreck  of  worlds,and  look  unfhrinking  down 

On  the  dread  yawnings  o,f  the  rav'nous  grave : 
Thrice  happy  who,  the  blamelefs  road  along 

Of  honeft  praife,hath  reach'dthevale  of  death ! 
Around  him,  like  miniilrant  cherubs,  throng 

His  better  actions,  to  the  parting  breath 
Singing  their  belt  requiems;  he  the  while 

Gently  repoiing  on  lome  friendly  breait, 
Breathes  out  his  benifons  ;  then  with  a  imile 

Of  foft  complacence  lays  him  down  to  reit, 
Calm  as  theflumb'ring  infant :  from  the  goal 
Free  and  unbounded  Hies  the  difembodied  foul. 
Whether  fome delegated  charge  btlow,    [claim; 

Some  much-lov'd  friend  its  hovering  care  may 
Whether  it  heavenward  foars  again  to  know 

That  long-forgotten  country,  whence  it  came; 
Conjecture  ever,  the  misfeatur'd  child 

Of  letter'd  arrogance,  delights  to  run 
Thro'  fpeculation's  puzzling  mazes  wild, 

And  all  to  end  at  laft  where  it  begun. 
Fain  would  we  trace  with  reafon's  erring  clue, 

The  darkfome  paths  of  deltiny  aright  ; 
In  vain;  the  talk  were  eafier  to  purfue 

The  tracklefs  wheelings  of  the  {wallow's  flight. 
From  mortal  ken  himfeff  the  Almighty  fhrouds, 
Pavilion'd  in  thick  night  and  circumambient 
clouds. 


=ar  [> 
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§  346.  On  the  Immortality  of  the  Soul.    S.  Jenyns. 
Tranflated  from  the  Latin  of  If.  H.  Browne. 
book  1. 
To  all  inferior  animals  'tis  given 
T'  enjoy  the  ftate  allotted  them  by  Heav'n  ; 


No  vain  refearches  e'er  difturb  their  reft, 

No  fears  of  dark  futurity  moleft. 

Man,  only  Man,  felicitous  to  know 

The  fprings  whence  Nature's  operations  flow, 

Plods  thro'  a  dreary  wafte  with  toil  and  pain, 

And  reafons,  hopes  and  thinks,and  lives  in  vain; 

For  fable  Death  Hill  hov'ring  o'er  his  head, 

Cuts  fhort  his  progrefs  with  his  vital  thread. 

Wherefore,  fince  Nature  errs  not,  do  we  find  "^ 

Thele  feeds  of  Science  in  the  human  mind,     £ 

If  no  congenial  fruits  are  predefign'd  ?  J 

For  what  avails  to  man  this  pow'r  Lo  roam 

Thro'  ages  palt,  and  ages  yet  to  come, 

I"  explore  new  worlds  o'er  all  th'  ethereal  way* 

Chain'd  to  a  fpot,  and  living  but  a  day  ? 

Since  all  muit  perifh  in  one  common  grave, 

Nor  can  thele  long  laborious  iearches  lave, 

Were  it  not  wifer  far,  fupinely  laid, 

To  fport  with  Phillis  in  the  noontide  (hade  ? 

Or  at  thy  jovial  fellivals  appear, 

Great  Bacchus,  who  alone  the  foul  can  cleai 

From  all  that  it  has  felt,  and  all  that  it  can  feaj 

Come  on  then,  let  us  feaft;  let  Chloe  ling 
And  foft  Neaera  touch  the  trembling  ltring  5 
Enjoy  the  prefent  hour,  nor  feek  to  know 
What  good  or  ill  to-morrow  may  bellow. 
But  thefe  delights  foon  pall  upon  the  taiie  ; 
Let's  try  then  if  more  ferious  cannot  laft : 
Wealth  let  us  heap  on  wealth,  or  fame  puifue, 
Let  power  and  glory  be  our  points  in  view  5 
In  courts,  in  camps,  in  fenates  let  us  live: 
Our  levees  crowded  like  the  buzzing  hive  : 
Each  weak  attempt  the  lame  fad  leflcn  brii  gs! 
Alas!  what  vanity  in  human  things  ! 

What  means  then  fhall  we  try  ?  where  hope  to 
A  friendly  harbour  for  the  reftlefs  mind  ?  ^find 
Who  ftill,  you  fee,  impatient  to  obtain 
Knowledge immenfe  (fo  Nature's  laws  ordain) 
Ev'n  now,  tho'  fetter'd  in  corporeal  clay,        -\ 
Climbs  Itep  by  Hep  the  profpeel:  to  furvey,        > 
And  leeks,  unwearied  Truth's  eternal  ray,      j 
No  fleeting  joys  flie  alks  which  muft  depend 
On  the  frail  fenfes,  and  with  them  mult  endj 
But  luchas  fuit  her  own  immortal  fame, 
Free  from  all  change,  eternally  the  fame. 
Take  courage,  then,  thele  joys  we  fhall  attain  5 
Almighty  wifdom  never  acis  in  vain: 
Nor  fhall  the  foul,  on  which  it  has  beitow'd 
Such  pow'rs,e'er  perifh  like  an  earthly  clod; 
Butpurg'datlengthfromfoulcorruption'sitain,"} 
Freed  from  her  prifon,  and  unbound  her  chain,  f 
She  fhall  her  native  Itrength  and  native  fkies{ 
regain ;  j 

To  heav'n  an  old  inhabitant  return, 
And  draw  ne6tareous  ltreams  from  truth's  per- 
petual urn. 

Whilit  life  remains,  (if  life  it  can  be  cali'd 
T'  exiit  in  flefhiy  bondage  thus  enthrali'd), 
Tir'd  wibh  the  dull  purfuit  of  worldly  things, 
The  foul  fcarce  wakes,  or  opes  her  glad  lome 
Yet  ftill  the  godlike  exile  in  difgrace      [wings, 
Retains  fome  marks  of  her  celeltial  race  ; 
Elfew  :ence  from  mem'ry's  ftore  can  fhe  produce 
Such  prions  thoughts,  or  range  them  fo  for  ufe  ? 
6  4  Can 
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Can  matter  thefe  contain,  difpofe,  apply  ?         "1 

Can  in  her  cell  fuch  mighty  treatiires  lie  ? 

Or  can  her  nativefbrce  producethemto  the  eye?  7 

Whence  is  this  pow'r,this  fottndrefs  of  allarts, 
Serving,  adorning,  life,  thro'  all  its  parts  j 
Which  names  impos'd,  by  letters  mark'd  thofe 

names. 
Ad  ju  fled  properly  by  legal  claims, 
From  woods  and  wilds  colle6ted  rude  mankind, 
And  cities,  laws,  and  governments  defign'd  ? 
Whatcan  this  be,butfome  bright  rayfromheav'n, 
Some  emanation  from  Omnifcience  giv'n  ? 

When  now  the  rapid  ftream  of  eloquence 
JBears  all  before  it,  paflion,  reafon,  fenfe. 
Can  its  dread  thunder,  or  its  lightning's  force 
Derive  their  eflence  from  a  mortal  fource  ? 
What  think  you  of  the  bard's  enchanting  art, 
Which,  whether  he  attempts  to  warm  the  heart 
With  fabled  fcenes,  or  charm  the  ear  with  rhyme, 
Breathes  all  pathetic,  lovely,  andfublime  ? 
Whilft  things  on  earth  rollround  from  age  to  age, 
The  fame  dull  farce  repeated  on  the  ftage, 
The  poet  gives  us  a  creation  new, 
More  pleaiing  and  more  perfect  than  the  true  ; 
The  mind,  who  always  to  perfection  haftes, 
Perfection  fuch  as  here  fhe  never  taftes, 
With  gratitude  accepts  the  kind  deceit, 
And  thence  forefees  a  fyftem  more  complete. 
Of  thofe  what  think  you,  who  the  circling  race> 
Of  funs  and  their  revolving  planets  trace, 
Andcomets  journeyingthro'  unbounded  fpace?  J 
Say  can  you  doubt,but  that  theall-fearchingfoui. 
That  now  can  traverfe  heaven  from  pole  to  pole. 
From  thence  defcending,  viiits  but  this  earth, 
And  fhall  once  more  regain  the  regions  of  her 
birth  ?•  [known, 

Could  fhe  thus  act  unlefs  fome  power  1111- 
From  matter  quite  diftinct,  and  all  her  own, 
Sunoorted  and  impell'd  her  ?   She  app.oves 
SeK  confcious,andeondemns;  fhe  hatesand  loves, 
Mourns  and  rejoices,  hopes  and  is  afraid, 
Without  the  body's  unrequefted  aid: 
Her  own  internal  itrength  her  reafon  guides; 
By  this  fhe  now  compares  things,  now  divides; 
Truth's  fcatter'd  fragments  piece  by  piece  col- 
ieioins,  and  thence  her  edifice  erects;     [lectj. 
Piles  arts  on  arts,  effects  to  caufes  ties, 
And  rears  the  afpiring  fabric  to  the  fkies ; 
From  whence,  ar.  on  a  diftant  plain  beiow, 
She  fees  from  caufes  confequenccs  now, 
And  the  whole  chain  diftinctly  comprehends, 
Which  from  the  Almighty's  throne  to  earth  de- 
And  laftly,  turning  inwardly  her  eyes,  [fcends  : 
Perceives  how  all  her  own  ideas  rife: 
Contemplates  what  fhe  is,  and  whence  flie. came, 
Andalmoftcomprehendsherownamazingframe. 
Can  mere  machines  be  with  fuch  pow'rs  endu'd, 
Orconfcious  of  thofe pow 'rs,fuppofe  theycou'd  ? 
For  body  is  but  a  machine  alone 
Mov'd  by  external  force,andimpulfenotitsown. 

Rate  not  the^extenfien  of  the  human  mind 
By  the  plebeian  ftandard  of  mankind, 
Bi't  by  the  f,?.e  of  thofe  gigantic  rev/ 


Or  Britain,  well-deferving  equd  praife, 
Parent  of  heroes  too  in  better  days. 
Why  mould  I  try  her  numerous  fons  to  name* 
By  verfe,  law,  eloquence,  confign'd  to  fame  -t 
Or  who  have  forc"d  fair  Science  into  fight, 
Long  loft  in  darknefs.  and  afraid  of  light? 
O'er  all-fuperior,  like  the  folar  ray,  \ 

Firft  Bacon  ufher'd  in  the  dawning  day, 
And  drove  the  mills  of  fophiftry  away ;  J 

Pervaded  nature  with  amazing  force, 
Following  experience  ftill  throughout  his  courfe; 
And  fmifhing  at  length  his  deftin'd  way, 
To  Newton  he  bequeath'd  the  radiant  lamp  of 

Uluftrious  fouls !  if  any  tender  cares      [day. 
Affect  angelic  bVeafts  for  Man's  affairs; 
If  in  your  prefent  happy  heav'nly  ftate, 
You're  not  regardlefs  quite  of  Britahf  s  fate, 
Let  this  degenerate  land  again  be  Weft 
With  that  true  vigour  which  fhe  once  poffefs'd; 
Compel  us  to  unfold  our  flumb'ring  eyes, 
And  to  our  ancient  dignity  to  rife. 
Si*chwond'rouspow'rs  as  thefe muflfure be giv'n. 
For  melt  important  purpofes  by  Heav'n  ; 
Who  bids  thefe  ftars  as  bright  examples  mine, 
Befprinkied  thinly  by  the  hand  divine, 
To  form  to  virtue  each  degenerate  time, 
And  point  out  to  the  foul  its  origin  fublime. 
That  there's  a  felf  which  after  death  fhall  live, 
All  are  concern'd  about,  and  all  believe; 
That  fomething's  ours,  when  we  from  life  depart 
This  all  conceive,  all  feel  it  at  the  heart; 
The  wife  of  learn'd  antiquity  proclaim 
This  truth,  the  publi,c  voice  declares  the  fame; 
No  land  fo  rude  but  looks  beyond  the  tomb 
For  future  proi peels  in  a  world  to  come. 
Hence,  without  hopes  to  be  in  life  repaid, 
We  plant  flow'oaks  pofterity  to  fhade  ; 
And  hence  valt  pyramids  afpiring  high 
Lift  their  proud  heads  aloft,  and  time  defy. 
Hence  iy  our  love  of  fame ;  a  love  lb  ftrong, 
We  think  no  dangers  great,  or  labours  long, 
By  which  we  hope  our  beings  to  extend, 
And  to  remoteft  times  in  glory  to  defcend. 

For  fame  the  wretch  beneath  the  gallows  lies 
Difowning  ev'ry  crime  for  Which  he  dies  ; 
Of  life  profufe,  tenacious  of  a  name, 
Fearlefs  of  death,  and  yet  afraid  of  fhame. 
Nature  has  wove  into  the  human  mind 
This  anxious  care  for  names  we  leave  behind, 
extend  our  narrow  views  beyond  the  tomb; 


And  give  an  earned  of  a  life  to 


:ome 


For  if  when  dead  we  are  but  dull  or  clay, 
Why  think  of  what  pofterity  fhall  fay? 
Ker  praife  or  cenlure  cannot  us  concern, 
Nor  ever  penetrate  the  filent  urn. 

What  mean  the  nodding  plumes,  the  fun'ral 
train, 
And  marble  monument  that  fpeaks  in  vain, 
With  all  thofe  cares  which  ev'ry  nation  pays 
To  their  unfeeling  dead  in  di ft  'rent  ways ! 
Some  ini  he  uow'r-fu e wii  grave  the  corplebave 

laid, 
And  annual  obfequies  around  it  paid, 
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Others  on  blazing  piles  the  body  burn, 
And  ftore  their  afhes  in  the  faithful  urn ; 
But  all  in  one  great  principle  agree. 
To  give  a  fimcy'd  immortality. 
Why  mould  I  mention  thofe,  whofe  oozy  foil 
Is  render'd  fertile  by  the  overflowing  Nile  ? 
Their  dead  they  bury  not,  nor  burn  with  fires, 
No  graves  they  dig,  ere£r.  no  fnn'ral  pires  : 
But,  wafhing,  firit  th'  embowel'd  body  clean, 
Gums,  fpice,and  melted  pitch  they  pour  within ; 
Then  with  ltrong  fillets  bind  it  round  and  round, 
To  make  each  flaccid  part  compact  and  found j 
And  laftly  paint  the  varnifli'd  furface  o'er 
With  the  fame  features  which  in  life  it  wore : 
So  ftrong  their  prefage  of  a  future  ftate, 
And  that  our  nobler  part  furvives  the  body's  fate, 

Nations  behold,  remote  from  Reafon's  beams, 
Where  Indian  Ganges  rolls  his  fandy  ftreams, 
Of  life  impatient  rufli  into  the  fire, 
And  willing  victims  to  their  gods  expire  ! 
Periuaded  the  loos'd  ioul  to  regions  flies, 
Bleft  with  eternal  fpring,  and  cloudlefs  ikies. 

Nor  is  lefs  fam'd  the  oriental  wife 
For  ftedfaft  virtue,  and  contempt  of  life : 
Thefe  heroines  mourn  not  wit  h  loud  female  cries 
Their  hufbands  loft,  or  with  o'erflowing  eyes ; 
But,  ftrange  to  tell !  their  funeral  piles  afcend, 
And  in  the  fame  fad  flames  their  forrows  end  j 
In  hopes  with  them  beneath  the  fhades  to  rove, 
And  there  renew  their  interrupted  love. 

In  climes  where  Boreas  breathes  eternal  cold, 
See  num'rous  nations,  warlike,  fierce,  and  bold, 
To  battle  all  unanimously  run, 
Nor  fire,  nor  fword,  nor  iniirant  death  they  fhun. 
Whence  this  difdain  of  life  in  ev'ry  breaft,       ~\ 
But  from  a  notion  on  their  minds  impreft,      * 
That  all  who  for  their  country  die,  are  bleft  ?  j 
Add  too  to  thefe  the  once-prevailing  dreams 
Of  fweet  Elyfian  groves,  and  Stygian  ft  reams  ; 
All  (hew  with  what  con  fen  t  mankind  agree 
In  the  firm  hope  of  Immortality. 
Grant  thefe  inventions  of  the  crafty-prieft, 
Yet  ftich  inventions  never  could  fubfift, 
Unlefs  fome  glimmerings  of  a  future  ftate 
Were  with  the  mind  coeval,  and  innate; 
For  ev'ry  fiction  which  can  long  perfuade, 
In  truth  mull  have  its  firft  foundations  laid. 

Becaufe  we  are  unable  to  conceive 
How  unembody'd  fouls  can  act,  and  live, 
The  vulgargive  them  forms,  and  limbs, andfaces, 
And  habitations  in  peculiar  places  : 
Hence  reas'ners  more  refin'd,  but  not  more  wife, 
Struck  with  the  glare  of  i'uch  abfurdities, 
Their  whole  exiltence  fabulous  fufpect, 
And  truth  and  falfehood  in  a  lump  reje-Sr. 5 
Too  indolent  to  learn  what  may  be  known, 
Or  elfe  too  proud  that  ignorance  to  own. 
For  hard  "s  the  taflc  the  daubing  to  pervade 
Folly  and  Fraud  on  Truth's  fair  form  have  laid  : 
Yet  let  that  tafe  be  ours ;  for  great  the  prize  ;  ~\ 
let  us  Truth's  celeftial  charms  defpife,       [■ 
; l it  that  prieits  or  poets  may  di (guile.        J 

That  there  .s  aGcd.fromNature's  voice  is  clea~n 
And  yet  what  errors  to  this  truth  adhere  ! 


mkrnd  y 
fubjoin'd  > 
lind !  J 


How  have  the  fears  and  follies  of  mankind 
Now  multiply'd  their  gods,  and  now 
To  each  the  frailties  oV  the  human  mine 
May,  fuperftition  fpread  at  length  fo  wide, 
Beafts,  birds,  and  onions  too,  were  deiry'd. 

Th'  Athenian  fage,  revolving  in  his  mind 
This  weaknefs,  blindnefs,  madnefs  of  mankind, 
Foretold,  that  in  maturer  days,  tho'  late, 
When  Time  ftiould  ripen  the  decrees  of  Fate, 
Some  God  would  light  us,  like  the  riling  day, 
Thro'  error's  maze,  and  chafe  thefe  clouds  away. 
Long  fince  has  Time  fulfill'd  this  great  decree, 
And  brought  us  aid  from  this  Divinity. 

Well  worth  our  fearch  difcoveries  may  be  made 
By  Nature,  void  of  this  celeftial  aid: 
Let's  try  what  her  conjectures  then  can  reach, 
Nor  fcorn  plain  Reafon,  when  fhe  deigns  to  teacup 

That  mind  and  body  often  fympathize. 
Is  plain ;  fuch  is  this  union  Nature  ties ; 
But  then  as  often  too  they  difagree, 
Which  proves  the  foul's  fuperior  progeny. 
Sometimes  the  body  in  fall  Strength  we  find, 
Whiilt  various  ails  debilitate  the  mind ; 
At  others,  whilft  the  mind  its  force  retains, 
The  body  links  with  ficknefs-  and  with  pains: 
Now  did  one  common  fate  their  beings  end, 
Alike  they  'd  ficken,  and  alike  they  'd  mend. 
But  fure  experience,  on  the  llighteft  view, 
Shews  us,  that  the  reverie  of  this  is  true  ; 
For  when  the  body  oft  expiring  lies, 
Its  limbs  quite fenlelefs,  and  half  clos'd  its  eye$y 
The  mind  new  force  and  eloquence  acquires, 
And  with  prophetic  voice  the  dying  lips  infpires, 

Of  like  materials  were  they  both  compos'd, 
How  comes  it  that  themind,  when  lleep  has  clos'd 
Each  avenue  of  fenfe,  expatiates  wide, 
Her  liberty  reftor'd,  her  bonds  unty'dj 
And  like  fome  bird  who  from  its  prifon  flies, 
Claps  her  exulting  wings,  and  mounts  the  Ikies  ? 

Grant  that  corporeal  is  the  human  mind, 
It  mult  have  parts  in  infinitum  join'd; 
And  each  of  thefe  mull  will,  pe.ceive,  defign, 
Arid  draw  confus'dly  in  a  ditf 'rent  line; 
Which  then  can  cktim  dominion  o'er  the  reft, 
Or  ftamp  the  ruling  paifion  in  the  breaft  ? 

Perhaps  the  mind  is  form'd  by  various  arts 
Of  modelling  and  figuring  thele  parts ; 
Juft  as  if  circles  wifer  were  than  iquares: 
But  furely  common  fenfe  aloud  declares 
That  lite  and  figure  are  as  foreign  quite 
From  mental  pow'rs,  as  colours  black  or  white. 

Allow  that  motion  is  the  caufe  of  thought, 
With  what  ftrange  pow'rs  muft  motion  then  be 

fraught ! 
Reafon,  fenfe,  fcience,  muft  derive  their  fource, 
From  the  wheel's  rapid  whirl,  or  pullev's  force; 
Tops  whipp'd  by  fchool-boys  fages  muft  com  -\ 
mence,  { 

Their  hoops,  like  them,  be  cudgel'd  into  fenfe,  {* 
And  boiling  pots  o'erflow  with  eloquence.       / 
Whence  can  this  very  motion  take  its  birth  ? 
Not  fure  from  matter,  from  dull  clods  of  earth  ; 
But  from  a  living  fpirit  lodg'd  within, 
Which  governs  all  tUe  b/xi;iy  machine; 


202 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS, 


Book  I. 


Juft  as  th'  Almighty  Univerfal  Soul 
Informs,  directs,  and  animates  the  whole. 

Ceafe  then  to  wonder  how  th'  immortal  mind 
Can  live,  when  from  the  body  quite  disjoin'd  j 
But  rather  wonder,  if  (he  e'er  could  die, 
So  fram'd,  fo  fafliion'd  for  eternity  : 
Self-mov'd,  not  form'd  of  parts  together  ty'd, 
Which  time  can  diffipate,  and  force  divide } 
For  beings  of  this  make  can  never  die, 
Whofe  pow'rs  within  themfelves  and  their  own 

elfence  lie. 
If  to  conceive  how  any  thing  can  be  ~\ 

From  fhape  extracted  and  locality 
Is  hard}  what  think  you  of  the  Deity?  j 

His  Being  not  the  lealt  relation  bears, 
As  far  as  to  the  human  mind  appears, 
To  fhape  or  fize,  fimilitude  or  place, 
Cloth'd  in  no  form,  and  bounded  by  no  fpace. 
Such  then  is  God,  a  Spirit  pure,  refin'd 
From  all  material  drofs  j  and  fuch  the  human 

mind. 
For  in  what  part  of  efience  can  we  fee 
More  certain  marks  of  Immortality  ? 
Ev'n  from  this  dark  confinement  with  delight 
She  looks  abroad,  and  prunes  herfelf  for  flight} 
Like  an  unwilling  inmate  longs  to  roam 
From  this  dull  earth,  and  feek  her  native  home. 

Go  then,  forgetful  of  its  toil  and  ftrife, 
Purfue  the  joys  of  this  fallacious  life; 
Like  fome  poor  fly,  who  lives  but  for  a  day,   ~\ 
Sip  the  frefh  dews,  and  in  the  funfhine  play,     > 
And  into  nothing  then  diflblve  away.  J 

Are  thefe  our  great  purfuits  ?  Is  this  to  live  ? 
Thefe  all  the  hopes  this  much-lov'd  world  can 

give  ? 
How  much  more  worthy  envy  is  their  fate, 
Who  fearch  for  truth  in  a  fuperior  ftate ! 
Not  groping  ftep  by  ftep,  as  we  purfue, 
And  following Reaibn's  much  entangled  cl 
But  with  one  great  and  inftantaneons  view 

But  how  can  fenfe  remain,  perhaps  you  '11  fay, } 
Corporeal  organs  if  we  take  away  ?  ( 

Since  it  from  them  proceeds,  and  with  them  ( 

muft  decay.  J 

Why  not  ?  or  why  may  not  the  foul  receive 
New  organs,  fmce  ev'n  art  can  thefe  retrieve  ? 
The  fiiver  trumpet  aids  th'  obitructed  ear, 
And  optic  glafles  the  dim  eye  can  clear} 
Thefe  in  mankind  new  faculties  create, 
And  lift  him  far  above  his  native  ftate, 
Call  down  revolving  planets  from  the  Iky, 
Earth's  fee  ret  treafures  open  to  his  eye, 
The  whole  minute  creation  make  his  own, 
With  all  the  wonders  of  a  world  unknown. 

How  could  the  mind,  did  ihe  alone  depend 
On  fenfe,  the  errors  of  thofe  fenfes  mend  ? 
Yet  oft,  we  fee,  thofe  fenfes  (he  corrects, 
And  oft  their  information  quite  rejects, 
In  diltances  of  things,  their  fhapes,  and  fize, 
Our  reafon  judges  better  than  our  eyes. 
Declares  not  this  the  foul's  pre-eminence 
Superior  to,  and  quite  diftinct  from  fenfe  ? 
For  fure  'tis  likely,  that,  fince  now  fo  high 
Clogg'dandunfledg'd  (he  dares  her  wings  to  try, 
7 


lue,  > 
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Loos'd  and  mature  (he  (hall  her  ftrength  difplay, 
And  (bar  at  length  to  Truth's  refulgent  ray. 

Inquire  you  how  thefe  pow'rs  we  (hall  attain, 
'Tis  not  for  us  to  know }  our  fearch  is  vain  ;  - 
Can  any  now  remember  or  relate 
How  he  exifted  in  the  embryo  ftate  I 
Or  one  from  birth  infenlible  of  day 
Conceive  ideas  of  the  folar  ray  ? 
That  light 's  deny'd  to  him,  which  others  fee, 
He  knows,  perhaps  you  '11  fay, — and  fo  do  we. 

The  mind  contemplative  finds  nothing  here 
On  earth  that  's  worthy  of  a  wifh  or  fear: 
He  whofe  fublime  purfuit  is  God  and  truth, 
Burns,  like  fome  abfent  and  impatient  youth, 
To  join  the  objecl  of  his  warm  defires} 
Thence  to  fequeiter'd  (hades  and  ftreams  retires, 
And  there  delights  his  paflion  to  rehearfe 
In  Wifdom  "s  (acred  voice,  or  i  n  harmonious  verfe. 

To  me  moft  happy  therefore  he  appears, 
Who  having  once,  unmov'd  by  hopes  or  fears, 
Survey'd  this  fun,  earth,  ocean,  clouds,andtlame, 
Well  (atisfy'd  returns  from  wnence  he  came. 
Is  life  an  hundred  years,  or  e'er  (b  few, 
'Tis  repetition  all,  and  nothing  new} 
A  fair,  where  thoufands  meet,  but  none  can  ftayj 
An  inn,  where  travellers  bait,  then  noitawayj 
A  fea,  where  man  perpetually  is  tolr, 
Now  plung'd  in  buiinefs,  now  in  trifles  loft: 
Who  leave  it  firft,  the  peaceful  port  firft  gain ; 
Hold  then !  nor  farther  launch  into  the  main  \ 
Contract  your  fails;  life  nothing  can  beftow 
By  long  continuance,  but  continued  woe} 
The  wretched  privilege  daily  to  deplore 
The  fun'rals  of  our  friends,  who  go  before ; 
Difeafes,  pains,  anxieties,  and  cares, 
And  age  furrounded  with  a  thoufand  fnares. 

But  whither,  hurry 'd  by  a  gen'rous  fcorn 
Of  this  vain  world,  ah  whither  am  I  borne  ? 
Let 's  not  unbid  th'  Almighty's  ftandard  quit  3 
Howe'er  fevere  our  poft,  we  muft  fubmit. 

Could  I  a  firm  perfualion  once  attain, 
That  after  death  no  being  would  remain ; 
To  thofe  dark  Iliad es  I'd  willingly  defcend, 
Where  all  muft  deep,  this  dram/  at  an  end, 
Nor  life  accept,  altho'  renew'd  by  Fate 
Ev'n  from  its  earlieft  and  its  happieft  ftate. 

Might  I  fromFortune'sbounteoushand  receive 
Each  boon,  each  blefTing  in  her  pow'r  to  give, 
Genius  and  fcience,  morals  and  good  fenie, 
Unenvy'd  honours,  wit,  and  eloquence} 
A  num'rous  offspring  to  the  world  well  known 
Both  for  paternal  virtues,  and  their  own  ; 
Ev'n  at  this  mighty  price  I  'd  not  be  bound 
To  tread  the  fame  dull  circle  round  and  round 5 
The  (bul  requires  enjoyments  more  fublime, 
By  fpace  unbounded,  undeltroy'd  by  time. 

BOOK     11. 

God  then  thro'  all  creation  gives,  we  find, 
Sufficient  marks  of  an  indulgent  mind, 
Excepting  in  ourfelvesj  ourfelves  of  all 
His  works  the  chief  on  this  terreftrial  ball, 
His  own  bright  image,  who  alone  unbleft 
Feel  ills  perpetual,  happy  all  the  reft. 

But 


Book  I, 


SACRED    AND    MORAL 


20$ 


But  hold,  prefumptuous !  charge  not  Heaves 
With  fuch  injuttice,  fuch  partiality.        [decree 

Yet  true  it  is,  furvey  we  lite  around, 
Whole  hofts  of  ills  on  ev'ry  fide  are  found ; 
Who  wound  not  here  and  there  by  chance  a  foe, 
But  at  the  fpecies  meditate  the  blow. 
What  millions  perith  by  each  other's  hands 
In  War's  fierce  rage  !  or  by  the  dread  commands 
Of  tyrants  languifh  out  their  lives  in  chains, 
Or  loie  them  in  variety  of  pains  ! 
What  numbers  pinch'd  by  want  and  hunger  die, 
In  fpite  of  Nature's  liberality  ! 
(Thofe,  ftill  more  num'rous,  I  to  name  difdain, 
By  lewdnefs  and  intemperance  juftly  flain) 
What  numbers  guiltlefs  cf  their  own  difeafe, 
Are  lhatch'd  by  fudden  death,  or  walle  by  flow 
degrees ! 

Where  then  is  Virtue's  well-deferv'd  reward  ? 
Let  's  pay  to  Virtue  ev'ry  due  regard  j 
That  the  enables  man,  let  us  confefs, 
To  bear  thole  evils  which  the  can't  redrefs, 
Gives  hope  and  confcious  peace,  and  can  ailuage 
Th'  impetuous  tempefts  both  of  luft  and  rage  5 
Yet  the  's  a  guard  lb  tar  from  being  fure, 
That  oft  her  friends  peculiar  ills  endure: 
Where  vice  prevails  leveretl  is  their  fate, 
Tyrants  purfue  them  with  a  three-fold  hate : 
How  many  ftruggling  in  their  country's  caufe, 
And  from  their  country  meriting  applaufe, 
Have  fall'n  by  wretches  fond  to  be  enllav'd, 
And  perilh'd  by  the  hands  themfelves  had  lav'd  ! 

Soon  as  fuperior  worth  appears  in  view, 
See  knaves  and  fools  united  to  purfue ! 
The  man  fo  form'd  they  all  confpire  to  blame, 
And  envy's  pois'nous  tooth  attacks  his  fame: 
Should  he  at  length,  lb  truly  good  and  great, 
Prevail,  and  rule  with  honeit  views  the  itate, 
Then  mutt  he  toil  for  an  ungrateful  race, 
Submit  to  clamour,  libels,  and  difgrace, 
Threaten'd,  oppos'd,  defeated  in  his  ends, 
By  foes  feditious,  and  afpiring  friends. 
Hear  this,  and  tremble !  all  who  would  be  great, 
Yet  know  not  what  attends  that  dang'rous 
wretched  Hate. 

Is  private  life  from  all  thefe  evils  free? 
Vice  of  all  kinds,  rage,  envy,  there  we  fee, 
Deceit,  that  Friendthip's  malk  infidious  wears, 
Quarrels,  and  feuds,  and  law's  entangling  mares. 

But  there  are  pleafures  Hill  in  human  life, 
Domeftic  eafe,  a  tender  loving  wife,  [g%ge> 

Children  whole  dawning  fmiles  your  heart  en  - 
The  grace  and  comfort  of  foft-ltealing  age : 
If  happinefs  exitls,  'tis  furely  here ; 
But  are  thefe  joys  exempt  from  care  and  fear  ? 
Need  I  the  miferies  of  that  ftate  declare, 
When  diff  'rent  patTions  draw  the  wedded  pair  ? 
Or  fay  how  hard  thofe  patlions  to  difcern, 
Ere  the  die  's  cafe,  and  'tis  too  late  to  learn  ? 
Who  can  infure,  that  what  is  right,  and  good, 
Thefe  children  thall  purfue  ?  orif  they  thould, 
Death  comes  when  leaft  you  fear  fo  black  a  day, 
And  all  your  blooming  hopes  are  fnatch'd  away. 


We  fay  not  that  thefe  ills  from  Virtue  flow  j 
Did  her  wife  precepts  rule  the  world,  we  know 
The  golden  ages  would  again  begin  j 
But  'tis  our  lot  in  this  to  furfer,  and  to  tin. 

Obferving  this,  fome  fages  have  decreed, 
That  all  things  from  two  caufes  mutt:  proceed  j 
Two  principles  with  equal  pow'r  endu'd, 
This  wholly  evil,  that  fupremely  good. 
From  this  arife  the  miferies  we  endure, 
Whillt  that  admini tiers  a  friendly  cure ; 
Hence  life  is  chequer'd  Hill  with  blifs  and  woe, 
Hence  tares  withgolden  crops  promifcuousgrow. 
And  pois'nous  ierpents  make  their  dread  repots 
Beneath  the  covert  ot  the  fragrant  rote. 

Can  fuch  a  fyilem  latisfy  the  mind  ? 
Are  both  thefe  gods  in  equal  pow'r  conjoin *d0 
Or  one  fuperior?    Equal  if  you  fay. 
Chaos  returns,  fmce  neither  will  obey: 
Is  one  fuperior  ?  good  or  ill  mutt  reign, 
Eternal  joy  or  everlalting  pain: 
Whiche'er  is  conquer'd  mult  entirely  yield, 
And  the  victorious  god  enjoy  the  field : 
Hence  with  thefe  fictions  of  the  Magi's  brain! 
Hence  oozy  Nile,  with  all  her  monftrous  train '. 

Or  comes  the  Stoic  nearer  to  the  right? 
He  holds,  that  whatfoever  yields  delight, 
Wealth,  fame,  externals  all,  are  ufelefs  things; 
Himfelf  half-ilarving  happier  tar  than  kings. 
'Tis  fine  indeed  to  be  fo  wond'rous  wife  I 
By  the  tame  reafoning  too  he  pain  denies  5 
Roaft  him,  or  flay  him,  break  him  on  the  wheel, 
Retract  he  will  not,  tho'  he  can  't  but  feel: 
Pain's  not  "an  ill,  he  utters  with  a  groan; 
What  then  ?  An  inconvenience  'tis,  he  '11  own: 
What  vigour,  health,  and  beauty  ?  are  thefe  good? 
No ;  they  may  be  accepted,  not  puriued  : 
Abfurd  to  fquabble  thus  about  a  name,    [fame. 
Quibbling  with  difFrent  words  that  mean  the 
Stoic,  were  you  not  fram'd  of  fletli  and  blood, 
You  might  be  bleft  without  external  good  j 
But  know,  be  lelf-fufficient  as  you  can, 
You  are  not  fpi  ri  t  quite,  but  frail  and  mortal  matr. 

But  fince  thefe  fages,  fo  abfurd ly  wife, 
Vainly  pretend  enjoyments  to  defpife, 
Becaufe  externals,  and  in  Fortune's  pow'r, 
Now  mine,  now  thine,  the  bleflings  of  an  hour  $ 
Why  value, then,  thatilrength  ofmindtheyboaft. 
As  often  varying,  and  as  quickly  loit  ? 
A  head-ach  hurts  it,  or  a  rainy  day, 
And  a  flow  fever  wipes  it  quite  away,      [hand 
See  one*  whole  councils,  onefwhofeconqu'rinij; 
Oncefav'd  Britannia's  almott  linking  land, 
Examples  of  the  mind's  extenfive  pow'r; 
Examples  too  how  quickly  fades  that  flow'r. 
Him  let  me  add,  whom    .  _  •  we  faw  excel 
X  In  each  polirer  kind  of  writing  well  j 
Whether  he  ftrove  our  follies  to  expofe 
In  eafy  verfe,  or  droll  and  lrum'rous  profe  ; 
Few  years,  alas!  compel  his  thron~  to  quit 
This  mighty  monarch  o'er  the  realms  of  wit  $ 
See  felf-lurviving  he  's  an  idiot  grown  ! 
A  melancholy  prcof  our  parts  are  not  ourewn. 
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Thy  tenets,  Stoic,  yet  we  may  forgive, 
If  in  a  future  ftatc  we  ceafe  to  live. 
For  here  the  virtuous  fuffer  much,  'tis  plain  y 
If  pain  is  evil,  this  mutt  God  arraign  ; 
And  on  this  principle  confefs  we  muft, 
Pain  can  no  evil  be,  or  God  mull  he  unjuft 

Blind  man  !  whole  reafon  inch  flrait  bounds 
confine, 
That  ere  it  touches  Truth's  extremeft  1 
It  flops  amazM,  and  quits  the  great  deiign 
Own  you  not,  Stoic,  God  is  j nit  and  true  ? 
Pare  to  proceed  ;  fecure  this  path  purfue  : 
'Twill  foon  conduct  you  far  beyond  the  tomb, 
To  future  ju dice,  and  a  life  to  come. 
This  path,  you  fay,  is  hid  in  endlefs  night  ; 
Tis  felf-conceit  alone  obltructs  your  light ; 
You  Hop  ere  half  your  deilin'd  courfe  is  run, 
And  triumph  when  the  conqueil  is  not  won  ■. 
By  this  the  Sophlfts  were  of  old  milled  ;  [bred  ! 
See  what  a  monftrous  race  from  one  miftake  is 

Hear  then  my  argument : — Confefs  we  mult, 
A  God  there  is,  fupremely  wife  and  jult: 
If i'o,  however  things  affect  our  fight,  ' 
As  fines  our  bard,  whatever  is,  is  riehfr 
But  j?  it  right,  what  here  fo  oft  appears, 
That  Vice  fhould  triumph,  Virtue  link  in  tears  ? 
The  inference  then  that  clofes  this  debate, 
Js,  that  there  muft  exid  a  future  ftate. 
The  wife,  extending  their  enquiries  wide, 
§ee  how  both  dates  are  by  connection  ty'dj 
Fools  view  but  part,  and  not  the  whole  furvey, 
So  crowd  exigence  all  into  a  day. 
Hence  are  they  led  to  hope,  but  hope  in  vain, 
That  Juftice  never  will  re  fume  her  reign ; 
On  this  vain  hope  adulterers,  thieves  rely, 
And  to  this  altar  vile  afl'aflins-fly. 
*<  Butrules  not  God  by  general  laws  divine  : 
Man's  vice  or  virtue  change  not  the  deiign :" 
What  laws  are  thefe  r  Inllrucl  us  if  you  can : — 
There  's  onedeiign'd  for  brutes,  and  one  for  man, 
Another  guides  inactive  matter's  courfe, 
Attracting,  and  attracted  by  its  force  : 
Kence  mutual  gravity  fubftfts  between 
Far  diftant  worlds,  and  ties  the  vait  machine. 

The  laws  of  life,  why  need  I  call  to  mind, 
Obey'd  by  birds  and  beads  of  ev'ry  kind  j 
By  all  the  fandy  defert's  favage  brood, 
And  all  the  num'rous  offspring  of  the  flood  ? 
Of  thefe,  none  uncontroul'd  and  lawlefs  rove, 
But  to  fome  dedin'd  end  fpontaneous  move  j 
Led  by  that  inftinft  Heav'n  itfelf  infpires, 
Or  fo  much  reafon  as  their  ftate  requires : 
See  all  with  fkill  acquire  their  daily  food, 
All  ufe  thofe  arms,  which  nature  has  be  (low M  j 
Produce  their  tender  progeny,  and  feed 
With  care  parental,  whilft  that  care  they  need  j 
In  thefe  lov'd  offices  completely  bled, 
No  hopes  beyond  them,  nor  vain  fears  moleft. 

Man  o"er  a  wider  field  extends  his  views  j 
God  thro'  the  wonders  of  his  works  purfues  j 
Exploring  thence  his  attributes,  and  laws, 
Adores,  loves,  imitates  th'  Eternal  Caufe; 
For  iure  in  nothing  we  approach  fo  nigh. 
The  great  example  of  Divinity, 


\ 


As  in  benevolence :  the  patriot's  foul 
Knows  not  lelf-cer.tred  for  itfelf  to  roll ; 
But  warms,  enlightens,  animates  the  whole 
Its  mighty  orb  embraces  firlt  his  friends, 
His  country  next,  then  man ;  nor  here  it  ends 
But  to  the  meaneil  animal  defcends. 

Wife  Nature  has  this  focial  law  confirmed. 
By  forming  man  fo  helplefs,  and  unarm'd: 
His  want  of  others'  aid,  and  pow'r  of  fpeech 
T'  implore  that  aid,  this  ledon  daily  teach  \ 
Mankind  with  other  animals  compare, 
Single,  how  weak  and  impotent  they  are  ! 
But  view  them  in  the  complicated  (late, 
Their  pow'rs  how  wond'rous,and  their  ftrength 

how  great, 
When  ibcial  virtue  individuals  joins, 
And  in  one  folid  mafs,  like  gravity,  combines ' 
This  then  's  the  firlt  great  law  by  Nature  giv'n, 
Stamp'd  on  our  fouls,  and  ratify'd  by  Heav'n  j 
All  from  utility  this  law  approve, 
As  ev'ry  privateblifs  muft  fp  ring  from  focial  love. 

Why  deviate  then  fo  many  from  this  law  ? 
See  paiiioiis,  cuftom,  vice  and  folly  draw! 
Survey  the  rolling  globe  from  Eai't  to  Weft, 
How  few,  alas  !  how  very  few  are  bleft  ! 
Beneath  the  frozen  Poles,  and  burning  Line, 
What  poverty  and  indolence  combine 
To  cloud  with  Error's  mills  the  human  mind  \ 
No  trace  of  man,  but  in  the  form  we  find. 

And  are  we  free  from  error  and  diitrefs,  [blefs  ? 
Whom  Heav'n  with  clearer  light  has  pleas'd  to 
Whom  true  Religion  leads  r  (for  fhe  but  leads 
By  foft  perfuafion,  not  by  force  prcceedsj) 
Behold  how  we  avoid  this  radiant  fun,  j 

This  proirer'd  guide  how  obftinately  fhun,      / 
And  after  Sophiitry's  vain  fyftems  run  !  ? 

For  thefe  as  for  eflentials  we  engage 
In  wars  and  mn  fiacres  with  holy  rage ; 
Brothers  by  brothers'  impious  hands  are  (lain, 
Miltaken  Zeal,  how  favage  is  thy  reign  ! 

Unpunifh'd  vices  here  fo  much  abound, 
All  right  and  wrong,  all  order  they  confound  \ 
Thefe  are  the  giants  who  the  gods  defy, 
And  mountains  heap  on  mountains  to  the  fkjr : 
Sees  this  th'  Almighty  Judge,  or  feeing  f  pares, 
And  deems  the  crimes  of  Man  beneath  his  cares  ? 
He  fees ;  and  will  at  lafl  rewards  bellow, 
And  punifhments,notlefsaffur'dforbeingflow. 

Nor  doubt  I,  tho'  this  date  confus'd  appears^ 
That  ev'n  in  this  God  fometimes  interferes: 
Sometimes,leftmanfliould  quite  hispow'rdifown, 
Hemakesthatpow'rtotremblingnationsknovvn-, 
But  rarely  this;  not  for  each  vulgar  end, 
As  Su perdition's  idle  tales  pretend, 
Who  thinks  all  foes  to  God  who  are  her  own, 
Direcls  his  thunder,  and  ufiirps  his  throne. 

Nor  know  I  not  how  much  a  confeious  mincJ 
Avails  to  punifh,  or  reward  mankind  ; 
Ev'n  in  this  life  thou,  impious  wretch,  muft  feel 
The  Fury's  fcourges,  and  th'  infernal  wheel ; 
From  man's  tribunal  tho'  thou  hop'il  to  run, 
Thyfelfthoucanitnot,  nor  thy  confcien.ee  hum  s 
What  muft  thou  fuffer  when  each  dire  dileaie, 
The  progeny  of  Vice,  thy  fabric  feize ! 

^'onfumption, 
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Confumption,  fever,  and  the  racking  pain 
Of  i'paims,and  gout,  and  ftone,  a  frightful  train  ! 
When  life  new  tortures  can  alone  (apply, 
Life  thy  fole  hope  thou'it  hate,  yet  dread  to  die. 
Shouldfucha  wretch  to  num'rous  years  arrive, 
It  can  be  little  worth  his  while  to  live: 
No  honours,  no  regards  his  age  attend, 
Companions  fly,  he  ne'er  could  have  a  friend; 
His  flatterers  leave  him,  and  with  wild  affright 
He  looks  within,  and  fhudders  at  the  fight : 
When  threat'ning  Death  uplifts  his  pointed  dart, 
With  what  impatience  he  applies  to  art, 
Life  to  nrolong  am  id  it  difeafe  and  pains  ! 
Why  this,  if  after  it  no  fenfe  remains? 


Nor  fear  that  he  who  fits  Co  loofe  to  life, 
Should  too  much  fhun  its  labours  and  its  ftrife  i 
And  fcorning  wealth,  contented  to  be  mean, 
Shrink  from  the  duties  of  this  bulling  fcene  ; 
Or,  when  his  country's  fafety  claims  his  aid, 
Avoid  the  fight,  inglorious  and  afraid  : 
Who  fcorns  life  moft  muftfurely  be  raoft  brave, 
And  he  who  pow'r  contemns,  be  leaft  a  flave: 
Virtue  will  lead  him  to  Ambition's  ends, 
And  prompt  him  to  defend  his  country  and  his 
But  ftiil  his  merit  you  cannot  regard,  [friends; 
Who  thus  purfues  a  pofthumous  reward  ; 
His  foul,  you  cry,  is  unconupt  and  great, 
Who  quite  unmfluene'd  by  a  future  ftate, 


Wny  mould  he  choofe  theie  miferies  to  endure,!  Embraces  Virtue  from  a  nobler  kme 


If  death  could  grant  an  everlafHng  cure  ? 

'  Tis  plain,  there's  fomething  whifpers  in  his  ear, 

(Tho*  fain  he'd  hide  it)  he  has  much  to  fear. 

See  the  reverfe  ;  how  happy  thofe  we  find, 
Who  know  by  merit  to  engage  mankind  ! 
Prais'd  by  each  tongue,  by  ev'ry  heart  belov'd, 
For  virtues  practis'd,  and  for  arts  improv'd  : 
Their  eafy  afpects  mine  with  fmile  fereiie, 
And  all  is  peace  and  happinefs  within : 
Their  fleep  is  ne'er  difturb'd  by  fears  or  ftrife, 
Nor  luif ,  nor  wine,  impair  the  fprings  of  life. 

Him  fortune  cannot  link,  nor  much  elate, 
Whofe  views  extend  beyond  this  mortal  ftate, 
By  age  when  fummon'd  to  refign  his  breath, 
Calm,  aud  ferene,  he  fees  approaching  death, 
As  the  fafe  port,  the  peaceful  filent  more, 
Where  he  may  reft,  life's  tedious  voyage  o'er: 
He,  and  he  only,  is  of  death  afraid, 
Whom  his  own  confeience  has  a  coward  made  ; 
Whilft  he  who  Virtue's  radiant  courfe  has  run, 
Defcends  like  a  ferenely-fetting  fun, 
H13  thoughts  triumphant  Heav'n  alone  employs, 
And  hope  anticipates  his  future  joys. 

So  good,fo  bleftth'illuftrious  *  Hough  we  find, 
Whofe  image  dwells  with  pleafure  on  my  mind, 
The  Mitre's  glory,  Freedom's  conftant  friend, 
In  times  which  afk'd  a  champion  to  defend  ; 
Who  after  near  a  hundred  virtuous  years, 
His  fenfes  perfect,  free  from  pains  and  fears> 
Replete  with  life,  wirh  honours,  and  with  age, 
Like  an  applauded  actor  left  the  ftage : 
Or  like  fome  victor  in  th'  Olympic  games, 


Of  her  abstracted,  native  excellence. 
From  the  felf-confcious  joy  her  ellence  brings, 
The  beauty,  fitnefs,  harmony  of  things. 
It  may  be  ib:  yet  he  deferves  applaufe, 
Who  follows  where  inilrucYive  Nature  draws; 
Aims  at  rewards  by  her  indulgence  giv'n, 
And  foars  triumphant  on  her  wings  to  heav'n. 

Say  what  this  venal  virtuous  man  purfues; 
No  mean  rewards,  no  mercenary  views ; 
Not  wealth  ufurious,  or  a  numerous  train, 
Net  fame  by  fraud  aca^air'd,  or  title  vain  ! 
He  follows  but  where  Nature  points  the  road, 
Riling  in  virtue's  fchool,  till  he  afcends  to  God. 

But  we,  th'  inglorious  common  herd  of  Man, 
Sail  without  compafs,  toil  without  a  plan  j 
In  Fortunes  varying  ftorms  for  ever  toft, 
Shadows  purfue,  that  in  purfuit  are  loft  ; 
Mere  infants  ail  till  life's  extremeit  day, 
Scrambling  for  toys,  then  toffing  them  away. 
Who  refts  of  Immortality  afiur'd 
Is  fife,  whatever  ills  are  here  endur'd: 
He  hopes  not  vainly  in  a  world  like  this, 
To  meet  with  pure  uninterrupted  blifs  ; 
For  good  and  ill  in  this  imperfect  ftate, 
Are  ever  mix'd  by  the  decrees  of  fate, 
With  Wifdom's  richeft  harveft  Folly  grows, 
And  baleful  hemlock  mingles  with  the  rofe; 
All  things  are  blended,  changeable,  and  vain, 
No  hope,  no  wifh,  we  perfectly  obtain; 
God  may  perhaps  (might  human  Reafon's  line 
Pretend  to  fathom  infinite  defign) 


j  Have  thus  ordain'd  things,  that  the  reftlefs  mind 
Who,  having  run  his  courfe,  the  crown  of  glory  1  No  happinefs  complete  on  earth  may  find; 

claims.  !  And,  by  this  friendly  chaftifement  made  wife, 

From  this  juft  contraft  plainly  it  appears,        |To  heav'n  her  fafeft  beft  retreat  may  rife. 
How  confciencecan  infpireboth  hopes  and  fears  : ,     Come  then,  fince  now  in  fafety  we  have  pafs'd 
But  whence  proceed  thefe  hopes,  or  whence  this  Thro'  Error's  rocks,  and  fee  the  port  at  laft  ; 


dread, 

If  nothing  really  can  affect  the  dead  ? 
See  all  things  join  to  promife,  and  prefage 
The  fure  arrival  of  a  future  age! 
Whate'er  their  lot  is  here  the  good  and  wife 
Nor  doat  on  life,  nor  peevifhly  defpife. 
An  honeft  man,  when  Fortune's  ftorms  begin, 
Has  confolation  always  fure  within; 
And  if  fhe  fends  a  more  propitious  gale, 
He's  pleas'd,  but  not  forgetful  it  may  fail. 


Let  us  review  and  recollect  tbe  whole. — 
Thus  ftands  my  argument.— The  thinking  foul 
Cannot  terreftrial  or  material  be, 
But  claims  by  Nature  Immortality; 
God,  who  created  it  can  make  it  end, 
We  queftion  not,  but  cannot  apprehend 
He  will ;  becaufe  it  is  by  him  endued 
With  ftrong  ideas  of  all  perfect  Good  ; 
With  wond'rous  pow'rs  to  know  and  calculate 
Things  too  remote  from  this  our  earthly  ftate; 


Bifhop  of  Woreefter. 


With 
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With  fare  prefages  of  a  life  to  come  ; 
All  falfe  and  ufelefs,  if  beyond  the  tomb 
Our  beings  ceafe  :  we  therefore  can't  believe 
God  either  a£ts  in  vain  or  can  deceive. 

If  ev'ry  rule  of  equity  demands, 
That  Vice  and  Virtuefrom  the  Almighty's  hands 
Should  due  rewards  and  punifhments  receive, 
And  this  by  no  means  happens  whillt  we  live  5 
It  follows,  that  a  time  mull  furely  come, 
When  each  ihall  meet  their  well-adjuited  doom: 
Then  (hall  this  icene  which  now  to  human  fight 
Seems  lb  unworthy  Wifdoin  infinite, 


A  fyftem  of  confummate  Ikill  appear, 
Andev'ry  cloud  difpers'd,  be  beautiful  and  clear* 
Doubt  we  of  this  ?  What  folid  proof  remains, 
That  o'er  the  world  a  wife  Difpofer  reigns  ? 
Whilil  all  creation  fpeaks  a  pow'r  divine, 
Is  it  deficient  in  the  main  defign  ? 
Not  lb  :  the  day  fiiall  come,  (pretend  not  now 
Prefumptuous  to  enquire  or  when,  or  how, 
But)  after  death  lhall  come  th'  important  day, 
When  God  to  all  his  juftice  (hall  difplay ; 
Each  a£tion  witli  impartial  eyes  regard, 
'And  in  a  jult  proportion  punifti  and  reward. 


END    OF    THE    FIRST    BOOK, 


ELEGANT   EXTRACTS, 

POETICAL. 


BOOK    THE    SECOND. 

DIDACTIC,  DESCRIPTIVE,  NARRATIVE, 

AND  PATHETIC. 


§  i.  The  Traveller-,  or,  a  ProfpeB  of  Society, 
lnjcribed  to  the  Re<v.  Mr.  H.  Goldfmitb. 

By  Dr.  Goldfmith. 

REMOTE,  unfriended,  melancholy,  (low, 
Or  by  the  lazy  Scheld,  or  wand'ring  Po  ; 
Or  onward,  where  the  rude  Carinthian  boor 
Againft  the  houfe|efs  ftranger  (huts  the  door: 
Or  where  Campania's  plain  forfaken  lies,  | 
A  weary  wafte  expanding  to  the  ikies : 
Where'er  I  roam,  whatever  realms  to  fee, 
My  heart,  untravell'd,  fondly  turns  to  thee : 
Still  to  my  brother  turns,  with  ceafelefs  pain, 
And  drags,  at  each  remove,  a  lengthening  chain 

Eternal  bleffings  crown  my  earlieft  friend, 
And  round  his  dwelling  guardian  faints  attend  j 
Blefs'd  be  that  fpot  where  cheerful  guefts  retire, 
Topaufe  from  toil,  and  trim  their  evening  fire  5 
Blefs'd  tWit  abode  where  want  and  pain  repair. 
And  ev'ry  ftranger  finds  a  ready  chair: 
Blefs'd  be  thofefeafts,with  iimpleplentycrown'd, 
Where  all  the  ruddy  family  around 
Laugh  at -the  jefts  or  pranks  that  never  fail, 
Or  ligh  with  pity  at  fome  mournful  tale  ; 
Or  prefsthe  bafhful  ftranger  to  his  food, 
And  learn  the  luxury  of  doing  good! 

But  me,  not  deftin'd  fuch  delights  to  lhare, 
My  prime  of  life  in  wand'ring  fpent,  and  care: 
Impell'd,  with  fteps  uncealing  to  purfue 
Some  fleeting  good  that  mocks  me  with  the  view ; 
Thar,  like  the  circle  bounding  earth  and  Ikies, 
Allures  from  far,  yet  as  I  follow  flies ; 
My  fortune  leads  to  traverfe  realms  alone, 
And  find  no  fpot  of  all  the  world  my  own. 

E'en  now,  where  Alpine  folitudes  afcend, 
I  fit  me  down  a  penfive  hour  to  fpend; 
And  plac'd  on  high,  above  the  ftorm's  career, 
Look  downward  where  an  hundredrealmsappear 


Lakes,  forefts,  cities,  plains,  extending  wide, 
The  pomp  of  kings,  the  (hepherd'shumblerpride. 

WhenthusCreation'scharmsaroundcombine, 
Amidft  the  ftore,  fhould  thanklefs  pride  repine  ? 
Say,  mould  the  philoibphic  mind  difdain  [vain? 
That  good  which  makes  each  humbler  bofont 
Let  fchool-taught  pride  difTemble  all  it  can, 
Thefe  little  things  are  great  to  little  man  j 
And  wifer  he,  whofe  fympathetic  mind 
Exults  in  all  the  good  of  all  mankind.  [crown 'd; 
Ye  glitt  ring  towns,  with  wealth  and  fplendouf 
Ye  fields, where  fummer  fpreads  profusion  round; 
Ye  lakes,  whofe  veflels  catch  the  bufy  gale  ; 
Ye  bending  fwains,  thatdrefs  the  flow'ry  valej 
For  me  your  tributary  ftore s  combine : 
Cieation's  heir,  the  world,  the  world  is  mine  ! 

As  fome  lone  mifer  viiiting  his  ftore, 
Bends  at  his  treafure,  counts,  recounts  it  o'er; 
Hoards  after  hoards  his  rifmg  raptures  fill, 
Yet  ftill  he  fighs,  for  hoards  are  wanting  ftill : 
Thus  to  my  brealt  alternate  pnfiions  rife,    [plies ; 
Pleas'd  with  each  good  that  Heaven  to  man  fup- 
Yet  oft  a  ugh  prevails,  and  for  rows  fall, 
To  fee  the  hoard  of  human  blifs  fo  fmall; 
And  oft  I  wifh,  amidft  the  fcene,  to  find 
Some  fpot  to  real  hnppinefs  confign'd, 
Where  my  worn  foul,each  wand'ring  hope  at  reft, 
May  gather  blifs  to  fee  my  fellows  bleli. 

But  where  to  find  that  happieft  fpot  below, 
Who  can  direct,  when  all  pretend  to  know ; 
The  Ihudd'ring  tenant  of  the  frigid  zone 
Boldly  proclaims  that  happieft  fpot  his  own; 
Extols  the  treafures  of  his  ftormy  leas, 
And  his  long  nights  of  revelry  and  ea/e  : 
The  naked  negro,  panting  at  the  line, 
Boafts  of  his  golden  lands  and  palmy  wine  ; 
Balks  in  the  glare,  or  ftems  the  tepid  wave, 
And  thanks  his  gods  for  all  the  good  they  gave. 

Such 
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Such  is  the  patriot's  boafl,  where'er  we  roam  : 
His  firft,  bed  country,  ever  is  at  home. 
And  yet,  perhaps,  if  countries  we  compare, 
And  ettimate  the  bleffings  which  they  fhare, 
Though  patriots  flatter,  dill  (hall  wifdom  fmd 
An  equal  portion  dealt  to  all  mankind  ; 
As  different  good,  by  art  or  nature  given, 
To  different  nations,  makes'  thei^  blefiings  even. 

Nature,  a  mother  kind  alike  to  all, 
Still  grants  herblifs  at  labour's  earned  call; 
With  food  as  well  the  peaiant  is  fupplied 
On  Idra's  cliffs  as  Arno's  fheivy  fide  ; 
And  tho'  the  rocky-crefted  fummits  frown, 
Thefe  rocks  by  cuitom  turn  to  beds  of  down. 
From  art  more  various  are  the  bleffings  fent ; 
Wealth,  commerce,  honour,  liberty,  content. 
Yet  thefe  each  other's  pow'r  fo  (trong  conteft, 
That  either  feems  deftruc"tive  of  the  reft,  [fails; 
Where  wealth  and  freedom  reign,  contentment 
And  honour  finks  where  commerce  longprevails. 
HenCG  ev'ry  ftate,  to  one  lov'd  bleffing  prone, 
Conforms  and  models  life  to  that  alone. 
Each  to  the  fav'rite  happinefs  attends, 
And  fpurns  the  plan  that  aims  at  other  ends; 
Till  carried  to  excefs  in  each  domain, 
This  fav'rite  good  begets  peculiar  pain. 

But  let  us  try  thefe  truths  with  clofer  eyes, 
And  trace  them  through  the  prcfpecl  as  it  lies  : 
Here  for  a  while,  my  proper  cares  refign'd, 
Here  Jet  me  fit,  in  farrow  for  mankind; 
Like  yon  ncglecled  fhrub  at  random  cad, 
That  fhades  the  deep,  and  fighsat  ev'ry  blafr. 

Far  to  the  right,  where  Apennine  afcends, 
Bright  as  the  fummer,  Italy  extends; 
Its  uplands  (loping  deck  the  mountain's  fide, 
Woods  over  woods  in  gay  theatric  pride; 
Whileoftfometemple'smould'ringtopsbetv.'een 
With  venerable  grandeur  mark  the  fcene. 

Could  Nature's  bounty  iatisfy  the  bread, 
The  fons  of  Italy  were  furely  bleft. 
Whatever  fruits  in  different  climes  are  found, 
That  proudly  rife,  or  humbly  court  the  ground  ;' 
Whatever  blooms  in  torrid  tracts  appear, 
Whole  bright  fuceeffion  decks  the  varied  year ; 
Whatever  fweets  falute  the  nothern  (ky 
With  vernal  lives,  that  bloflbm  but  to  dies 
Thei'e  here  di (porting,  own  the  kindred  foil, 
Nor  afk  luxuriance  from  the  planter's  toil ; 
While  fea-born  gales  their  gelid  wings  expand, 
Tq  winnow  fragrance  round  the  fmiling  land. 

But  fmall  the  blifs  that  fenfe  alone  bedews, 
And  fenfual  blifs  is  all  the  nation  knows. 
In  florid  beauty  groves  and  fields  appear, 
Man  feems  the  only  growth  that  dwindles  here. 
Contraited  faults  throughallhismanners  reign  : 
Tho*  poor,  luxurious;  tho' fubmiilive,  vain; 
Tho'  grave,  yet  trifling ;  zealous,  yet  untrue ; 
And  e'en  in  penance  planning  fins  anew. 
All  evils  here  contaminate  the  mind, 
That  opulence  departed  leaves  behind; 
For  wealth  was  theirs,  not  far  remov'd  the  date, 
W  hen  commerce  proudly  flourifh'd  through  the 
At  her  command  the  palace  learn 'd  to  rife,  [ftate: 
Again  the  iong-faH'n  column  fought  the  ikies ; 
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The  canvas  glow'd  beyond  e'en  Nature  warm: 
The  pregnant  quarry  teem'd  with  human  formj 
rill,  more  unfteady  than  the  fouthern  gale,, 
Commerce  on  other  fhores  difplayM  her  fail ; 
While  nought  remain'd  of  all  that  riches  gave, 
But  towns  unmann'd,  and  lords  without  a  (lave: 
And  late  the  nation  found,  with  fruitlefs  (kill, 
Its  former  ftrength  was  but  plethoric  ill: 

Yet  ftill  the  lofs  of  wealth  is  here  fupplied 
By  arts,  the  fplendid  wrecks  of  former  pride  ; 
From  thefe  the  feebly  heart  and  long-fall'n  mind 
An  eafy  compenfation  feem  to  find. 
Here  may  be  feen,  in  bloodlcfs  pomp  array'd, 
The  palteboard  triumph,  and  the  cavalcade  j 
Proceffions  form'd  for  piety  and  love, 
A  miftrefs  or  a  faint  in  ev'ry  grove. 
By  (ports  like  thefe  are  ali  their  cares  beguil'dj 
The  fports  of  children  Iatisfy  the  child  : 
Each  nobler  aim,  reprefs'd  by  long  controul, 
Now  links  at  laft,  or  feebly  mans  the  foul  ; 
While  low  delights,  fucceeding  lad  befiind, 
In  happier  meannefs  occupy  the  mind  : 
As  in  thofe  domes  where  Csefars  once  bore  fwayi 
Defac'd  by  time,  and  tott'ring  in  decay, 
There  in  the  ruin,  heedlefs  of  the  dead, 
The  fhelter-feeking  peafant  builds  his  (hed  ; 
And,  wondering  man  could  want  the  larger  pile, 
Exults,  and  owns  his  cottage  with  a  fmile. 

My  foul,  turn  from  them— -turn  we  to  furvey 
Where  rougher  climes  a  nobler  race  difplay  ; 
Where  the  bleak  Swifstheirftormymanfiontread, 
And  force  a  churl i(h  foil  for  fcanty  bread-, 
No  product  here  the  barren  hills  afford 
But  man  andfteel,  the  fckiierand  his  (word. 
No  vernal  blooms  their  torpid  rocks  array, 
But  winter  ling'ring  chills  the  lap  of  May  ; 
No  zephyr  fondly  fues  the  mountain's  breair, 
But  meteors  glare,  and  ftormy  glooms  inveft. 

Yer  ftill  e'en  here  Content  can  fpreada  charm, 
Redrefs  the  clime,  and  all  its  rage  difarm. 
Tho'  p'oor  thepeafant's  hut,  his  feaft  tho'  fmall} 
He  fees  his  little  lot  the  let  of  all; 
Sees  llo  contiguous  palace  r?ar  its  head, 
To  fhame  the  meannefs  of  his  humble  fhed; 
No  coftly  lord  the  fumptuous  banquet  deal; 
To  make  him  loath  his  vegetable  mbal  ; 
But  calm,  and  bred  in  ignorance  aid  toil; 
Each  wifh  contracting,  fits  him  to  the  foil. 
Cheerful  at  morn  he  wakes  from  fhort  repofe^ 
Breathes  the  keen  air,  and  carols  as  he  goes; 
With  patient  angle  trolls  the  finny  deep, 
Or  drives  his  vent'rous  ploughfhare  to  the  deep; 
Or  feeks  the  den  where  fnow-tracks  mark  the 
And  drags  the  ftruggling  lavage  into  day.  [way, 
At  night  returning,  ev'ry  labour  fped, 
He  fits  him  down  the  monarch  of  a  (lied  ; 
Smiles  by  his  cheerful  fire,  and  round  furveys 
His  children's  looks,  that  brighten  at  the  blaze  ; 
While  his  lov'd  partner,  boaftful  of  her  hoard, 
Difplays  her  cleanly  platter  on  the  board  : 
And  haply  too  fome  pilgrim,  thither  led, 
With  many  a  tale  repays  the  nightly  bed. 

Thus  ev'ry  good  his  native  wilds  impart,' 
[mprints  the  patriot  paflion  on  his  heart ; 

And 
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And  e'en  thofe  hills  that  round  hismanfion  rife, 
Enhance  the  blifs  his  (canty  fund  fupplies. 
Dear  is  that  fhed  to  which  his  ioul  conforms, 
And  dear  that  hill  which  lifts  him  to  the  itorms; 
And  as  a  child,  when  fearing  founds  moleft, 
Clings  clofe  and  clofer  to  the  mother's  bread; 
So  the  loud  torrent,  and  rhe  whirlwind's  roar, 
But  bind  him  to  his  native  mountains  more. 

Such  are  the  charms  to  barren  ftates  aifign'd : 
Their  wants  but  few,  their  wifhes  all  contia'd. 
Yet  let  them  only  (hare  the  praifes  due  j 
If  few  their  wants,  their  pleamres  are  but  few: 
Fur  ev'ry  want  that  ftimu'ates  the  breaft, 
Becomes  a  iburce  of  pleafure  when  redreft.  [Mies, 
Whence  from  fuch  lands  each  pleaiing  fcience. 
That  flrlt  excites  defire,  and  then  fupplies  j 
Unknown  to  them,  when  fenfual  pleasures  cloy 
To  fill  the  languid  paufe  with  finer  joy; 
Unknown  thofe  powers  that  raife  thefoul  to  flame, 
Catch  ev'rynerve,and  vibrate  through  the  frame. 
Their  level  life  is  but  a  mould'ring  fire, 
Unquench'dby  want,  unfann'd  by  ftrong  defire; 
Unfit  for  raptures ;  or,  if  raptures  cheer 
On  fome  high  feftival  of  once  a  year, 
In  wild  excefs  the  vulgar  breaft  takes  fire, 
Till  buried  in  debauch  the  blifs  expire. 

But  not  their  joys  alone  thus  coarfely  flow ; 
Their  morals,  like  their  pleafures,  are  but  low  : 
For,  as  refinement  flops,  from  lire  to  fon, 
Unalter'd,  unimproved,  the  manners  run  ; 
And  love's  and  friendship's  finely  pointed  dart 
Falls  blunted  from  each  indurated  heart. 
Some  fterner  virtue's  o'er  the  mountain's  breaft 
May  fit  like  falcons  cow'ring  on  the  neit; 
But  all  the  gentler  morals,  fuch  as  play      [way ; 
Thro'  life's  more  cultur'd  walks,  and  charm  the 
Theie  far  difpers'd,  on  timorous  pinions  fly, 
To  fport  and  riutter  in  a  kinder  iky. 

To  kinder  ikies,  where  gentler  manners  reign, 
I  turn, — and  France  difplays  her  bright  domain, 
Gay  fprightly  land  of  mirth  and  focial  eafe, 
Pieas'd  with  thyfelf  whom  all  the  world  can 
How  often  have  I  led  thy  fportive  choir,  [pleaie, 
With  tuneleis  pipe.belidethe  murm'ring  Loire  ! 
Where  ihading  elms  along  the  margin  grew, 
And  ffefhen'd  from  the  wave,  the  zephyr  flew  ; 
And  haply,  tho'  my  harili  touch  falt'ring  frill, 
But  mock'da!ltune,andmarr'd  thedancer'sfkill, 
Yet  would  the  village  praife  mywond'rouspow'r, 
And  dance,  forgetful  of  the  noontide  hoar  ! 
Alike  all  ages  :  dames  of  ancient  days 
Have  led  their  children  thro'  the  mirthful  maze  ; 
And  the  gay  grandfire,  fkill'd  in  gefticlore, 
Has  friik'd  beneath  the  burden  oi'  th  reef  core. 

So  bleft  a  life  theie  tfioughtlefs  realms  difplay, 
Thus  idly  bufy  rolls  their  world  a\ 
Theirs  are  thofe  arts  that  mind  to  mind  endear, 
For  honour  forms  the  focial  temper  here. 
Honour,  that  praife  which  real  merit  gains,  * 
Or  e'en  imaginary  worth  obtains, 
Here  paifes  current;  paid  from  hand  to  hand: 
It  ihifts  in  fplendid  traffic  round  the  land  : 
From  courts  to  camps,  to  cottages,  it  ftrays, 
And  all  are  taught  an  avarice  of  praife ; 
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They  pleafe,  are  pieas'd,  they  give  to  get  efteem  j 
Till,  feemingbleit,  they  grow  to  what  they  feem. 

But  while  this  fofter  art  their  blifs  fupplies, 
It  gives  their  follies  alio  room  to  rife ; 
For  praife  too  dearly  lovM,  or  warmly  fought, 
Enfeebles  all  internal  ftrength  of  thought; 
And  the  weak  foul,  within  itfelf  unbleft, 
Leans  for  all  pleafure  on  another's  breaft, 
Hence  oftentation  here,  with  tawdry  art, 
Pants,  for  the  vulgar  praife  which  fools  impart: 
Here  vanity  aiTumes  her  pert  grimace, 
And  trims  her  robes  of  frize  with  copper-lace  j 
Here  beggar  pride  defrauds  her  daily  cheer, 
To  boait  one  fplendid  banquet  once  a  year; 
The  minditillturns  where  iliifting  fafhiondrav.s, 
Nor  weighs  the  folid  worth  of  felf-applaufe. 

To  men  of  other  minds  my  fancy  flies, 
Embofom'd  in  the  deep  where  Holland  lies. 
Methinks  her  patient  ions  before  me  iiand, 
Where  the  broad  ocean  leans  againft  the  land} 
And,  fedulous  to  flop  the  coming  tide, 
Lift  the  tall  rampire's  artificial  pride. 
Onward  methinks,  and  diligently  flow, 
The  firm  connected  bulwark  feems  to  grow  ; 
Spreads  its  long  arms  amidft  the  wat'ry  roar, 
Scoops  out  an  empire,  and  ufurps  the  ihore ; 
While  the  pent  ocean,  riling  o'er  the  pile, 
Sees  an  amphibious  world  beneath  him  fmile  j 
The  flow  canal,  the  yellow-hloiTom'd  vale, 
The  willow-tufted  bank,  the  gliding  fail, 
rhe  crowded  mart,  the  cultivated  plain, 
A  new  creation  refcued  from  his  reign. 

Thus,  while  around  the  wave-fubjecled  foil 
Impels  the  native  to  repeated  toil, 
Induftrious  habits  in  each  bofoni  rei 
And  induftry  begets  a  love  o 
Hence  all  the  good  from  opulence  that  fp  rings  j. 
With  ail  thofe  ills  furperfluous  treafure  brings, 
Are  here  difplay 'd.  Their  much-lov'd  wealth  im- 
Convenience,  plenty, elegance, and  arts;  [parts 
But  view  them  clofer,  craft  and  fraud  appear  j 
E'en  liberty  itfelf  is  barter'd  here ! 
At  gold's  iuperior  charms  all  freedom  flies ; 
The  needy  fell  it,  and  the  rich  man  buys  j 
A  land  of  tyrants  and  a  den  of  flaves, 
Here  wretches  feek  di {honourable  graves. 
And,  calmly  bent,  to  .e  conform, 

Dull  as  their  lakes  that  i! umber  in  the  {form. 

Heavens  !  how  unlike  their  Belgic  fires  of  old! 
Rough,  poor,  content,  ungovernably  bold  ; 
War  in  each  breaft,  and  freedom  on  each  brow  3 
How  much  unlike  the  fons  of  Britain  r.ow  ! 

Fir'd  at  the  found,my  Geniusfpreadsherwing 
Andflies  where  Britain  courts  theweftemfpringj 
Where  lawns  extend  thatfeorn  Arcadian  prids; 
Andbrighter  ftreams  than  fam'dHydafpes  glide  ; 
There  ail  around  the  gentleft  breezes  ftray, 
There  gentle  muiic  melts  on  ev'ry  fpray; 
Creation's  mildeft  charms  are  there  combined ; 
Extremes  are  only  in  the  mailer's  mind  ! 
Stern  o'er  each  bofom  Reafon  holds  her  ftate, 
With  daring  aims  irregularly  great : 
Pride  in  their  port,  defiance  in  their  eye, 
I  fee  the  lord*  of  human  kind  pais  by  ; 
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Intent  on  high  deflgns  a  thoughtful  band, 
By  forms  unfafhion'd  frefh  from  nature's  hand; 
Fierce  in  their  native  hardinefs  of  foul, 
True  to  imagin'd  right  above  controul : 
Whilee'en  the  peafantboafts  thefe  rights  to  fcan, 
And  learns  to  venerate  himfelf  as  man.       [here, 

Thine,  Freedom,  thine  the  bleffings  pictur'd 
Thine  are  thofe  charms,  that  dazzle  and  endear  j 
Too  bleft  indeed  were  fuch  without  alloy, 
But  fofter'd  e'en  by  Freedom  ills  annoy. 
That  independance  Britons  prize  too  high, 
Keeps  man  from  man,  and  breaks  the  focial  tie  ; 
The  felf-dependant  lordlings  ftand  alone  ; 
All  claims  that  bind  and  fweeten  life  unknown  ; 
Here,  by  the  bonds  of  Nature  feebly  held, 
Minds  combat  minds,  repelling  and  repell'd. 
Ferments  arife,  imprifbn'd  factions  roar, 
Reprefs'd  ambition  ftruggles  round  her  more; 
Till,  over-wrought,  the  general  iyilem  feels 
Its  motions  flop,  or  phrenfy  fire  the  wheels. 

Nor  this  the  worft.     As  Nature's  ties  decay, 
As  duty,  love,  and  honour  fail  to  fway, 
Fictitious  bonds,  the  bonds  of  wealth  and  law, 
Still  gather  ftrength,  and  force  unwilling  awe. 
Hence  all  obedience  bows  to  thefe  alone, 
And  talents  (Inks,  and  merit  weeps  unknown  ; 
Till  time  may  come,  when  ftripp'd  of  all  her 

charms, 
The  land  of  fcholars  and  the  nurfe  of  arms, 
Where  noble  ftems  tranfmit  the  patriot  flame, 
Where  kings  have  toil'd,  and  poets  wrote  for 
One  fink  of  level  avarice  mall  lie,  [fame, 

And  fcholars,  foldiers,  kings,  ivnhonour'd  die. 

Yet  think  not  thus,when  Freedom's  ills  I  flats, 
I  mean  to  flatter  kings,  or  court  the  great : 
Ye  pow'rs  of  truth  that  bid  my  foul  afpire, 
Far  from  my  bofom  drive  the  low  defire  f 
And  thou,  fair  Freedom,  taught  alike  to  feel 
The  rabble's  rage,  and  tyrant's  angry  fteei; 
Thou  tranfhory  flow'r,  alike  undone 
By  proud  Contempt,  or  Favour's  foft'ring  fun, 
Still  may  thy  blooms  the  changeful  clime  en  dure, 
I  only  would  reprefs  them  to  fecure  : 
For  jufl  experience  Jells,  inev'ry  foil, 
That  thofcwho  think  muftgovern  thole  who  toll; 
And  all  that  Freedom's  higheft  aims  can  reach, 
Is  but  to  lay  proportional  loads  on  each. 
Hence,  mould  one  order  difproportion'd  grow, 
Its  double  weight  mufl  ruin  all  below. 

O,  then,  how  blind  to  all  that  truth  requires, 
Who  think  it  freedom  when  a  part  afpires, 
Calm  is  my  foul,  nor  apt  to  rife  in  arms, 
Fxcept  when  fall  approaching  danger  warms: 
But  when  contending  chiefs  blockadethethrone, 
Contracting  regal  pow'r  toftretch  their  own  j 
When  I  behold  a  factious  band  agree 
To  call  it  freedom  when  themfelves  are  free  j 
Each  wanton  judge  new  penal  flatutes  draw, 
Laws  grind  the  poor,  and  rich  men  rule  the  law; 
The  wealth  of  climes,  where  favage  nations 

roam, 
Pillag'd  from  flaves,  to  purchafe  flaves  athome; 
Fear,  pity,  juflice,  indignation  ftart, 
Tear  off  referve,  and  bare  my  fwelling  heart; 
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Till,  half  a  patriot,  half  a  coward  grown, 
I  fly  from  petty  tyrants  to  the  throne. 

Yes,brother,  curfe  with  me  that  baleful  hour; 
When  firft  ambition  flruck  at  regal  pow'r, 
And  thus,  polluting  honour  in  its  fource, 
Gave  wealth  to  fway  the  mind  with  double  force. 
Have  we  notfeen,  round  Britain's  peopled  more, 
Her  ufeful  fons  exchanged  for  ufelefs  ore; 
Seen  all  her  triumphs  but  deltru6lion  hafte, 
Like  flaring  tapers,  brightening  as  they  walte  j 
Seen  Opulence,  her  grandeur  to  maintain, 
Lead  Hern  Depopulation  in  her  train, 
i  And  over  fields  where  fcatter'd  hamlets  rofc, 
j  In  barren  folitary  pomp  repofe  ? 
|  Have  we  not  feen,  at  Pleafure's  lordly  call, 
jThe  muling  long- frequented  village  fall  ? 
j  Beheld  the  duteous  fon,  the  fire  decay'd, 
j  The  modefl  matron,  and  the  blufhing  maid, 
j  Forc'd  from  their  homes,  a  melancholy  train, 
j  To  traverfe  climes -beyond  the  weftern  main  ; 
I  Where  wild  Ofwegofpreads  her  fwamps  around 
j  And  Niagara  ftuns  with  thund'ring  found  ? 
|  E'en  now,  perhaps,  as  there  fome  pilgrim  flrays 
!  Thro'  tangledforefls,  and  thro1  dangerous  ways  ; 
Where  beads  with  man  divided  empire  claini, 
j  And  thebrown  Indian  markswithmurd'rousaim, 
j  There,  while  above  the  giddy  tempelt  flies, 
j  And  all  around  diflrefsful  yells  arife, 
The  penfive  exile,  bending  with  his  woe, 
To  ftop  too  fearful,  and  too  faint  to  go, 
Cafls  a  long  look  where  England's  glories  fhine, 
And  bids  his  bofom  fympathize  with  mine. 

Vain,  very  vain,  my  weary  fearch  to  find 
That  blifs  which  only  centres  in  the  mind? 
Why  have  I  ft  ray 'd  from  pleafure  and  repofe, 
To  leek  a  good  each  government  beilows  r 
In  ev'ry  government,  tho'  terrors  reign, 
Though  tyrant  kings  or  tyrant  laws  reflrain, 
How  final!,  of  all  that  human  hearts  endure, 
That  part  which  laws  or  kings  can  caufe  or  cure  < 
Still  to  ourfelves  in  ev'ry  place  confign'd, 
i  Our  own  felicity  we  make  or  find  : 
I  With  fecretcourfe,  which  no  loud  itorms  annoy, 
j  Glides  the  fmooih  current  of  domeftic  joy. 
!  The  lifted  ax,  the  agonizing  wheel, 
Luke's  iron  crown,  and  Damiens'  bed  of  fteel, 
To  men  remote  from  pow'r  but  rarely  known, 
Leave  reafon,  faith,  and  confcience,  all  ourovvn. 


§  2.     "The  Defer  ted  Village.    Goldfmith. 

Sweet  Auburn  !  lovelieft  village  of  the  plain, 
Where  health  and  plenty  cheer'd  the  labouring 

twain ; 
Where  fmiling  fpring  its  earlieft  vifitpaid, 
And  parting  fummer'sling'ring  blooms  delay 'd  ; 
Dear  lovely  bow'rs  of  innocence  and  eafe, 
Seats  of  my  youth  When  ev'ry  fport  could  pleafe, 
How  often  have  I  Joiter'd  o'er  thy  green, 
Where  humble  happinefs  endear'd  each  fcene  I 
How  often  have  I  paus'd  on  ev'ry  charm, 
The  fhelter'd  cot,  the  cultivated  farm, 
The  never-failing  brook,  the  bufy  mill,      [hill, 
The  decent  church  that  topp'd  the  neighb'ring 
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The  hawthorn  bufli,  withfeats  beneath  the  fhade, 
Fer  talking  age  and  whifp'ring  lovers  made  ! 
How  often  have  I  blefs'd  the  coming  day, 
When  toil  remitting  lent  its  turn  to  play ; 
And  all  the  village  train  from  labour  free, 
Led  up  their  fports  beneath  the  fpreading  tree; 
While  many  a  paftime  circled  in  the  lhade, 
The  young  contending  as  the  old  furvey'd: 
And  many  a  gambol  frolick'd  o'er  the  ground, 
And  iieitsof  art  and  feats  of  ilrength  wentround 
And  ftill,  as  each  repeated  pleafure  tir'd, 
Succeeding  fports  the  mirthful  band  infpir'd 
The  dancing  pair  that  (imply  fought  renown,  ; 
By  holding  out  to  tire  each  other  down  ; 
The  fwain,  miftrulllefs  of  his  fmutted  face, 
While  iecret  laughter  titter'd  round  the  place; 
The  bafhful  virgin's  fide-long  looks  of  love, 
The  matron's  glance  that  would  thofe  looks  re- 
prove—  [thefe, 
Thefe  were  thy  charms,  fweet  village!  fports  like 
With  fweet  fucceffion  taught  e'en  toil  to  pleafe; 
^  Thefe  round  thy  bow'rs  theircheerfulinrluence 
fhed,                                              [are  fled, 
Thefe  were  thy  charms — but  all  thefe  charms 

Sweet  fmiling  village,  lovelieft  of  the  lawn, 
Thy  (ports  arefled  ,andall  thy  charms  withdrawn, 
Amidit  thy  bow'rs  the  tyrant's  hand  is  feen, 
And  deflation  faddens  all  thy  green: 
One  only  mailer  grafpsthe  whole  domain, 
And  half  a  tillage  flints  thy  fmiling  piain  ; 
No  more  thy  glaffy  brook  reflects  the  day, 
But,  chok'd  with  fedges,  works  its  weedy  way  ; 
Along  thy  glades,  a  folitary  gueft, 
The  hollow-lbunding  bittern  guards  its  neft  ; 
Amidft  thy  defert  walks  the  lapwing  flies, 
And  tires  their  echoes  with  unvaried  cries. 
Sunk  are  thybow'rsin  fhapelefs  ruin  all, 
And  the  longgrafso'ertops  themould'ringwall  ; 
And  trembiing,fhrmkingfromthe  fpoiler'shand, 
Far,  far  away  thy  children  leave  the  land. 

Ill  fares  the  land,  tohaft'ning  ills  a  prey, 
Where  wealth  accumulates,  and*  men  decay : 
Princes  and  Lords  may  fiourifh  or  may  fade; 
A  breath  can  make  them  as  a  breath  has  made  : 
But  a  bold  peafantry,  their  country's  pride, 
When  once  deftroy'd,  can  never  be  fupplied. 

A  time  there  was,  ere  England's  griefs  began, 
When  every  rood  of  ground  mairtain'd  its  man; 
For  him  light  labour  fpread  her  wholefome  flore; 
Jull  gave  what  life  requir'd,  but  gave  no  more : 
His  bell  companions,  innocence  and  health  ; 
And  his  bell  riches,  ignorance  of  wealth. 

But  times  are  alter'd :  trade's  unfeeling  train 
Ufurp  the  land,  and  difpofiefs  the  fwain  j 
Along  the  lawn,  were  fcatrer'd  hamlets  rofe, 
Unweildy  wealth  and  cumb'rous  pomprepofe  j 
And  ev'jy  want  to  luxury  allied, 
And  ev'ry  pang  that  folly  pays  to  pride. 
Thofe  gentle  hours  that  plenty  bade  to  bloom, 
Thofe  calm  dellres  that  afk'd  but  little  room, 
Thofe  healthful  fports  that  grae'd  the  peaceful 

fcene, 
Liv'd  in  each  look,and  brighten'd  all  the  green  ; 
Thefe,  far  departing,  feek  a  kinder  fhore, 
And  rural  mirth  and  manners  are  jio  more. 


Sweet  Auburn!  parent  of  the  blifsful  hour, 
Thy  glades  forlorn  con fefs'd  the  tyrant's  pow'r. 
Here,  as  I  take  my  folitary  rounds, 
Amidft  thy  tangling  waiks,and  ruin'd  grounds; 
And,  many  a  year  elaps'd,  return  to  view  [grew; 
Where  once  the  cottage  ilood,  the  hawthorn 
Remembrance  wakes  with  all  her  bufy  train, 
Sweljs  at  my  breaft,  and  turns  the  pall  to  pain. 

In  all  my  wand'rings  round  thisworld  of  care, 
In  all  my  grief,  and  God  has  given  my  lhare— 
I  ftill  had  hopes,  my  latell  hours  to  crown, 
Amidll  thefe  humble  bow'rs  to  lay  me  down; 
To  hufband  out  life's  taper  at  the  clofe, 
And  keep  the  flame  from  wailing  my  repofe: 
I  ftill  had  hopes,  for  pride  attends  us  itiil, 
Amidft  the  fwains  to  mew  my  book-learn'd  fkill, 
Around  my  rire,  an  evening  group  to  draw, 
And  tell  of  all  I  felt,  and  all  I  law  ; 
And,  as  a  hare,  whom  hounds  and  horns  purfue, 
Pants  to  the  place  from  whence  at  firll  he  flew, 
I  ftill  had  hopes,  my  long  vexations  pall, 
Here  to  return,  and  die  at  home  at  laft. 

O  bleil  retirement,  friend  to  life's  decline, 
Retreat  from  care,  that  never  in u ft  be  mine  ! 
How  bleft  is  he,  who  crowns,in  [hades  like  thefe, 
A  youth  of  labour  with  an  age  of  eafe ; 
Whoquitsaworld  where  itrong temptations  try, 
And,  lince  'tis  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  fiy  ! 
For  him  no  wretches,  born  to  work  and  weep, 
Explore  the  mine,  or  tempt  the  dang'rous  deepj 
No  furly  porter  Hands  in  guilty  ilate, 
To  fpurn  imploring  famine  from  the  gate ; 
But  on  he  moves  to  meet  his  latter  end, 
Angels  around;  befriending  virtue's  friend; 
Sinks  to  the  grave  with  unperceiv'd  decay, 
While  relignation  gently  Hopes  the  way  ; 
And,  all  his  profpecb  bright'ning  to  the  laft* 
His  heaven  commences  ere  the  world  be  paft  ! 

Sweet  was  the  found,  when  oft  at  evening's 
clofe, 
Up  yonder  hill  the  village  murmur  rofe  ; 
There  as  I  pafs'd,  with  carelefs  Heps  and  flow, 
The  mingling  notes  came  foften'd  from  below; 
The  fwain  refponilve  as  the  milk-maid  lung, 
The  fober  herd  that  low'd  to  meet  their  young, 
The  noily  geeie  that  gabbled  o'er  the  pool, 
The  playful  children  juft  let  loofe  from  fchool, 
The  watch-dog's  voice  that  bay'd  the  whifp'ring 

wind, 
And  the  loud  laugh  that  fpoke  the  vacant  mind; 
Thefe  all  in  fweet  confuflon  fought  the  lhade, 
And  fiird  each  paufe  the  nightingale  had  made. 
But  now  the  founds  of  population  fail, 
No  cheerful  murmurs  fluctuate  in  the  gale, 
No  bufy  Heps  the  grafs- grown  footway  tread, 
But  all  the  bloomy  fluih  of  life  is  fled : 
All  but  yon  widow'd,  folitary  thing, 
That  feebly  bend  befide  the  plafhy  ipring; 
She,  wretched  matron  !  fore'd  in  age  for  bread, 
To    ftrip    tke    brook    with    mantling    crelfes 

fpread," 
To  pick  her  wint'ry  faggot  from  the  thorn, 
To  feek  her  nightly  fhed,  and  weep  till  morn  ; 
She  only  left,  of  all  the  harmlefs  train, 
The  fad  hiftcrian'  of  the  penfive  plain. 

\  P  2  Near 
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Near  yonder  confc,where  once  the  garden  fmil'd, 
And  ftill  where  many  a  garden  flow'r  grows  wild, 
There,  where  a  few  torn  flirubs  the  place difclofe, 
The  village  preacher's  modeft  manfion  role. 
A  man  he  was  to  all  the  country  dear, 
And  palling  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  year; 
Remote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race, 
Nor  e'er  had  changed,  nor  wiftYd  to  change,  his 
Unfkilful  he  to  fawn,  or  feek  for  pow'r,  [place  ; 
By  doctrines  fafhion'd  to  the  varying  hour; 
Far  other  aims  his  heart  had  learn'd  to  prize, 
More  bent  to  raife  the  wretched  than  to  rife. 
His  houfe  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train  ; 
He  chidtheirwand'rings,  but  reliev'd  their  pain. 
The  long-remember'd  beggar  was  hisgueft, 
Whofe  beard  defcendingiwept  his  aged  brealr; 
Theruin'd  fpendthrift,  now  no  longer  proud, 
Claim  jd  kindred  there,andhadhisclaimsallow'ci; 
The  broken  foldier,  kindly  bade  to  ft  ay, 
Sat  by  his  fire,  and  talk'd  the  night  away ; 
Wept  o'er  his  wounds,  or,  tales  of  forrow  done, 
Shouldered  his  crutch,and  ihew'd  how  fields  were 
won.  [glow, 

Pleas'd  with  his  guefts  the  good  man  learn'd  to 
And  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe  ; 
Carelefs  their  merits  or  their  faults  to  lean, 
His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began, 

Thus  to  relieve  the  wretched  was  his  pride, 
And  ev'n  his  failings  lean'd  to  Virtue's  iide  ; 
{But,  in  his  duty  prompt  at  ev'ry  call, 
He  watch'd  and  wept,  hepray'dandfelt  for  all. 
And,  as  a  bird  each  fond  endearment  tries, 
To  tempt  her  new-fledg'd  offspring  to  the  fkies  : 
He  tried  each  art,  reprov'd  each  dull  delay, 
Allur'd  to  brighter  worlds,  and  led  the  way. 

Behde  the  bed,  where  parting  life  was  laid, 
And  forrow.  guilt,  and  pain,  by  turns  difmay'd, 
The  rev'rend  champion  flood  :  At  his  controul 
X>efpair  and  anguifh  fled  the  ftruggling  foul  ; 
Comfort  came  downthe'tremblingwretch  toraife, 
Andhislaft  falt'ringaccentswhifper'd  praiie. 

At  church,  with  meek  and  unaffected  grace, 
His  looks  adorn'd  the  venerable  place  ; 
Truth  from  his  lips  prevail'd  with  double  (way, 
And  fools  who  came  to  feoff,  remain'd  to  pray. 
The  fervice  paft,  around  the  pious  man, 
With  ready  zeal  eaeh  honeft  ruftic  ran  ; 
"JZ/v'n  children  follow'd  with  endearing  wile, 
.And  pl^ck'd  his  gown  to  ftiare  the  good  man's 

fmile. 
His  ready  fmile  a  parent's  warmth  exprefs'd, 
Their     welfare    pleas'd    him,  and    their  care 

diftrefs'd  ; 
To  diem  his  heart,  his  love,his  griefs  were  given, 
But  all  his  ferious  thoughts  had  reft  in  heaven. 
As  iome  tall  cliff  that  lifts  its  awful  form, 
Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves  the 

itorm, 
Tho'  roundits  breaft  the  rolling  clouds  arefpread, 
Eternal  funihine  fettles  on  its  head. 

Betide  yon  ftraggling  fence  that  fkirts  the  way, 
With  bloflbm  fur/e  unprorltably  gay, 
There,  in  his  noify  manfion  fkill'd  to  rule, 
The  village  mailer  taught  his  little  fchool  j        . 


A  man  fevere  he  was, and  item  to  view; 
I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew. 
Well  .had  the  boding  tremblers  learn'd  to  trace 
The  day's  dilalicrs  in  his  morning  face: 
Fell  well  they  laugh'd  with  counterfeited  glee 
At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  ,a  joke  had  he  ; 
Full  well  theTnify  whifper  circling  round 
Convey 'd  the  difmal  tiding:,  when  he  frown'cL 
Yet  he  was  kind;  or,  if  fevere  in  aught, 
Tile  love  he  bore  to  learning  was  in  fault ; 
The  village  all  declar'd  how  much  he  knew; 
'Twas  certain  he  could  write  and  cypher  too; 
Lands  he  could  meafure,  terms  and  tides  pre  f  age, 
And  ev'n  the  itory  ran  that  he  could  gauge  ; 
In  arguing  too  the  parfon  owii'd  his  ftciil, 
For,even  though  vanquifh'd,  he  could  argue  ftill  5 
While  words  of  learned  length,  and  thuud'ring 

found, 
Amaz'd  the  gazing  nifties  rang'd  around  ; 
And  ftill  they  gaz'd,  and  ftill  tiie  wonder  grew, 
That  one  f  mall  head  could  carry  all  he  knew. 
But  pait  is  all  his  fame, :  the  very,  fpot, 
Where  many  a  time  he  triumph'd  is  forgot. 

Near  yonder  thorn  that  lifts  its  head  on  high, 
Where  once  the  lign-poft  caughtthe  pairing  eye, 
Low  lies  that  houfe  where  nut-brown  draughts 

infpir'd, 
Where  grey-beard  mirth  and  fmiling  toil  retir'd, 
Where  village  flatefmen  talk'd  with  looks  pro- 
found, 
And  news  much  olderthan  their  ale  went  round- 
Imagination  fondly  ftoops  to  trace 
The  parlour  fplendours  of  that  feftive  place; 
The  white-wafh'd  wall,  the  nicely  landed  floor, 
The  varnifh'd   clock  that  click'd  behind  the 

door ; 
The  cheft  contriv'd  a  double  debt  to  pay, 
A  bed  by  night,  a  cheft  of  draw'rs  by  day ; 
The  piclures  plac'd  for  ornament  and  ufe, 
The  twelve  good  rules,  the  royal  game  of  goofe ; 
The  hearth,  except  when  winter  chill'd  the  day, 
With  afpen  boughs,and  flow'rs,  and  fennel  gay. 
While  broken  tea-cups,  wifely  kept  for  fhow, 
Rang'd  o'er  the  chimney,  giiiten'd  in  a' row. 

Vain  tranfitory  fplendour  !   could  not  all 
Reprieve  the  tott'ring  manfion  from  its  fall  ? 
Obfcure  it  finks,  nor  (hall  it  more  impart 
An  hour's  importance  to  the  poor  man's  heart ; 
Thither  no  more  the  peafant  fliall  repair 
To  fweet  oblivion  of  his  daily  care; 
No  more  the  farmer's  new.-:,  the  barber's  tale, 
No  more  the  woodman's  ballad  fhail  prevail ; 
No  more  the  fmith  his  dufky  brow  fhall  clear, 
Relax  his  pond'rousftrength,and  lean  to  hear; 
The  hoft  himftlf  no  longer  fliall  be  found, 
Careful  to  fee  the  mantling  blifs  go  round  ; 
Nor  the  coy  maid,  half  willing  to  be  preft, 
Shall  kifs  the  cup  to  pais  it  to  the  reft. 

Yes  !  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  difdain, 
Thefe  fimple  hie/lings  of  the  lowly  train  ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart, 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  glofs  of  art  : 
Spontaneous  joys,  where  nature  has  its  play, 
The  foul  adopts,  and  owns  their firft-born  iway ; 

Lightly 
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Lightly  they  frolic  o'er  the  vacant  mind,  (The  dome  where  pleafure  holds  her  midnight 

Unenvied,  unmolefted,  unconfin'd :  reign> 

But  the  long  pomp,  the  midnight  mafquerade,  Here,  richly  deck'd,  admits  the  gorgeous  train; 
With  all  the  freaks  of  wanton  wealth  array 'd,  Tumultuous  grandeur  crouds  the  blazingfquare, 
In  thefe,  ere  tritlers  half  their  wifh  obtain,  The  rattling  chariots  clam,  the  torches  glare. 

The  toiling  pleafure  fickens  into  pain  ;  Sure  Icenes  like  thefe  no  troubles  e'er  annoy ! 

And,  ev'n  while  fafhion's  brighten  arts  decoy,  •  Sure  thefe  denote  one  univerfal  joy  !  [eyes 


The  heart  diftrufting  afks,  if  this  be  joy  ? 

Ye  friends  to  truth,  ye  ftatefraen  who  furvey. 
The  rich  man's  joys  increafe,  the  poor's  decay, 
Tis  yours  to  judge  how  wide  the  limits  itand 
Between  a  fplendid  and  a  happy  land. 
Proud  i  wells  the  tide  with  loads  of  freighted  ore, 
And  (houting  folly  hails  them  from  her  more; 
Hoards,  ev'n  beyond  themifer's  wiih,  abound, 
And  rich  men  flock  from  all  the  world  around; 
Yet  count  ourgains  :  this  wealth  is  but  a  name 
That  leaver  our  ufeful  product  ftill  the  fame. 
Not  fo  the  lofs  :  the  man  of  wealth  and  pride 
Takes  up  a  fpace  that  many  poor  fu pplied; 
Space  for  his  lake,  his  park's  extended  bounds, 
Space  for  his  holies,  equipage,  and  hounds; 
The  robe  that  wraps  his  limbs  in  niken  floth, 
Has  robb'd  the  neighb'ring  fields  of  half  their 

growth; 
His  feat,  where  folitary  fports  are  feen, 
Indignant  fpurns  the  cottage  from  the  green; 
Around  the  world  each  needful  product  nies, 
For  all  the  luxuries  the  world  fupplies. 
While  thus  the  land  adorn'd  for  pleafure  all, 
In  barren  fplendour  feebly  waits  the  fall. 

As  fome  fair  female,  unadorn'd  and  plain, 
Secure  to  pleafe  while  youth  confirms  her  reign, 
Slights  ev'ry  borrowed  charm  thatdrefs  fupplies: 
Nor  (hares  with  art  the  triumph  of  her  eyes  : 
Butwhenthofecharmsarepait(forchannsarefrail) 
When  time  advances,  and  when  lovers  fail, 
She  then  fhines  forth,  folicitous  to  blefs, 
In  all  the  glaring  impotence  of  drefs. 
Thus  fares  the  land,  by  luxury  bet  ray 'd, 
In  nature's  fimpleft  charms  at  firft  array'd  ; 
But,  verging  to  decline,  its  fplendours  rife, 
Its  villas  ftrike,  its  palaces  furprife. 
While,  fcourg'dby  famine  from  the  fmiling  land, 
The  mournful  peafant  leads  his  humble  band ; 
And  wrhile  he  links,  without  one  arm  to  fave, 
The  country  blooms — a  garden  and  a  grave  ! 

Where  then,  ah  where,  fhall  poverty  refide, 
To  'fcape  the  preflure  of  contiguous  pride  ? 
If  to  fome  common's  fencelefs  limits  ftray'd, 
He  drives  his  flock  to  pick  the  fcanty  blade, 
Thofe  fencelefs  fields  the  fonsof  wealth  divide, 
And  ev'n  the  bare-worn  common  is  denied. 

If  to  the  city  fped — what  waits  him  there  ? 
To  lee  profufion  that  he  mull  not  fhare ; 
To  fee  ten  thou  land  baneful  arts  combin'd 
To  pamper  luxury,  and  thin  mankind  ; 
To  fee  each  joy  the  fons  of  pleafure  know 
Extorted  from  his  fellow -creature's  woe. 
He\-e,  while  the  courtier  glitters  in  brocade, 
There  the  pale  artift  plies  the  fickly  trade  ; 
Here,  while  the  proud  their  long-drawn  pomp 

difplay, 
There  the  black  gibbet  glooms  befide  the  way. 


Are  thefe  thy  ferious  thoughts  ?  Ah,  turn  thine 
Where  the  poor  houfelefs  lhiv'ring  female  lies. 
She,  once,  perhaps,  in  village  plenty  bleft, 
Has  wept  at  tales  of  innocence  difixeft; 
Her  modcit  looks  the  cottage  might  adorn, 
Sweet  as  the  primrofe  peeps  beneath  the  thorn  5 
Now  loll  to  all ;  her  friends,  her  virtue  fled, 
Near  her  betrayer's  door  fhe  lays  her  head ; 
And  pinch'd  with  cold,  and  ihrinking  from  the 

fnow'r, 
With  heavy  heart  deplores  that  lucklefs  hour, 
When  idly  firft,  ambitious  of  the  town, 
She  left  her  wheel,  and  robes  of  country  brown. 

Do  thine,  fweet  Auburn,  thine,  the  lovelieft 
Do  thy  fair  tribes  participate  her  pain  ?     [train, 
Ev'n  now,  perhaps,  by  cold  and  hunger  led, 
At  proud  men's  doors  they  afk  a  little  bread! 

Ah,  no  !  to  diftant  climes,  a  drear}'-  fcene, 
Where  half  the  convex  world  intrudes  between, 
Through  torrid  tracts  with  fainting  ilepsthey  go, 
Where  wild  Altama  murmurs  to  their  woe. 
Far  different  there  from  all  that  charms  before, 
The  various  terrors  of  that  horrid  fhore; 
Thofe  blazing  funs  that  dart  a  downward        , 
And  fiercely  lhed  intolerable  day ; 
Thofe  matted  woods  where  birds  forget  to  fing", 
But  iiient  bats  in  drowiy  clufters  cling : 
Thofe  pois'nous  fields  with  rank  luxuriance 

crown'd, 
Where  the  darkfeorpion  gathers  death  around; 
Where  at  each  Hep  the  itranger  fears  to  wake 
Tne  rattling  terrors  of  the  vengeful  fnake ; 
Where  crouching  tigers  wait  their  haplefs  prey, 
And  lavage  men,  more  murd'rous  Hill  than  they; 
While  oft  in  whirls  the  mad  tornado  flies, 
Mingling  the  ravag'd  landfcape  with  the  fkies. 
Far  diff 'rent  thefe  from  ev'ry  former  fcene, 
The  cooling  brook,  the  graily-vefted  green, 
The  breezy  covert  of  the  warbling  grove, 
That  only  fhelter'd  thefts  of  harmlefs  love. 

Good  Heaven  !  what  forrows  gloom'd  that 
parting  day, 
That  call'd  them  from  their  native  walks  away ; 
When  the  poor  exiles,  ev'ry  pleafure  paft,  [laff. 
Hung  round  the  bow'rs,  and  fondly  look'd  their 
And  took  a  long  farewell,  and  wilh'd  in  vain 
For  feats  like  thefe  beyond  the  weftern  main  ; 
And  fhudd 'ring  ftill  to  face  the  diftant  deep, 
Return'd  and  w:ept,  and  ftill  return 'd  to  weep  I 
The  good  old  lire  the  firft  prepar'd  to  go 
To-new- found  worlds,  and  wept  for  others  woe;. 
But  forhimfelf,  in  confeious  virtue  brave, 
He  only  wihVd  for  worlds  beyond  the  grave. 
His  lovely  daughter,  lovelier  in  her  tears, 
The  fond  companion  of  his  haplefs  years, 
Silent  went  next,  neglectful  of  her  charms* 
And  left  a  lover's  fot  her  father's  arms* 
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With  louder  plaints  tbemother  fpokeher  woes, 
And  biefs'dthecot  where  every  plealure  roi'e  ; 
Andkifs'dherthoughtlefsbabeswithmanyatear, 
And  clafp'd  them  cloie,  in  forrow  doubly  dear; 
-  Whiift  her  fond  hufbind  ft  rove  to  lend  relief 
In  all  the  filent  manhnefs  of  grief. 

O,  luxury!  thoucurft  by  Heaven's  decree, 
How  ill  exchang'd  are  things  like thefe  for  thee! 
How  do  thy  potions,  with  inlidious  joy, 
Diifuie  their  pleafures  only  to  deftroy  ! 
Kingdoms,  by  thee  to-  fickly  greatnefs  grown, 
Eoalt  of  a  florid  vigour  not  (heir  own. 
At  e  v  Yy  draught  more  large  and  large  they  grow, 
A  bloated  mafs  of  rank  unwieidly  woe  ; 
Till  fapp'd  their  ftrength,andev'rypartunfound, 
Down,  down  they  fink,  andfpreada  ruin  round. 

Even  now  the  dcvaftatior.  -is  begun, 
And  half  the  bus'nefs  of  deftrucrjon  done  ; 
Ev'n  now,  methinks,  as  pond'ring  here  I  Hand, 
2  fee  the  rural  virtues  leave  the  land. 
Down  wbereyon anch'ring  veflcl  fpreads  the  fail, 
That  idly  waiting  flaps  with  every  gale, 
Downward  they  move,  a  melancholy  band, 
Pafs  from  the  more,  and  darken  all  the  ftrand. 
Contented  toil,  and  hofpitable  care, 
And  kind  connubial  tendernefs,  are  there  ; 
And  piety  with  wifnes  plac'd  above, 
And  fteady  loyalty,  and  faithful  love. 
And  thou,  Tweet  poetry,  thou  lovelieft  rnaid, 
Still  firft  to  fly  where  fenfunl  joys  invade  ; 
Unfit  in  thefe  degen'rate  times  of  fhame 
To  catch  the  heart,  or  ftrike  for  honefl  fame  ; 
Dear  charming  nymph,  neglected  and  decried, 
IMy  fhame  in  crowds,  my  folitary  pride ! 
Thou  fource  of  all  my  blifs  and  all  my  woe, 
That  found1!!  me  poor  at  firft,  and  keep'ft  me  fo; 
Thou  guide,  by  which  the  nobler  arts  excel, 
Thou  fource  of  ev'ry  virtue,  fare  thee  well ! 
Farewell !  and,  oh !  where'er  thy  voice  be  tried, 
On  Torrio's  cliffs,  or  Pambamarca's  fide, 
Wh  cher  where  equinoctial  fervours  glow, 
Or  winter  wraps  the  polar  world  in  fnow, 
Still  let  thy  voice,  prevailing  over  time, 
IRedrefs  the  rigours  of  th'  inclement  clime  ; 
Aid  flighted  truth  with  thy  perfuaiive  ftrain, 
Teach  erring  man  to  fpurn  the  rage  of  gain  ; 
Teach  him  thatftates,  of  native  ftrength  poffeft, 
Though  very^oor,  may  ftill  be  veiy  bleftj 
That  trade's  proud  empire  haites  to  fwfft  decay, 
As  ocean  fweeps  the  laboured  mole  away  ; 
While  felf  dependant  pow'r  can  time  defyj 
As  rocks  refill  the  billows  and  the  iky. 
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§  3 .    Edwin  and  Angelina. ,  A  Ballad. 

Goldfmith. 

*  Turn,  gentle  Hermit  of  the  dale, 
'  And  guide  my  lonely  way 

'  To  v  here  yon  taper  cheers  the  vale 

*  With  hofpitable  ray. 

'  For  here  forlorn  and -foil  I  tread, 

*  With  fainting  fteps  and  (low  ; 

*  Where  wilds,  immeasurably  fpread, 

'  Seem  length 'nin  a:  as  I  co." 


1  Forbear,  my  fon,'  the  Hermit  cries, 

*  To  tempt  the  dang'rous  gloom  j 

*  For  yonder  phantom  only  flies 

*  To  lure  thee  to  thy  doom. 

*  Here  to  the  houfelefs  child  of  want 
1  My  door  is  onen  ftill ; 

'  And,  tho'  my  portion  is  but  fcaht, 

*  I  give  it  with  good- will. 

1  Then  turn  to-night,  and  freely  (hare 

'  Whate'er  my  cell  beftows ; 
'  My  rufhv  couch  and  frugal  fare, 

*  My  blefling  and  repofe. 

1  No  flocks  that  range  the  valley  free 

'  To  (laughter  I  condemn  ; 
'  Taught  by  that  power  that  pities  me, 

'  I  learn  to-pity  them: 
'  But  from  the  mountain's  grafTy  fide 

*  Aguiltlefsfeaft  I  bring; 

1  A  fcrip  with  herbs  and  fruit  fupplied, 

'  And  water  from  the  fpring. 
'  Then,  pilgrim,   turn,  thy  cares  forego ; 

1  All  earth-born  cares  are  wrong: 

*  Man  wants  but  little  here  below, 

'  Nor  wants  that  little  long." 
Soft  as  the  dew  from  heaven  defcends, 

His  gentle  accents  fell: 
The  modeft  ftranger  lowly  bends, 

And  follows  to  the  cell. 

Far  in  a  wildernefs  obfeure 

The  lonely  manfion  lay  ; 
A  refuge  to  the  neighb'ring  poor, 

And  ftrangers  le(d  aftray. 

No  ftores  beneath  its  humble  thatch 

Requir'd  a  mailer's  care; 
The  wicket,  op'ning  with  a  latch, 

Receiv'd  the  harmiefs  pair. 

And  now,  when  bufy  crowds  retire 

To  take  their  ev'ning  reft, 
The  Hermit  trimm'd  his  little  fire, 

And  cheer'd  his  penfive  gueftj 
And  fpread  his  vegetable  ftore, 

And  gaily  prefs  d  and  fmil'd  ; 
And,  fkiU'din  legendary  lore, 

The  ling'ring  hours  beguil'd. 

Around  in  fym pathetic  mirth 

Its  tricks  the  kitten  tries, 
The  cricket  chirrups  in  the  hearth, 

The  crackling  faggot  flies. 

But  nothing  could  a  charm  impart 

To  footh  the  ftranger's  woe  ; 
For  grief  was  heavy  at  his  heart, 

And  tears  began  to  flow. 

His  rifing  cares  the  Hermit  fpied, 

With  anfw'ring  care  opprefs'd  : 
1  And  whence,  unhappy  youth,'  he  cried, 

'  The  forrows  of  thy  breaft  ? 
'  From  better  habitations  fpurr/d, 

«  Reluctant  doft  thou  rove  ? 
'  Or  grieve  for  friend fliip  unrtturn'd, 

1  Or  unregarded  love  ? 

•  Alast 
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1  Alas  !  the  joys  that  fortune  brings 

1  Arc  trifling  and  decay; 
1  And  thofe  who  prize  the  paltry  things 

'  More  trifling  ltill  than  they. 
'  And  what  h  friendihip  but  a  name, 

1  A  charm  that  lulls  to  fleep  ; 
t  A  ihade  that  follows  wealth  or  fame, 

'  And  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep  ? 
'  And  love  is  ftill  an  emptier  found, 

'  The  modern  fair-one's  jelf ; 
•  On  earth  unfeen,  or  only  found 

■  To  warm  the  turtle's  neft. 

«  For  flv.tme  !  fond  youth,  thy  forrows  hufti, 

1  And  fpurn  the  fex  V  bejaid; 
But,  while  he  fpoke,  a  riling  blulh 

His  love-lorn  gueft  betray'd. 
Surprised  he  fees  new  beauties  rife, 

Swift  mantling  to  the  view, 
Like  colours  o'er  the  morning  Ikies, 

As  bright,  as  tranfient  too. 
The  balhful  look,  the  riling  breaft, 

Alternate  fpread  alarms ; 
The  lovely  ftranger  Hands  confeft 

A  maid  in  all  her  charms. 
And,  '  ah  !  forgive  a  ftranger  rude, 

*  A  wretch  forlorn,'  fhe  cried, 
Whole  feet  unhallow'd  thus  intrude 
'  Where  Heaven  and  you  relide  ! 

But  let  a  maid  thy  pity  (hare, 

1  Whom  love  has  taught  to  ftray; 

Who  feeks  for  reft,  but  finds  defpair 

*  Companion  of  her  way. 
My  father  liv'd  befide  the  Tyne, 
'  A  wealthy  lord  was  he ; 
And  all  his  wealth  was  mark'd  as  mine, 

*  He  had  but  only  me. 
To  win  me  from  his  tender  arms 

'  Unnumber'd  fuitors  came ; 

Who  prais'd  me  for  imputed  charms, 

'  And  felt,  or  feign'd  a  flame. 

Each  hour  a  mercenary  crowd 

*  With  richeft  proffers  ftrove ; 
Among  the  reft  young  Edwin  bow'd, 

'  But  never  talk'd  of  love. 
In  humble,  fimpleft  habit  clad, 

*  No  wealth  or  power  had  he ; 
Wifdom  and  worth  were  all  he  had, 

*  But  thefe  were  all  to  me. 

The  blofTom  op'ning  to  the  day, 

*  The  dews  of  heaven  refin'd, 
Could  nought  of  purity  difplay 

*  To  emulate  his  mind. 

The  dew,  the  bloflbms  of  the  tree, 
'  With  charms  inconftant  fhine  ; 
Their  charms  were  his,  but,  woe  to  me  ! 

*  Their  conftancy  was  mine. 

For  ftill  I  tried  each  fickle  art, 

*  Importunate  and  vain; 
And  while  his  paffion  touch'd  my  heart, 

*  I  triuroph'd  jn  l^js  pain; 
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1  Till,  quite  dejedled  with  my  fcorn, 

*  He  lefr  me  to  my  pride ; 
'  And  fought  a  foiitude  forlorn 

*  In  fecrtt,  where  he  died. 
'  But  mine  the  forrow,  mine  the  fault ! 

*  And  well  my  life  mail  pay  ; 
I'll  feek  the  foiitude  he  fought, 

*  And  ftretch  me  where  he  lay  ! 

'•  And  there  forlorn,  defpairing,  hid, 

1  I'll  lay  me  down  and  die  ; 
'  'Twas  fo  for  me  that  Edwin  did, 

*  And  fo  for  him  will  I !' 

'  Forbid  it,  Heaven  !'  the  Hermit  cried, 

And  clafp'd  her  to  his  breaft: 
The  wond'ring  fair-one  turn'd  to  chide— 

'Twas  Edwin's  felf  that  prefs'd. 

'  Turn  Angelina,  ever  dear, 

,'  My  charmer,  turn  to  fee 
'  Thy  own,  thy  long-loft  Edwin  here, 

'  Reftor'd  to  love  and  thee  ! 

*  Thus  let  me  hold  thee  to  my  heart, 

*  And  ev'ry  care  refign  : 
{  And  fhall  we  never,  never  part, 

*  My  life — my  all  that's  mine? 

1  No,  never  from  this  hour  to  part; 

*  We'll  live  and  love  fo  true, 
1  The  figh  that  rends  thy  conftant  heart 

*  Shall  break  thy  Edwin's  too !' 


§  4.     A  Paftoral.     In  Four  Parts.     Pope. 

To  Sir  William  Trumbal. 

Pastoral  I.    SPRING. 
First  in  thefe  fields  I  try  the  fy] van  ftrains, 
Nor  blulh  to  fporton  Windfor's  blifsful  plains. 
Fair  Thames,  flow  gently  from  thy  facred  fpring, 
While  on  thy  banks  Sicilian  Mules  ling; 
Let  vernal  airs  through  trembling  ofiers  play, 
And  Albion's  cliffs  refound  the  rural  lay. 

You  that,too  wife  for  pride,  too  good  forpow'r, 
Enjoy  the  glory  to  be  great  no  more, 
And,  carrying  with  you  all  the  world  can  boaft, 
To  all  the  world  illuftrioully  are  loft ! 

0  let  my  Mufe  her  flender  reed  infpire, 
Till  in  your  native  fhades  you  tune  the  lyre 
So  when  the  nightingale  to  reft  removes, 
The  thrufh  may  chant  to  the  forfaken  groves; 
But,  charm 'd  to  filence,  liftens  while  fhe  lin^s, 
And  all  th'  aerial  audience  clap  their  wings. 

Soon  as  the  flocks  fhook  off  the  nightly  dews, 
Two  Swains,  whom  love  kept  wakeful,  and  the 

Mufe, 
Pour'd  o'er  the  whitening  vale  their  fleecy  care, 
Frefh  as  the  morn,  and  as  the  feafon  fair : 
The  dawn  now  blufliing  on  the  mountain's  fide, 
Thus  Daphnis  fpeke,  and  Strephon  thus  replieu: 

DAPKN1S. 

Hear  how  the  birds,  on  every  bloomy  fpray, 
With  joyous  mulic  w^ake  the  dawning  day  ! 
Why  lit  we  mute  when  early  linnets  ling, 
When  warbling  Philomel  falutes  the  (bring  ? 
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Why  fit  we  fad  when  Phofphor  fhines  fo  clear, 
And  lavifh  Nature  paints  the  purple  year  ? 

STREPHON. 

Sing  then,  and  Damon  mall  attend  the  ftrain, 
While  yon  flow  oxen  turn  the  furrow'd  plain. 
Here  the  bright  crocus  and  blue  violet  glow  ; 
Here  weftern  winds  on  breathing  roles  blow. 
I'll  flake  yon  lamb  that  near  the  fountain  plays, 
And  from  the  Wink  his  dancing  lhade  furveys, 

DAPHNIS. 

And  I  this  bowl,  where  wanton  ivy  twines, 
And  fwelling  clufters  bend  the  curling  vines  : 
Four  figures  riling  from  the  work  appear, 
The  various  feafons  of  the  rolling  year ; 
And  what  is  that,  which  binds  the  radiant  iky, 
Where  twelve  fair  iigns  in  beauteous  order  lie  ? 

DAMON. 

Then  fing  by  turns,  by  turns  the  Mufes  ling, 
Now  hawthorns  blofTom,  now  the  dailies  fpring, 
Now  leavesthe  trees,and  fiow'rs  adorntheground; 
Begin,  the  vales  fhall  ev'ry  note  rebound. 

STREPHON. 

Infpire  me,  Phoebus,  in  my  Delia's  praife, 
With  WaHer'sftrainSjOrGranville's  moving  l:>,ys! 
A  milk-white  Bull  fhall  at  your  altars  ftand, 
That  threats  a  fight,  and  fpurns  the  rifing  land. 

DAPHNIS. 

O  Love  !  for  Sylvia  let  me  gain  the  prize,.. 
And  make  my  tongue  victorious  as  her  eyes : 
No  lambs  or  fheep  for  victims  I'll  impart; 
Thy  victim.  Love,  mail  be  the  fhepherd's  heart. 

STREPHQN. 

Me  gentle  Delia  beckons  from  the  plain  ; 
Then  hid  in  (hades,  eludes  her  eager  fvvain  ; 
But  feigns  a  laugh,  to  fee  me  fearch  around, 
And  by  that  laugh  the  willing  fair  is  found. 

DAPHNIS. 

The  fprightly  Sylvia  trips  along  the  green  ; 
She  runs,  but  hopes  (he  does  not  ran  unfcen ; 
While  a  kind  glance  at  her  purine  r  fixes — 
How  much  at  variance  are  her  feet  aud  eyes ! 

STREPHON. 

O'er  golden  fands  let  rich  PaCtolus  flow, 
And  trees  weep  amber  on  the  banks  of  Po  ; 
BleifThames's  fhoresthebrighteit  beauties  yield: 
Feed  here,  my  lambs,  I'll  feek  no  diitant  field. 

DAPHNIS. 

Celefcial  Venus  haunts  Idalia's  groves  ; 
1  Diana  Cynthus,  Ceres  Hybla loves; 
If  Windfor  fliades  delight  the  matchlefs  maid, 
Cynthus  and  Hybla  yield  to  Windlbr-fhade. 

STREPHON. 

All  nature  mourns,  the  Ikies  relent  in  fhow'rs, 
Kufh'd  are  the  birds,  and  clos'd  the  drooping 

fiow'rs ; 
If  Delia  fmile,  the  fiow'rs  begin  to  fpring, 
The  ikies  to  brighten,  and  the  birds  to  ling. 
DAPHNES. 

All  nature  laughs,  the  groves  are  frefh  and 
The  inn's  mild  luiire  warms  the  vitalair;    [fair, 
If  Sylvia  miiles,  new  glories  gild  the  (bore,'    . 
^anquifli'd  nature  (Vem*  to  charm  no  more. 


STREPHON, 

In  fpring  the  fields,  ,in  autumn  hills  I  love, 
At  morn  the  plains,  at  noon  the  mady  grove, 
Hut  Delia  always  ;  abfent  from  her  fight, 
Nor  plains  at  morn,  nor  groves  at  noon  delight. 

DAPHNIS. 

Sylvia's  like  autumn  ripe,  yet  mild  as  May, 
More  bright  than  noon,  yet  frefh  as  early  day ; 
E'en  fpring  difpleafes,  when  fhe  mines  not  here ; 
But,  bled  with  her,  'tis  fpring  throughout  the 
year. 

STREPHON. 

Say,  Daphnis,  fay,  in  what  glad  foil  appears 
A  wond'rous  Tree  that  facred  Monarchs  bears  : 
Tell  me  but  this,  and  I'll  difclaim  the  prize, 
And  give  the  conqueft  to,  thy  Sylvia's  eyes. 

DAPHNIS. 

Nay,  tell  me  firft,  in  what  more  happy  fields 
The  Thiftte  fprings,  to  which  the  Lily  yields: 
And  then  a  nobler  prize  I  will  relign  ; 
For  Sylvia,  charming  Sylvia,  fhall  be  thine. 

DAMON, 

Ceafe  to  contend  ;  for,  Daphnis,  I  decree 
The  bowl  to  Strephon,  and  the  lamb  to  thee: 
Bleft  "Swains,  whole  Nymphs  in  every  grace  excel; 
Hlelt  Nymphs,  whole  Swains  thofe  graces  fing 

io  well  ! 
Now  rife,  and  haile  to  yonder  woodbine  bow'rs, 
A  foft  retreat  from  fudden  vernal  fhow'rs  ; 
The.  turf  with  rural  dainties  fhall  be  crown'd; 
While  op'ningbloomsdiifufetheirfweetsaround. 
For,  fee !  the  gathering  flocks  to  fhelter  tend, 
And  from  the  Pleiads  fruitful  fhow'rs  defcend. 

Pastoral  II.     SUMMER. 
Addreffed  to  Dr.  Garth. 

A  Shepherd's  boy  (he  feeks  no  better  name) 
Led  forth  his  flocks  along  the  filver  Thame, 
Where  dancing  funbeams  on  the  waters  play'd, 
And  verdant  alders  form'd  a  quiv'ring  fhade. 
Soft  as  he  mourn'd,  the  Dreams  forgot  to  flow, 
The  flocks  around  a  clump  companion  fhow, 
The  Naiads  wept,  in  ev'ry  wat'ry  bow'r, 
And  Jove  confented  in  a  filent  fhow'r. 

Accept,  O  Garth,  the  Mufe's  early  Jays, 
That  adds  this  wreath  of  ivy  to  thy  bays ; 
Hear  what  from  Love  unpraclis'd  hearts  endure, 
From  Love,  the  fole  difeafe  thou  can  'ft  not.  cure. 

Ye  fhady  beeches,  and  ye  cooling  ftreams, 
Defence  from  Phoebus,  not  from  Cupid's  beams. 
To  you  I  mourn,  nor  to  the  deaf  I  ling  ; 
The  woods  fhall  anfwer,  and  their  echo  ring. 
The  hills  aud  rocks  attend  my  doleful  lay — 
Why  art  thou  prouder  and  more  hard  than  they? 
The  bleating  fheep  with  my  complaints  agree  ; 
They  parch'd  with  heat,  and  I  infiam'd  by  thee,. 
The  fuitry  Sirius  burns  the  thirfly  plains, 
While  in  thy  heart  eternal  winter  reigns. 

Wru'refcray,  ye  Mufes,  in  what  lawn  orgrovea 
While  your  Alexis  pines  in  hopelefs  love? 
In  thofe  fair  fields  where  facred  Ifis.  glides, 
Or  elfe  where  Cam  his  winding  vajes  divides  ? 
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As  in  the  cryftal  fpring  I  view  my  face, 
Fre(h  riling  blumes  paint  the  wat'ry  glafs; 
But  (ince  thofe  graces  pleafe  thy  eyes  no  more, 
I  fhun  the  fountains  which  I  fought  before. 
Once  I  was  (kill'd  in  ev'ry  herb  that  grew, 
And  ev'ry  plant  that  drinks  the  morning  dew  ; 
Ah,  wretched  fhepherd,  what  avails  thy  art, 
To  cure  thy  lambs,  but  not  to  heal  thy  heart! 

Let  other  fwains  attend  the  rural  care, 
Feed  fairer  flocks,  or  richer  fleeces  (hear : 
But  nigh  yon  mountain  let  me  tune  my  lays, 
Embrace  my  Love,and  bind  my  brows  with  bays. 
That  flute  is  mine  which  Colin's  tuneful  breath 
lnfpir'd  when  living,  and  bequeathed  in  death : 
He  faid — Alexis,  take  this  pipe,  the  fame 
That  taught  the  groves  my  Rofalinda's  name: 
But  now  the  reeds  mall  hang  on  yonder  tree, 
For  ever  filent,  (ince  defpis'd  by  thee. 
Oh !    were  I  made  by  feme  transforming  pow'r 
The  captive  bird  that  fings  within  thy  bow'r  ! 
Then  might  my  voice  thy  lift'ningea'rs  employ. 
And  I  thofe  kifles  he  receives  enjoy. 

And  yet  my  numbers  pleafe  rhe  rural  throng, 
Rough  Satyrs  dance,  and  Pan  applauds  the  fong: 
The  Nymphs,  for&kkig  ev'ry  cave  and  fpring, 
Their  early  fruit  and  milk-white  turtles  bring  : 
Each  am'rous  nymph  prefers  her  gifts  in  vain, 
On  you  their  gifts  are  all  beftow'd  again. 
For  you  the  fwains  the  fairelt  flowers  defign, 
And  in  one  garland  all  their  beauties  join  : 
Accept  the  wreath  which  you  deferve  alone, 
In  whom  all  beauties  are  compris'd  in  cue. 

See  what  delights  in  fylvan  fcenes  appear  ! 
Descending  gods  have  found  Elyfium  here. 
In  woods  bright  Venus  with  Adonis  (tray'd, 
And  chalte  Diana  haunts  the  foreft-fhade. 
Come,  lovely  nymph,  and  blefs  the  filent  hours, 
When  fwains  from  ihearing  feek  their  nightly 

bow'rs  ; 
When  weary  reapers  quit  the  fultry  field, 
And  crown'd  vvithcorn  theirthsnkstoCere?  yield. 
This  harmlefs  grove  no  lurking  viper  hides, 
But  in  my  bread  the  ferpent  love  abides, 
Here  bees  from  bloflbms  lip  the  rofy  dew, 
But  your  Alexis  knows  no  fweets  but  you. 
Oh  deign  to  vifit  our  forfaken  feats, 
The  moify  fountains,  and  the  green  retreats  ! 
Where'er  you  walk,  cool  gales  (hall  fan  the  glade, 
Trees,  where  you  fit,  mall  crowd  into  a  (hade: 
Where'er  you  tread,  the  blufhing  fiow'rs  mail 

rife, 
And  all  things  flourim  where  you  turn  your  eyes. 
Gh !  how  I  long  with  you  to  pafs  my  days, 
Invoke  the  Mules,  and  relbund  your  praife! 
Your  praife  the  birds  (hall  chant  in  ev'ry  grove, 
And  winds  (hall  waft  it  to  the  pow'rs  above. 
But  would  you  ftng,  and  rival  Orpheus1  drain, 
The  wond'ringforeits  foon  mould  dance  again. 
The  moving  mountains  hear  the  pow'rfurcall, 
And  headlong  dreams  hang  lifl'ning  in  their  fall! 

But  fee,  the  (hepherds  (hun  the  noon-day  heat, 
The  lowing  herds  to  murm'ring  brooks  retreat; 
To  clofer  (hades  the  panting  flocks  remove  ; 
Ye  gods !  and  is  there  no  relief  for  Love  ? 


Bt.t  foon  the  fun  with  milder  rays  defcends 
To  the  cool  ocean,  where  his  journey  ends: 
On  me  Love's  fiercer  flames  for  ever  prey ; 
By  night  he  fcorches,  as  he  burns  by  day. 

Pastoral  III.    AUTUMN. 

Addrejfedto  Mr.  Wycherley. 

Beneath  the  (hade  a  fpreading  beech  difplays 
Hylasand  ^Egon  fung  their  rural  lays: 
This  mourn'd  a  faithlefs,  that  an  abient  Love; 
And  Delia's  name  and  Doris'  rill'd  the  grove. 
Ye  Mantuan  nymphs,  your  facred  fuccourbring, 
Hylas  and  JEgon's  rural  lays  I  fing. 

Thou,  whom  the  Nine  with  Plautus'  wit  in- 
The  art  of  Terence,  and  Menander's  fire;  [fpire, 
Whole  fenfe  initructs  us,  and  whole  humour 
charms,  [warms! 

Whofe  judgment  fways   us,  and  whole  fpirk 
Oh,  ikili'd  in  nature  !  iee  the  hearts  of  iw.-uns, 
Their  art'efs  pardons,  and  their  tender  pains. 

Now  letting  Phcebus  (hone  ferenely  bright, 
And  fleecy  clouds  were  ftreak'dwithpurplelight; 
When  tuneful  Hylas  with  melodious  moan 
Taught  rocks  to  weep,  and  made  the  mountains 
groan . 

Go  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  away  I 
To  Delia's  ear  the  tender  notes  convey. 
As  (bme  fad  Turtle  his  loft  love  deplores, 
And  with  deepmurmurs  fills  thefoundingihores; 
Thus,  far  from  Delia,  to  the  winds  I  mourn, 
Alike  unheard,  unpitied,  and  forlorn. 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  along  ! 
For  her,  the  feather'd  choirs  neglect,  their  feng ■$ 
For  her,  the  limes  their  pleaflng  (hades  deny  j 
For  her,  the  lilies  hang  their  heads  and  die. 
Ye  fiow'rs  that  droop,  forfaken  by  the  fpring  $ 
Ye  birds  that,  left  by  fummer,  ceafe  to  (ing  ; 
Ye  trees  that  fade  when  autumn  heats  remove, 
Say,  is  not  abfence  death  to  thofe  who  love  ? 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  iighs  away  ! 
Curs'd  be  the  fields  that  cauie  my  Delia's  ltayj 
Fade  ev'ry  blofibm,  wither  ev'ry  tree, 
Die  ev'ry  fiow'r,  and  periftt  all  but  (he ! 
What  have  I  faid  ?  where'er  my  Delia  flies, 
Let  fpring  attend,  and  fudden  (iow'rs  arKe; 
Let  op'ning  rofes  knotted  oaks  adorn, 
And  liquid  amber  drop  from  ev'ry  thorn. 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  (ighs  along! 
The  birds  (hall  ceafe  to  tune  their  ev'ning  fong, 
The  winds  tobreathe,  the  waving  woods  to  move, 
And  dreams  to  murmur  ere  I  ceafe  to  love. 
Not  bubbling  fountains  to  the  thirfly  (wain, 
Not  balmy  deep  to  lab'rers  faint  with  pain, 
Not  (how'rs  to  larks,  or  funfhine  to  the  bee, 
Are  half  (6  charming  as  thy  fight  to  me. 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  (ighs  away ! 
Come,  Delia,  come;  ah,  why  this  long  delay  ? 
Thro'  rocks  and  caves  the  name  of  Delia  founds : 
Delia,  each  cave  and  echoing  rock  rebounds. 
Ye   pow'rs,  what  pleaiing  phrenzy  fooths  my 
Do  lovers  dream,  or  is  my  Delia  kind  ?  [mind  ! 
She  comes,  my  Delia  comes !  Now  cea'e,  my  lay ; 
And  ceaie,  ye  gales,  to  bear  my  fighs  away  ! 

Next 
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Next^gon  fung,  while  Windfor  groves  ad- 
mir'd ;  s 

Rehearfe,  ye  Mufes,  what  yourfelves  infpir'd. 

Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  (brain! 
Of  perjur'd  Doris,  dying  I  complain  : 
Here,  where  the  mountains,  lefs'ning  as  they  rife, 
Lofe  the  low  vales,  and  Heal  into  the  Ikies  j 
"While  laboring  oxen  fpejit  with  toil  and  heat, 
In  their  loofe  traces  from  the  field  retreat ; 
While  curling  fmok.es  from  village  tops  are  feen, 
And  the  fleet  (hades  glide  o'er  the  duiky  green. 

Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  lay  ! 
Beneath  yon  poplar  oft  we  pafs'd  the  day: 
Oft  on  the  rind  I  carvM  her  am'rous  vow?, 
While  me  withgarland  shungthehendingboughs. 
The  garland?  fade,  the  vows  are  worn  awayj 
So  dies  her  love,  and  (b  my  hopes  decay. 

Refound,  ye  hiils,  refound  my  mournful  drain  ! 
Now  bright  Arcturus  glads  the  teeming  grain, 
Now  golden  fruits  on  loaded  branches  mine, 
And  grateful  clufters  iwell  with  floods  of  wine  j 
Now  blufhing  berries  paint  the  yellow  grove ; 
Juft  gods !  fhali  all  things  yield  returns  but  love? 

Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  lay  ! 
The  fhepherds  cry,  "T  hy  flocks  are  left  a  prey." 
Ah !  what  avails  it  me  the  flocks  to  keep, 
Who  loft  my  heart  while  I  preferv'd  my  Iheep  ? 
Pan  came,  and  afk'd  what  magic  caus'd  my  fmart, 
Or  what  iil  eyes  malignant  glances  dart  ? 
What  eyes  but  hers,  alas !  have  pow'r  to  move  ? 
And  is  there  magic  but  what  dwells  in  love  ? 

Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  mymoumfulftrains! 
Til  fly  from  fhepherds,  flocks,  and  flow'ry  plains. 
From  ihepherds,flocks,and  plains,  I  may  remove, 
Forfake mankind,  and  all  the  world — but  Love! 
I  know  thee,  Love !  on  foreign  mountains  bred, 
Wolves  gave  thee  fuck,  and  lavage  tigers  fed  : 
Thou  wert  from  JEtna's  burning  entrails  torn, 
Got  by  fierce  whirlwinds,  and  in  thunder  born  ! 

Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  lay ! 
Farewell,  ye  woods  !  adieu,  the  light  of  day  ! 
One  leap  from  yonder  cliff  fliall  end  my  pains  : 
No  more, ye  hills,  no  more  refound  my  ftrains  ! 
Thus  fung  the  fhepherds  till  th'  approachofnight 
The  fkies  yet  blufhing  with  departing  light ; 
When  falling  dews  withfpanglesdeck'dtheglade, 
And  the  low  fun  had  lengthened  ev'ry  fhade. 

Pastoral  IV.    WINTER. 
To  the   Memory  of   Mrs.   "Tempeji, 

LYCIDAS. 

Tkyrsis,  the  mufic  of  that  murm'ringfpring 
Is  not  fo  mournful  as  the  ftrains  you  fmgj 
Nor  rivers  winding  thro'  the  vales  below 
So  fweetly  warble,  or  fo  fmoothly  flow. 
Now  fleeping  flocks  on  their  foft  fleeces  lie, 
The  moon,  ierene  in  glory,  mounts  the  fky, 
While  filent  birds  forget  their  tuneful  lays, 
Oh  fing  of  Daphne's  fate  and  Daphne's  praife ! 

THYRSIS. 
Behold  the  groves  that  fhine  with  filver  froft, 
Their  beauty  wither'd,  and  their  verdure  loft. 
Here  fliall  I  try  the  fweet  Alexis1  ftrain, 
That  calTu  the  JiiVning  Dryads  to  the  plain  ! 


Thames  heard  the  numbers,  as  he  flow'd  along, 
And  bade  his  willows  learn  the  moving  long. 

LYCIDAS. 

So  may  kind  rains  their  vital  moifture  yield, 
And  fwell  the  future  harveft  of  the  field. 
Begin  ;  this  charge  the  dying  Daphne  gave, 
And  faid,  '  Ye  ihepherds,  fing  around  my  grave!" 
Sing,  while  befide  the  fhaded  tomb  I  mourn, 
And  with  frefh  bays  her  rural  fhrine  adorn. 

THYRSIS. 

Ye  gentle  Mufes,  leave  your  cryftal  fpring, 
Let Nymphsand  Sylvans  cyprefs  garlands  bring  j 
Ye  weeping  Loves,  the  ft  ream  with  myrtles  hide, 
And  break  your  bows  as  when  Adonis  died  ; 
And  with  your  golden  darts,  now  ufelefs  grown, 
Infcribe  a  verfe  on  this  relenting  ftone: 
"  Let  nature  change,  let  heaven  and  earth  deplore ! 
"Fair  Daphne's  dead,  and  love  is  now  no  more  !" 

'Tis  done,  and  nature's  various  charms  decay, 
See  gloomy  clouds  obfeure  the  cheerful  day  ! 
Now  hung  with  pearls  the  dropping  trees  appear, 
Their  faded  honours  fcatter'd  on  her  bier. 
See  where  on  earth  the  flow'ry  glories  lie, 
With  her  they  flouriuVd,  and  with  herthey  die. 
Ah,  what  avail  the  beauties  nature  wore  ? 
Fair  Daphne's  dead,  and  beauty  is  no  more! 

For  her  the  flocks  refufe  their  verdant  food, 
The  thirfty  heifers  fliun  the  gliding  flood  j 
The  filver  fwans  her  haplefs  fate  bemoan 
In  notes  more  fad  than  when  they  fing  their  own  j 
In  hollow  caves  fweet  Echo  filent  lies, 
Silent,  or  only  to  her  name  replies  ; 
Her  name  with  pleafure  once  me  taught  the  fhore ; 
Now  Daphne  's  dead,  and  pleafure  is  no  more  I 

No  grateful  dews  defcend  from  ev'ning  fkies, 
Nor  morning  odours  from  the  flow'rs  arife  } 
No  rich  perfumes  refrefh  the  fruitful  field, 
Nor  fragrant  herbs  their  native  incenfe  yield. 
The  balmy  Zephyrs,  filent  lince  her  death, 
Lament  the  ceafing  of  a  fweeter  breath  j 
Th'  induftrious  bees  neglect  their  golden  ftorej 
Fair  Daphne's  dead,  and  fweetnefs  is  no  more! 

NomorethemountinglarkSjwdiileDaphnefings, 
Shall,  lift'iring  in  mid  air,  fufpend  their  wings  j 
No  more  the  birds  fhall  imitate  her  lays, 
Or,  hufli'd  with  wonder,  hearken  from  the  fprays; 
No  more  the  ft  reams  their  murmurs  fhall  forbear, 
A  fweeter  mufic  than  their  own  to  hear  ; 
But  tell  the  reeds,  and  tell  the  vocal  fhore, 
Fair  Daphne's  dead,  and  mufic  is  no  more. 

Her  fate  is  whifper'd  by  the  gentle  breeze, 
And  told  in  fighs  to  all  the  trembling  trees ; 
The  trembling  trees,  in  ev'ry  plain  and  wood, 
Her  fate  re-murmur  to  the  filver  flood ; 
The  filver  flood,  fo  lately  calm,  appears 
S well'd  with  newpaflion,ando'erflowswithtears. 
The  winds,  andtrees,andfloods,herdeathdeplore, 
Daphne,  our  grief,  our  glory  now  no  more  ! 

But  fee !  where  Daphne  wond'ring  mounts  on 
Above  the  clouds,  above  the  ftarry  fky  !    [high, 
Eternal  beauties  grace  the  fhining  fcene, 
Fields  ever  frefh,  and  groves  for  ever  green! 

There, 
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There,  while  you  reft  in  amaranthine  bow'rs, 
Or  from  thofe  meads  feleft  unfading  flow'rs, 
Behold  us  kindly,  who  your  name  implore, 
Daphne,  our  goddefs,  and  our  grief  no  more! 

LYCIDAS. 

How  all  things  1  iften  while  thy  Mufe  complains! 
Such  filence  waits  on  Philomela's  ltrains 
In  fome  ilill  ev'ning,  when  the  whifp'ringbreeze 
Pants  on  the  leaves,  and  dies  upon  the  trees. 
To  thee,  bright  goddefs.,  oft  a  lamb  fhall  bleed, 


2ig 

See  Pan  with  flocks,with  fruits  Pomona  crown'd; 
Here  blufhing  Flora  paints  th'  enameli'd  ground, 
Here  Ceres*  gifts  in  waving  profpecl:  ftand, 
And  nodding  tempt  the  joyful  reaper's  hand  5 
Rich  Induftry  fits  fmiiing  on  the  plains, 
And  peace  and  plenty  tell,  a  Stuart  reigns. 
Not  thus  the  land  appear'd  in  ages  paft, 
A  dreary  defert,  and  a  gloomy  wafte; 
To  favage  beads  and  favage  laws  a  prey ; 
And  kings  more  furious  and  fevere  than  they; 
j  Whoclaim'd  the  Ikies,  difp?opled  air  and  floods, 


If  teeming  ewes  increafe  my  fleecy  breed,  [give,  The  ]ond    lordg  of  ;  wi|ds  and  woods 


While  plants  their  made,  or  flow'rs  their  odours 
Thy  name,  thy  honour,  and  thy  praife  mall  live  ! 

THYRSIS. 

But  fee,  Orion  metis  unwholefome  dews  5 
Arife,  the  pines  a  noxious  (hade  difFufe; 
Sharp  Boreas  blows,  and  nature  feels  decay; 
Time  conquers  all,  and  we  muft  Time  obey. 


Cities  laid  wafte,  they  ftorm'd  the  dens  and  caves 
(For  wifer  brutes  were  backward  to  be  Haves), 
What  could  be  free,  when  lawlefs  beafts  obey'd, 
And  ev'n  the  elements  a  tyrant  fway'd  ? 
In  vain  kind  feafons  fwell'd  the  teeming  grain, 
Soft  fliow'rs  diftill*d,and  funs  grew  warm  in  vain; 
I  The  fwain  with  tears  his  fruftrate  labour  yields, 


Adieu,  ye  vales,  ye  mountains,  ftreams,  and  I  Ami  famifh'd  dies  amidft  his  ripen'd  fields 


groves ; 
Adieu,  ye  mepherds'  rural  lays  and  loves  ; 
Adieu,  my  flocks;  farewell,  ye  fylvan  crew; 
Daphne,  farewell ;  and  all  the  world  adieu  ! 


§  5.     Windjor-Foreji.       Pope. 

To  the  Rt.  Hon.  George  Lord  Lanfdown. 
Thy  forefts,  Wind  for !  and  thy  green  retreats, 
At  once  the  Monarch's  and  the  Mufes'  feats, 
Invite  my  lays.     Be  prefent,  fylvan  maids  ! 
Unlock  your  fprings,  and  open  all  your  fhades. 
-Granville  commands ;  your  aid,  O  Mufes  bring! 
What  Mufe  for  Granville  can  refufe  to  ling  ? 

The  groves  of  Eden,  vanilh'd  now  Co  long, 
Live  in  defcription,  and  look  green  in  long: 
Thefe,  were  my  breaft  infpir'd  with  equal  flame, 


What  wonder  then,  a  beaft  or  fubje£f.  (lain 
j  Were  equal  crimes  in  a  deibotic  reign  ? 
f  Both  doom'd  alike  for  fportive  tyrants  bled ; 

But  while  the  fubjecf.  ftarv'd,  the  beaft  was  fed. 

Proud  Nimrod  firft  the  bloody  chace  began; 

A  mighty  hunter,  and  his  prey  was  man  : 

Ourhaughty  Norman  boafts  that  barb'  rous  name, 

And  makes  his  trembling  Haves  the  royal  game. 

Thefieldsareravifh'dfromth'induftriousfwains. 

From  men  their  cities,  and  from  gods  their  fanes ; 

The  levell'd  towns  with  weeds  lie  cover'd  o'er  5 
•The  hollow  winds  thro'  naked  temples  roar; 
I  Round  broken  columns  clafping  ivy  twin'd; 

O'er  heaps  of  ruin  ftalk'd  the  (lately  hind ; 

The  fox  obfeene  to  gating  tombs  retires; 

And  favage  bowlings  rill  the  iacred  quires. 

Aw'd  by  his  nobles,  by  his  commons  curft, 

Th'  opprelfor  rul'd  tyrannic  where  he  durft; 


Like  them  in  beauty,  ihould  be  like  in  fame. 

Here  hills  and  vales,  the  woodland  and  the  plain,  j  Stretch'd  o'er  the  poor  and  church  his  iron  rod, 


Here  earth  and  water  feem  to  ftrive  again  ! 
Not,  chaos-like,  together  crufh'd  and  bruis'd, 
But,  as  the  world,  harmoniouily  confus'd: 
Where  order  in  variety  we  fee, 
And  where,  tho'  all  things  differ,  all  agree. 


And  ferv'd  alike  his  vaffals  and  his  God. 
Whom  ev'n  the  Saxon  fpar'd,  and  bloody  Dane, 
The  wanton  victims  of  his  fport  remain. 
But  fee,  the  man  who  fpacious  regions  gave 
A  wafte  for  beafts,  himfelf  denied  a  grave  ? 


Here  waving  groves  a  chequer'd  icene  difplay,     Stretch'd  on  the  lawn  his  fecond  hope  furvey, 


And  part  admit,  and  part  exclude  the  day ; 
As  fome  coy  nymph  her  lover's  warm  addrefs 
Nor  quite  indulges,  nor  can  quite  reprefs. 


There  interfpers'd  in  lawns  and  op'ning  glades,  |  Succeeding monarchs  rieard  the  fubjecVs  cries, 


At  once  the  chafer,  and  at  once  the  preyt 

Lo  !   Rufus,  tugging  at  the  deadly  dart, 

Bleeds  in  the  foreft  like  a  wounded  hart. 


Thin  trees  arife  that  lhun  each  other's  ihades: 
Here,  in  full  light  the  ruflfet  plains  extend ; 
There,  wrapt  in  clouds,  the  bluiih  hills  afcend. 
Ev'n  the  wild  heath  difplays  her  purple  dyes, 
And  'miditthe  defert  fruitful  fields  arife, 
That,crown'd  withtufted  trees  andfringingcorn, 
Like  verdant  ifles,  the  fable  wafte  adorn. 
Let  India  boaft  her  plants,  nor  envy  we 
The  weeping  amber  or  the  balmy  tree, 
While  by  our  oaks  the  precious  loads  are  borne, 
And  realms  commanded  which  thofe  trees  adorn. 
Not  proud  Olympus  yields  a  nobler  light, 
Tho'  gods  aflembled  grace  his  tow'ring  height, 
Than  what  more  humble  mountains  offer  here, 
Where,  in  their  bleflings,  all  thofe  gods  appear. 


Nor  faw  difpleasM  the  peaceful  cottage  rife. 

Thengath'ringflocksonunknownmountainsfed; 

O'er  fandy  wilds  were  yellow  harvefts  fpread  ; 

The  forefts  wonder'd  at  the  unufual  grain, 

Andfecrettranfporttouch'dtheconfciousfwain. 

Fair  Liberty,  Britannia's  Goddefs,  rears 

Her  cheerful  head,  and  leads  the  golden  years. 

Ye  vig'rous  fwains!  while  youth  ferments  your 
Andpurerfpirits  (well  the  fprightly  flood,  [blood, 
Now  range  the  hills,  the  gameful  woods  befet, 
Wind  the  (hrill  horn,  or  fpread  the  waving  net. 
When  milder  autumn  fummer's  heat  fucceeds, 
And  in  the  new-fhom  field  the  partridge  feeds, 
Before  his  lord  the  ready  fpaniel  bounds, 
Panting  with  hope,he  tries  the  furrow'dgrounds; 

But 
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But  when  the  tainted  gales  the  game  betray, 
Couch'd  clofe  he  lies,  and  meditates  the  prey : 
Secure  they  truft  th'  unfaithful  field  befit, 
Till  hov'ring  o'er  'em  fweeps  the  f (veiling  net. 
Thus(if  fm'all  things  we  may  with  great  compare) 
When  Albion  fends  her  eager  fbns  to  war, 
Some  thoughtlefs  town,wi  th  eafe  and  plentyblefl, 
Near,  and  more  near,  the  doling  lines  inveft; 
Sudden  they  feize  th1  amaz'd,  defencelefs  prize; 
And  high  in  air  Britannia's  ftandard  flies. 

See' !  from  the  brake  the  whirring  pheafant 
iprings. 
And  mounts  exulting  on  triumphant  wings  : 
Short  is  his  joy;  he  feels  the  fiery  wound,      , 
Flutters  in  blood, and  panting  beats  the  ground. 
Ah  !  what  avail  his  glofly,  varying  dyes, 
His  purpled  creft  and  fcarlet-circled  eyes, 
The  vivid  green  his  mining  plumes  unfold, 
His  painted  wings,  and  breaft  that  flames  with 
gold  1 

Nor  yet,  when  moil!  Arclurus  clouds  the  fky, 
The  woods  and  fields  their  pleading  toils  deny. 
To  plains  with  well-breath  *d  beagles  we  repair, 
And  trace  the  mazes  of  the  circling  hare  : 
(Beads,  urg'd  by  us,  their  fellow  beafts  purine, 
And  learn  of  man  each  other  to  undo)  :   [roves, 
With  flaughi'ring  guns  th1  unwearied  fowler 
When f rolls  have  whiten'd  all  the  naked  groves  ; 
Where  doves  in  flocks  the  leafiefs  trees o'erihade, 
And  lonely  woodcocks  haunt  the  wat'ry  glade. 
He  lifts  the  tube,  and  levels  with  his  eye^ 
Straight  a  fhort  thunder  breaks  the  frozen  flcy : 
Oft,  as  in  airy  rings  they  flcim  the  heath, 
The  clam'' rous  lapwings  feel  the  leaden  death  ; 
Oft,  as  the  mounting  larks:  their  notes  prepare, 
"They  fall,  and  leave  their  little  lives  in  air. 

In  genial  fpring, beneath  the  quiv'ringfhade, 
Where  cooling  vapours  breathe  along  the  mead, 
The  patient  fiiher  takes  his  Client  fiiand, 
Intent,  his  angle  trembling  in  his  hand: 
With  looks  unmov'd  he  hopes  the  icaly  breed, 
And  eyes  the  dancing  cork  and  bending  reed, 
Our  plenteous  ftreams  a  various  race  fupply : 
The  bright-eyed  perch,  with  fins  of  Tyrian  dye ; 
Tke  filver  eel,  in  fhining  volumes  roll'd ; 
The  yellow  carp,  in  fcales  bedropt  with  gold; 
Swift  trouts,  diverfified  with  crimfon  flams; 
And  pikes,  the  tyrants  of  the  wat'ry  plains. 

Now  Cancer  glows  with  Phoebus'  fiery  car  ; 
The  youth  rufh  eager  to  the  fylvan  war, 
Swarm  o'erthe  lawns,  the  foreft  walks  furround, 
Roufe  the  fleevha:t,and  cheer  the  opening  hound. 
Th'  impatient  courier  pants  in  every  vein, 
And  pawing  feems  to  beat  the  dillant  plain  : 
Hills,  vales,  and  floods,  appear  already  crofs'd, 
And  ere  he  flarts  a  thoufand  ffeps  are  lofl. 
See  the  bold  youth  ftrain  up  the  threat'ningfteep, 
Hum  thro'  the  thickets,  down  the  valley  fweep, 
Hang  o'er  their  courfers'  heads  with  eager  ipeed, 
And  earth  rolls  back  beneath  the  flying  fleed. 
1/  i-  old  Arcadia  boafl  her  ample  plain, 
Th'  immortal  byntpefs,  and  her  virgin-train; 
Nor  envy,  Wind  for  !  finte  thy  fhades  have  feen 
As  b.i^kt  a  Goddefs,  and  as  chafte  a  Queen: 


Whole  care,  like  hers,  protects  the  fylvan  reign  ; 
The  earth's  fair  light,and  Emprefs  of  the  main. 

Here  too,  'tis  iung  of  old  Diana  ftray'd, 
And  Cynthus'  top  forlbok.  for  Windibr-fhade; 
Here  was  fhe  feen  o'er  airy  wafles  to  rove, 
Seek  the  clear  fpring,  or  haunt  the  pathlefs  grove; 
Here  arm'd  with  filver  bows,  in  early  dawn, 
Her  buikin'd  Virgins  trae'd  the  dewy  lawn. 
Above  the  reft:  a  rural  nymph  was  fam'd, 
Thy  offspring,  Thames  !  the  fair  Lodona  nam'd 
(Lodona's  fate,  in  long  oblivion  caft, 
The  Mufefhall  flng,  and  what  fhefings  fhalllaft): 
Scarce  could  the  goddefs  from  her  nymph  be 

known, 
But  by  the  crefcent,  and  the  golden  zone. 
She  fcorn'd  the  praife  of  beauty,  and  the  care; 
A  belt  her  wciiir,  a  fillet  binds  her  hair; 
A  pointed  quiver  on  her  ihoulder  founds, 
And  with  her  dart  the  flying  deer  fhe  wounds. 
It  chane'd,  as,  eager  of  the  chace,  the  maid 
Beyond  the  forefl's  verdant  limits  ftray'd, 
Pan  law  and  lov'd;  and,  burning  with  defire, 
Purfu'd  her  flight ;  her  flight  increas'd  his  fire. 
Not  half  fo  fwift  the  trembling  doves  can  fly, 
When  the  fierce  eagle  cleaves  the  liquid  iky; 
Not  half  fo  fwiftly  the  fierce  eagle  moves, 
When  thro'  the  clouds  he  drives  the  trembling 

doves ; 
As  from  the  god  fhe  flew  with  furious  pace, 
Or  as  the  god  more  furious  urg'd  the  chace. 
Now  fainting,  linking,  pale,  the  nymph  appears  j 
Now  clofe  behind  his  founding  fteps  fhe  hears ; 
And  now  his  fhadow  reach'd  her  as  fhe  run, 
His  iluidow  lengthen'd  by  the  letting  fun; 
And  now  his  ihorter  breath,  with  fultry  air, 
Pants  on  her  neck,  and  fans  her  parting  hair. 
In  vain  on  father  Th:imes  fhe  ealls  fo.  aid, 
Nor  could  Diana  help  her  injured  maid. 
Faint,  breathlefs,  thus  fhe  pray'd,  nor  pray'd  in 

vain — 
"  Ah  Cynthia!  ah— -tho'  b'anifh'd  from  thy  train,. 
"  Let  me,  O  let  me,  to  the  fhades  repair, 
"  My  native  fhades — there  weep,  and  murmur 
She  lay,  and  melting  as  in  tears  fhe  lay,    [there." 
In  a  foft  iilver  ftream  diflblv'd  away. 
The  iilver  ftream  her  virgin  coldnefs  keeps, 
For  ever  murmurs,  and  for  ever  weeps ; 
Still  bears  the  name  the  haplefs  virgin  bore, 
And  bathes  the  foreit  where  fhe  rang'd  befofe. 
In  her  chafte  current  oft  the  goddeis  laves, 
And  with  celeftial  tears  augments  the  waves. 
Oft  in  her  giafs  the  mufing  fhepherds  fpies 
Theheadlong  mountains  and  thedown  wardfkies, 
The  wat'ry  landikip  of  the  pendent  woods, 
And  abfent  trees  that  tremble  in  the  floods; 
In  the  clear  azure  gleam  the  flocks  are  feen, 
And  floating  foreils  paint  the  waves  with  green; 
Thro'  the  fair  fcene  rollilow  the ling'ringft reams, 
Then  foaming  pour  along,  and  rufh  into  the 

Thames. 
Thou,  too,  great  father  of  the  Britiih  floods  ! 
With  joyful  pride  furvey'fl  our  lofty  woods; 
Where  tow'ringoakstheirgrowinghonours  rear, 
And  future  navies  on  -hv  fhores  appear ; 

Not 
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Not  Neptune's  felf  from  all  her  dreams  receives 
A  wealthier  tribute  than  to  thine  he  gives. 
No  leas  fo  rich,  fo  gay  no  banks  appear, 
No  lake  fo  gentle,  and  no  fpring  fo  clear; 
Nor  Po  fo  iwells  the  fabling  Poet's  lays, 
While  led  along  the  ikies  bis  current  Itrays, 
As  thine,  which  vitits  Windfor's  fam'd  abodes  ; 
To  grace  the  maniion  of  our  earthly  gods : 
Nor  all  his  liars  above  a  lullre  mew 
Like  thy  bright  beauties  on  the  banks  below  ; 
Where  Jove,  fubdued  by  mortal  paflion  ftill, 
Might  change  Olympus  for  a  nobler  hill. 
Happy   the   man   whom   this  bright  Court 

approves, 
His  fov'reign  favours,  and  his  country  loves : 
Happy  next  him,  who  to  thefe  (hades  retires, 
Whom  Nature  charms,  and  whom  the  Mufe 

i  nip ires 


'Tis  yours,  my  Lord,  to  blefs  our  foft  retreats, 
And  call  the  Mutes  to  their  ancient  feats;  * 
To  paint  anew  the  flow'ry  fylvan  fcenes, 
To  crown  the  fore  ft  s  with  immortal  greens, 
Make  Windfor  hills  in  lofty  numbers  rite, 
And  lift  her  turrets  nearer  to  the  ikies  5 
To  ling  thofe  honours  you  deferve  to  wear, 
And  add  new  luitre  to  her  filver  ilar. 
Here  noble  Surrey  felt  the  facred  rage, 
Surrey,  the  Granville  of  a  former  age: 
Matchlefs  his  pen,  victorious  was  his  lance, 
Bold  in  the  lifts,  and  graceful  in  the  dance : 
In  the  fame  (hades  the  Cupids  tun'd  his  lyre, 
To  the  fame  notes  of  love,  and  foft  deiire : 
Fair  Geraldine,  bright  object  of  Iris  vow, 
Then  iiird  the  groves,  as  heavenly  Mira  now. 
Oh  wouldft  thou  iing  what  heroes  Windfor 
bore, 


Whom  humblerjoys  of  home-felt  quiet  pleafe, ':  Wbatkingsm-ftbreath'duponherwmdingfhorej 


Succefnve  itudy,  exercife,  and  eafe. 
He  gathers  health  from  herbs  the  forefts  yields, 
And  of  their  fragrant  phyiic  fpoils  the  fields  j 
With  chemic  arts  exalts  the  min'ral  pow'rs, 
And  draws  the  aromatic  fouls  of  flow'rs  : 
Now  marks  the  courfe  of  rolling  orbs  on  high  ; 
O'er  figur'd  worlds  now  travels  with  his  eye  j 
Of  ancient  writ  unlocks  the  learned  ftore, 
Confults  the  dead  and  lives  paft  ages  o'er : 
Or,  wand'ring  thoughtful  in  the  iilent  wood, 
Attends  the  duties  of  the  wife  and  good, 
T'  obferve  a  mean,  but  to  himfelf  a  friend, 
To  follow  nature,  and  regard  his  end  ; 
Or  looks  on  heaven  with  more  than  mortal  eyes, 
Bids  his  free  foul  expatiate  in  the  ikies, 
Amid  her  kindred  ftars  familiar  roam, 
Survey  the  region,  and  confefs  her  home ! 
Such  was  the  life  great  Scipio  once  admir'd  ; 
Thus  Atticus,  and  Trumbal  thus,  retir'd. 
Ye  facred  nine  !  that  ail  my  foul  poflefs, 


Or  raife  old  warriors,  whofe  ador'd  remains 
In  weeping  vaults  her  haiiow'd  earth  contains  j 
With  Edward's  acts  adorn  the  mining  page, 
Stretch  his  long  triumphs  dowrn  thi-o'  ev'ry  age  ; 
Drawmonarchschain,d,andCrefrfsglonousneld, 
The  lilies  blazing  on  the  regal  ihield  :  . 
Then,  from  her  roofs  when  Verrio's  colours  fall, 
And  leave  inanimate  the  naked  wall, 
Still  in  thy  fong  ihould  vanquiih'dFrance  .appear, 
And  bleed  for  ever  under  Britain's  fpear. 

Let  fofter  ftrains  ill-fated  Henry  mourn, 
And  palms  eternal  flouriih  round  his  urn. 
Here  o'er  the  Martyr  King  the  marble  weeps, 
And,  fail  befide  him,  once-fear'd  Edward  fleeps: 
Whom  not  th'  extended  Albion  couid  contain, 
From  old  Belerium  to  the  northern  main, 
The  grave  unites ;  where  e'en  the  great  find  reft, 
And  blended  lie  th'  oppreftbr  and  trToppreit. 

Make  facred  Charles's  tomb  for  ever  known 
(Obicure  the  place,  and  uninfcrib'd  the  ftone). 


Whofe  raptures  fire  me,  and  whofe  viiions  blefs.  Oh  fact  accurs'd !  what  tears  has  Albion  (hed  ! 


Bear  me,  oh  bear  me  to  fequefter'd  fcenes, 
The  bow'ry  mazes,  and  furrounding  greens  ; 
To  Thames's  banks  which  fragrant  breezes  fill, 
Or  where  ye  Mutes  fport  on  Cooper's  Hill 
(On  Cooper's  Hill  eternal  wreaths  (hall  grow, 
While  lalls  the  mountain,  or  while  Thames'Ihall 
I  feem  thro'  confecrated  walks  to  rove,     [flow) 
I  hear  foft  muiic  die  along  the  grove: 
Led  by  the  found,  I  roam  from  ihade  to  ihade, 
By  godlike  poets  venerable  made : 
Here  his  firft  lays  majeilic  Denham  fung ; 
There  the  laft  numbers  fiow'd  from  Cowley's 

tongue. 
O  early  loft  I   what  tears  the  river  (lied, 
When  the  fad  pomp  along  his  banks  wrere  led  ! 
His  drooping  fwans  on  ev'ry  note  expire, 
And  on  his  willows  hung  each  Mufe's  lyre. 

Since  fate  relentlefsilopp'd  theirheavenly  voice, 
No  more  the  forefts  ring,  or  groves  rejoice ; 
Who  now  fhall  charm  the  (hades  where  Cowley 

ft  rung 
His  living  harp,  and  lofty  Denham  fung? 
But  hark!  the  groves  rejoice,  the  foreft  rings  ! 
$.re  thefe  revivM  ?  or  is  it  Granville  fmgs  ? 


Heavens !  what  new  wounds  1  and  how  her  old 

have  bled  ! 
She  faw  her  fens  with  purple  deaths  expire, 
Her  facred  domes  involv'd  in  rolling  fire, 
A  dreadful  ferie*  of  interline  wars, 
Inglorious  triumphs,  and  diihoneft  fears. 
At  length  great  Anna  faid— -«  Let dif  cord  ceafe  V 
She  faid,  the  world  obey'd,  and  all  was  peace ! 

In  that  bleil  moment  from  his  oozy  bed 
Old  father  Thames  advane'd  his  rev'rend  head ; 
His  treiTes  dropp'd  with  dews,and  o'er  the  ilream 
His  (hining  horns  difrus'd  a  golden  gleam  : 
Grav'd  on  his  urnappear'd  the  moon,  that  guides 
His  fwelling  waters  and  alternate  tides ; 
The  figurd  dreams  in  waves  of  filver  roll'd, 
And  on  their  banks  Augufta  rofe  in  gold  ; 
Around  his  throne  the  fea-born  brothers  flood, 
Who  fwell  with  tributary  urns  his  flood; 
Firft,  the  fam'd  authors  of  his  ancient  name, 
The  winding  Ifis,  and  the  fruitful  Thame; 
The  Kennet  fwift,  for  filver  eels  renown'd  ; 
The  Loddon  How,  with  verdant  alders  crown'd ; 
Cole,  whofe  clear  dreams  his  flow'ry  iflands  lave  \ 
And  chalkv  Wev,  that  rolls  a  milky  wave's 
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The  blue,  tranfparent  Vandalis  appears ; 
The  gulphy  Lee  his  fedgy  treffes  rears  ; 
And  iullen  Mole,  that  hides  his  divingilood ; 
And  filent  Daren t,  ftain'd  with  Danifh  blood. 

High  in  the  midft,  upon  his  urn  reclin'd, 
His  fea-green  mantle  waving  with  the  wind, 
The  god  appear'd :  he  turn'd  his  azure  eyes 
Where  Windfbr  domes  and  pompous  turrets  rife! 
Then  bow'd  and  fpoke ;  the  winds  forget  to  roar, 
And  tl]c  hufh'd  waves  glide  foftly  to  the  more. 

Hail,  fac red  Peace  !  hail,  long  expected  days, 
That  Thames V glory  to  the  liars  ihall  raife! 
Tho1  Tybers1  ftrtams  immortal  Rcane  behold, 
Tho1  foaming  Hermus  fwells  with  tides  of  gold, 
From  Heaven  itielf  tho'  feven-fold  Nilus  flows, 
And  harvefts  on  a  hundred  realms  bellows  j 
Thefe  now  no  more  fhall  be  the  Mules1  themes, 
Loft  in  my  fame,  as  in  the  fea  their  ftreams. 
Let  Volga's  banks  with  iron  fquadrons  mine, 
And  groves  of  lances  glitter  on  the  Rhine  j 
Let  barb'rous  Ganges  arm  a  fervile  train ; 
Be  mine  the  bleflings  of  a  peaceful  reign  ! 
No  more  my  Ions  mall  dye  with  Britifh  blood 
Red  Iber's  lands,  or  Iller's  foaming  flood : 
Safe  on  my  more  each  unmolefted  fwain 
Shall  tend  the  flocks,  or  reap  the  bearded  grain  ; 
The  fhady  empire  lhall  retain  no  trace 
Of  war  or  blood  but  in  the  lyivan  chace; 
Thetrumpetslleepwhile  cheerful  horn  oareblown, 
And  arms  employed  on  birds  and  beafts  alone. 
Behold  !  th1  afcending  villas  on  my  fide 
Project  long  fhadows  o'er  the  chryftal  tide. 
Behold  !  Augufta's  glitfring  fpires  increafe, 
And  temples  rife,  the  beauteous  works  of  peace. 
I  fee,  I  fee,  where  two  fair  cities  bend 
Their  ample  bow,  a  new  Whitehall  afcend ! 
There  mighty  nations  lhall  enquire  their  doom, 
The  world's  great  oracle  in  times  to  come  ; 
There  kings  mail  fue,andfuppliant  Hates  be  feen 
Once  more  to  bend  before  a  Britim  queen. 

Thy  trees,  fair  Windfor !  now  mail  leave  their 
woods, 
And  half  thy  forefts  rufh  into  my  floods, 
Bear  Britain's  thunder,  and  her  crofs  diiplay, 
To  the  bright  regions  of  the  riling  day  : 
Tempt  icy  leas,  where  fcarce  the  waters  roll, 
Where  clearer  flames  glow  round  the  frozen  pole; 
Or  under  fouthern  Ikies  exalt  their  fails, 
Led  by  new  liars,  and  borne  by  fpicy  gales : 
For  me  the  balm  lhall  bleed,  the  amber  flow, 
The  coral  redden,  and  the  ruby  glow  : 
The  pearly  fhell  its  lucid  globe  infold, 
And  Phoebus  warm  the  rip'ning  ore  to  gold, 
The  time  lhall  come  when,  free  as  feas  or  wind, 
Unbounded  Thames  mall  flow  for  all  mankind  ; 
Whole  nations  enter  with  each  fwelling  tide, 
And  feas  but  join  the  regions  they  divide; 
Earth's  diltant  ends  our  glory  lhall  behold, 
And  the  new  world  launch  forth  to  feek  the  old. 
Then  (hips  of  uncouth  form  ihall  Item  the  tide, 
And  feather'd  people  crowd  my  wealthy  fide  ; 


And  naked  youths  and  painted  chiefs  admire 
Our  fpeech,  our  colour,  and  our  ftrange  attire  ! 
Oh  ilretch  thy  reign,  fair  Peace  !  from  ihore  to 

Ihore, 
Till  Conqueft  ceafe,  and  Slavery  be  no  more ; 
Till  the  freed  Indians  in  their  native  groves 
Reap  their  own  fruits,  and  woo  their  fable  loves  ; 
Peru  once  more  a  race  of  kings  behold, 
And  other  Mexicos  be  roof 'd  with  gold. 
Exil'd  by  thee  from  earth  to  deepeft  hell, 
In  brazen  bonds  fhall  barb'rous  Difcord  dwell  j 
Gigantic  Pride,  pale  Terror,  gloomy  Care, 
And  mad  Ambition  fhall  attend  her  there; 
There  purple  Vengeance  bath'd  in  gore  retires, 
Her  weapons  blunted,  and  extinft  her  fires  ! 
There  hateful  Envy  her  own  makes  mail  feel, 
Aud  Persecution  mourn  her  broken  wheel ; 
There  Faction  roar,  Rebellion  bite  her  chain, 
And  grafping  furies  thirll  for  blood  in  vain. 

Here  ceafe  thy  flight,  nor  with  unhallow'd  lays 
Touch  the  fair  fame  of  Albion's  golden  days  : 
The  thoughts  of  gods  let  Gran  ville's  verfe  recite, 
And  bring  the  fcenes  of  op'ning  fate  to  light : 
My  humble  Mufe,  in  unambitious  Arams, 
Paints  the  green  forefts  and  the  flow'ry  plains, 
Where  Peace  defcending  bids  her  olives  fpring, 
And  fcatters  bleflings  from  her  dove-like  wing. 
Ev'n  I  more  fweetly  pafs  my  carelefs  days, 
Pleas'd  in  the  filent  fhade  with  empty  praife ; 
Enough  for  me,  that  to  the  lift'ning  fwain s 
Firft  in  thefe  fields  I  fung  the  fylvan  ftrains. 


§  6.  Tewo  Cborufes  to  the  Tragedy  of  Brutus  *. 

Pope. 

CHORUS    OF    ATHENIANS. 

STROPHE    I. 

Ye  fhades,  where  facred  truth  is  fought ; 
Groves,  where  immortal  Sages  taught, 
Where  heavenly  vifions  Plato  fir'd, 
And  Epicurus  lay  infpir'd  ! 
In  vain  your  guiltlefs  laurels  ftood 
Unfpctttd  long  with  human  blood, 
War,horrid  war,  your  thoughtlefs  walksinvades, 
And  Iteel  now  glitters  in  the  Mules'  fhades. 

ANTISTROPHE    I. 

O  heaven-born  fitters  !  fource  of  art ! 
Who  charm  the  fenfe,  or  mend  the  heart; 
Who  lead  fair  Virtue's  train  along, 
Moral  Truth,  and  myftic  Song! 
To  what  new  clime,  what  diftant  fky, 
Forfaken,  friendlefs,  fhall  ye  fly  ? 

Say,  will  ye'bJefs  the  bleak  Atlantic  fhore? 

Or  bid  the  furious  Gaul  be  rude  no  more  ? 

STROPHE    II. 

When  Athens  finks  by  fates  unjuft, 
When  wild  Barbarians  fpurn  her  duftj 
Perhaps  ev'n  Britain's  utraoft  fhore 
Shall  ceafe  to  blufh  with  ftrangers1  gore; 


*  Altered  from  Shakfpeare  by  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  at  whofc  defire  thefe  two  Chorufes  were 
compofed,  to  (upply  as  many  wanting  in  his  Play.  They  were  fct  many  years  afterwards  by  the  famous 
Bononiini*  and  performed  at  Buckinghara-hQufe. 
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See  Arts  her  favage  fons  controul, 
And  Athens  riling  near  the  pole ! 
Till  fome  new  Tyrant  lifts  his  purple  hand, 
And  civil  madnefs  tears  tjiem  from  the  land. 

ANTISTROPHE    II. 

Ye  gods  !  what  juftice  rules  the  ball  ? 

Freedom  and  Arts  together  fall ; 

Fools  grant  whate'er  ambition  craves ; 

And  men,  once  ignorant,  are  Haves. 

O  curs'd  effects  of  civil  hate, 

In  ev'ry  age,  in  ev'ry  date  I 
Still  when  the  luft  of  tyrant  pow'r  fucceeds, 
Some  Athens  perimes,  fome  Tully  bleeds. 

CHORUS  OF  YOUTHS  AND  VIRGINS. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Oh,  Tyrant  Love  !  haft  thou  pofiefs'd 

The  prudent,  learn'd,  and  virtuous  breaft  I 
Wifdom  and  Wit  in  vain  reclaim, 
And  arts  but  foften  us  to  feel  thy  flame. 
Love,  foft  intruder,  enters  here ; 
But  ent'ring  learns  to  be  fincere. 
Marcus,  with  blufhes,  owns  he  loves ; 
And  Brutus  tenderly  reproves. 

Why,  Virtue,  doll  thou  blame  defire, 

Which  Nature  has  imprefs'd  ? 

Why,  Nature,  doft  thou  fooneft  fire 

The  mild  and  gen'rous  breaft  ? 

CHORUS. 

Love's  purer  flames  the  gods  approve} 
The  gods  and  Brutus  bend  to  love; 
Brutus  for  abfent  Portia  fighs, 
And  lterner  Camus  melts  at  Junia's  eyes. 
What  is  loofe  love  ?  a  traniient  guft, 
Spent  in  a  fudden  ftorm  of  luft, 
A  vapour  fed  from  wild  defire, 
A  wand'ring,  felf-confuming  fire, 
But  Hymen's  kindred  flames  unite, 

And  burn  for  ever  one ; 
Chafte  as  cold  Cynthia's  virgin  light, 
Productive  as  the  Sun. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Oh,  fource  of  ev'ry  focial  tie, 
United  wifh$  and  mutual  joy  ! 
Wrhat  various  joys  on  one  attend, 
As  fon,  as  father,  brother,  hufband,  friend ! 
Whether  his  hoary  fire  he  fpies, 
While  thouland  grateful  thoughts  arifej 
Or  meets  his  fpoufe's  fonder  eye, 
Qr  views  his  fmiling  progeny; 

What  tender  pafiions  take  their  turns, 

What  home-felt  raptures  move  ! 
His  heart  now  melts,  now  leaps,  now  burns, 
With  rev'rence,  hope,  and  love. 

CHORUS. 

Hence  guilty  joys,  diftaftes,  furmifes  ; 
Hence  falfe  tears,  deceit,  difguifes, 
Dangers,  doubts,  delays,  furprifesj 

Fires  that  fcorch,  yet  dare  not  ftrine ! 
Pureft  love's  unwafting  treafure, 


Conftant  faith,  fair  hope,  long  leifure, 
Days  of  eafe  and  nights  of  pleafure; 
Sacred  Hymen  !  thefe  are  thine. 


§  7.     Ode  on  Solitude'*.        Pope. 
Happy  the  man  whofe  wifti  and  care 

A  few  paternal  acres  bound  ; 
Content  to  breathe  his  native  air, 

In  his  own  ground. 
Whofeherds  with  milk,  whofe-fields  with  bread,, 

Whofe  flocks  fupply  him  with  attire  j 
Whole  trees  in  fummer  yield  him  fhade, 

In  winter  fire. 
Bleft,  who  can  unconcern'dly  find 

Hours,  days,  and  years,  Hide  foft  away: 
In  health  of  body,  peace  of  mind, 

Quiet  by  day : 
Sound  lleep  by  night,  ftudy  and  eafe 
Together  mix'd;  fweet  recreation  ! 
And  innocence  which  moll:  does  pleafe 

With  meditation. 
Thus  let  me  live,  unfeen,  unknown, 

Thus  unlamented  Jet  me  die ; 
Steal  from  the  world,  and  not  a  ftone 
Tell  where  I  lie. 


§8. 


'The  Dying  Chrijiian  to  bis  Soul. 
ODE. 


Pope. 


Vital  fpark  of  heavenly  flame!  . 

Quit,  oh  quit,  this  mortal  frame  ! 
Trembling,  hoping,  ling'ring,  flying, 
Oh  the  pain,  the  blifs  of  dying  i 

Ceafe,  fond  Nature,  ceafe  thy  ftrife, 

And  let  me  languilh  into  life ! 

Hark!  they  whifper;  angels  fay, 

Sifter  fpirit,  come  away ! 

What  is  this  abforbs  me  quite, 

Steals  my  lenles,  (huts  my  fight, 
Drowns  my  fpirits,  draws  mv  breath  ? 
Tell  me,  my  Soul,  can  this  be  Death  ? 
The  world  recedes,  it  difappears  ! 
Heav'n  opens  on  my  eyes!  my  ears 

With  founds  feraphic  ring  ! 
Lend,  lend  your  wings  1  I  mount!  I  fly! 
O  Grave  where  is  thy  Victory  ? 

O  Death !   where  is  thy  Sting  ! 


§  9„     An  EJJ'ay  on  Critiiifm.  Pope. 

'Tis  hard  to  fay,  if  greater  want  of  fkill 
Appear  in  writing,  or  in  judging  ill; 
But,  of  the  two,  lefs  dang'rous  is  th'  offence 
To  tire  our  patience,  than  miflead  our  fenfe. 
Some  few  in  that,  but  numbers  err  in  this; 
Ten  cenfure  wrong  for  one  who  writes  amifs. 
A  fool  might  once  himfelf  alone  expofe  j 
Now  one  in  vtrle  makes  many  more  in  prole. 

'Tis  without  judgments,  as  our  watches ;  none 
Go  juft  alike,  yet  each  believes  his  own. 


*  This  was  a  very  early  production  of  <aur  Author,  written  at  abopt "twelve  years  old. 
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B  o  o  k  If. 


trrac'd,  T 
fgrac'd ;  i- 
efac'd.       j 


In  Poets  a3  true  Genius  is  but  rare, 
True  Taile  as  feldom  is  the  Critic's  fharej 
Both  muft  alike  from  Heaven  derive  their  light, 
Thefe  born  to  judge,  as  well  as  thofe  to  write. 
Let  fuch  teach  others  who  themfelves  excel, 
And  cenmre  freely  who  have  written  well. 
Authors  are  partial  to  their  wit,  "'tis  true; 
But  are  not  Critics  to  their  judgment  too? 

Yet,  if  we  look  more  clolely,  we  fliall  find 
Molt  have  the  feeds  of  judgment  in  their  mind  : 
Nature  affords  at  leaft  a  glimm'ring  light ; 
The  lines,  tho'  touch'd  but  faintly,  are  drawn 

right. 
But  as  the  flighted:  fketch,  if  juftly  trac'd, 
Is  by  ill-colouring  but  the  more  dif] 
So  by  falfe  learning  is  good  fenfe  defac 
Some  are  bewilder'd  in  the  maze  of  fchools, 
Andfomemade  coxcombsNature  meant  butfools. 
In  fearch  of  wit  thefe  lofe  their  common  fenfe, 
And  then  turn  Critics  in  their  own  defence : 
Each  burns  alike,  who  can  or  cannot  write, 
Or  with  a  Rival's  or  an  Eunuch's  fpite. 
All  fools  have  ftill  an  itching  to  deride, 
And  fain  would  be  upon  the  laughing  fide. 
If  Msevius  fcribble  in  Apollo's  fpite,, 
There  are  whojudge  Hill  worfe  than  he  can  write. 

Some  have  at  firit  for  Wits,  then  Poets  pafs'd, 
Turn'd  Critics  next,  and  prov'd  plainFool  at  laft, 
Some  neither  can  for  Wits  nor  Critics  pals ; 
As  heavy  mules  are  neither  horfe  nor  afs. 
Thofe  half-learn'dwritings,num'rous  in  our  ifle, 
As  half-form'd  infects  on  the  banks  of  Nile  j 
Unfmifh'd  things,  one  knows  not  what  to  call, 
Their  generation's  fo  equivocal : 
To  tell  'em  would  a  hundred  tongues  require ; 
Or  one  vain  wit's,  that  might  a  hundred  tire. 

But  you,  who  feek  to  give  and  merit  fame, 
And  juftly  bear  a  Critic's  noble  name, 
Be  fare  yourfelf  and  your  own  reach  to  know, 
How  far  your  genius,  tafle,  and  learning  go  ; 
Launch  not  beyond  your  depth,  but  be  difcreet, 
And  mark  that  point  where  fenfe  and  dullnefs 

Nature  to  all  things  fix'd  the  limits  fit,    [meet. 
And  wifely  curb'd  proud  man's  pretending  wit : 
As  on  the  land  while  here  the  ocean  gain*;, 
In  other  parts  it  leaves  wide  fandy  plains; 
Thus  in  the  foul  while  memory  prevails, 
The  folid  pow'r  of  underftanding  fails; 
Where  beams  of  warm  imagination  play, 
The  memory's  foft  figures  melt  awny, 
One  fcience  only  will  one  genius  fit; 
So  vaft  is  art,  fo  narrow  human  wit : 
Not  only  bounded  to  peculiar  arts, 
But  oft  in  thofe  confin'd  to  (ingle  parts. 
Like  Kings,  we  lofe  the  conqueft  gain'd  before, 
By  vain  ambition  ftill  to  make  them  more : 
Each  might  his  fervile  province  well  command, 
Would  all  but  (loop  10  what  they  underftand. 

Firit  follow  Nature,  and  your  judgment  frame 
By  her  juft:  itandard,  which  is  flill  the  fame  ; 
Unerring  Nature,  full  divinely  bright, 
One  clear,  unchang'd,  and  univerfal  light, 
Life,  force,  and  heauty,  muft  to  all  impart; 
At  once  the  iburce,  and  end,  and  tell  of  Art. 


Art  from  that  fund  each  juft  fupply  provides; 
Works  without  fliow,and  without  pomp  prefides: 
In  fonie  fair  body  thus  th'  informing  foul 
With  fpirits  feeds,  with  vigour  fills  the  whole. 
Each  motion  guides,  and  ev'ry  nerve  furtains  j 
Itfelf  unfeen,  but  in  th'  effect  remains. 
Some,  to  whom  Heaven  in  wit  has  been  profufe, 
Want  as  much  more,  to  turn  it  to  its  ufe; 
For  wit  and  judgment  often  are  at  ftrife, 
Tho'  meant  each  other's  aid,  like  man  and  wife. 
'Tis  more  to  guide,  than  fpur  the  lyfufe'a  iteed  -7 
R&ftram  his  fury,  than  provoke  his  fpeed: 
The  winged  courfer,  like  a  gen'rous  horfe, 
Shewsmuch  true  mettle  whenyoucheckhiscourfe. 

Thofe  rules  of  old  difcover'd,  not  devis'd, 
Are  Nature  ftill,  but  Nature  methodiz'd. 
Nature,  like  monarchy,  is  but  reftrain'd 
Hy  the  fame  laws  which  firit  herfelf  ordain'd. 

Hear  how  learn'd  Greece  her  ufeful  rules 
indites, 
When  to  reprefs,  and  when  indulge  our  flights : 
High  on  ParnafTus'  top  her  fons  {he  fhew'd, 
And  pointed  out  thofe  arduous  paths  they  trod  j 
Held  from  afar,  aloft,  th'  immortal  prize, 
And  urg'd  the  reft  by  equal"  fteps  to  rife. 
Juft  precepts  thus  from  great  examples  given, 
She  drew  from  them  what  they  deriv'd  from 

heaven, 
The  gen'rous  Critic  fann'd  the  Poet's  fire, 
And  taught  the  world  with  reafon  to  admire. 
Then  Criticifm  the  Mufe's  handmaid  prov'd, 
To  drefs  her  charms,  and  make  her  more  belov'd: 
But  following  wits  from  that  intention  ftray'd  ; 
Who  could  not  win  the  miftrefs,woo'd  the  maid ; 
Againft  the  Poets  their  own  arms  they  turn'd. 
Sure  to  hate  muft  the  men  from  whom  they 
So  modern  'Pothecaries,  taught  the  art   [learn'd 
By  Doctor's  bills  to  play  the  Doctor's  part, 
Bold  in  the  practice  of  miftaken  rules, 
Prefcribe,  apply,  and  call  their  mafters  fools. 
Some  on  the  leaves  of  ancient  authors  prey ; 
Nor  time  nor  moths  e^er  fpoil'd  fo  much  as  they : 
Some  drily  plain,  without  invention's  aid, 
Write  dull  receipts  how  poets  may  be  made, 
Thefe  leave  the  fenfe,  their  learning  to  difplay  ; 
And  thofe  explain  the  meaning  quite  away. 

You  then  whofe  judgment  the  right  eourfe 
would  fleer, 
Know  well  each  Ancient's  proper  character: 
His  fable,  fubjecl,  fcope,  in  ev'ry  pages 
Religion,  country,  genius  of  his  age: 
Without  all  thefe  at  once  before  your  eyes, 
Cavil  you  may,  but  never  criticize. 
Be  Homer's  works  your  ftudy  and  delight; 
Read  them  by  day,  and  meditate  by  night : 
Thence    form   your  judgment,    thence   your 

maxims  bring, 
And  trace  the  Mufes  upwards  to  their  fpring. 
Still  with  itfelf  compar'd  his  text  perufe; 
Or  let  your  comment  be  the  Mantua's  Mule. 

When  firit  young  Maro  in  his  boundlefs  mind 
A  work  t'  outlaft  immortal  Rome  defign'd, 
Perhaps  he  feem'd  above  the  Critics  law, 
And  but  fromNature's" fountains  fcorn'cf  to  draw: 

But 
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But  when  t'  examine  ev^ry  part  lie  came, 
Nature  and  Homer  were,  he  found,  the  fame. 
Convinced,  amaz'd,  he  checks  the  bold  defign ;  1 
And  rules  as  Uriel:  his  labour'd  work  confine,  J 
As  it"  the  Stagyrite  o'erlook'd  each  line.  J 

Learn  hence  for  ancient  rules  a  jull  efteem  j 
To  copv  nature  is  to  copy  them. 

Some  beauties  yet  no  precepts  can  declare  j 
For  there's  a  happinefs  as  well  as  care  : 
Miuic  refembles  Poetry ;  in  each  ^ 

Are  nameleis  graces  which  no  methods  teach,  * 
And  which  a  mafter-hand  alone  can  teach.   ._) 
If,  where  the  rules  not  far  enough  extend 
(Since  rules  were  made  but  to  promote  their  end) 
Some  lucky  Licence  anfwer  to  the  full 
Th'  intent  propos'd,  that  Licence  is  a  rule. 
Thus  Pegafus,  a  nearer  way  to  take, 
May  boldly  deviate  from  the  common  track. 
Great  Wits  fometimes  may  glorioufly  offend, 
And  rife  to  faults  true  Critics  dare  not  mend  ; 
From  vulgar  bounds  with  brave  diforder  part, 
And  (hatch  a  grace  beyond  the  reach  of  art  j 
Which,  without  parting  through  the  judgment, 
The  heart,  and  all  its  end  at  once  attains,    [gains 


In  profpects  thus,  fome  objects  pleafe  our  eyes  * 
Which  out  of  nature's  common  order  rife,      > 
The  fhapelefs  rock  or  common  precipice.        J 
But  tho'  the  Ancients  thus  their  rules  invade, 
As  kings  difpenfewithlawsthemfelveshavemade. 
Moderns,  beware !  or,  if  you  muft  offend 
Againft  the  precept,  ne'er  tranfgefs  its  end  j 
Let  it  be  feldom,  and  compell'd  by  need  j 
And  have,  at  leaft,  their  precedent  to  plead. 
The  Critic  elfe  proceeds  without  remorfe, 
Seizes  your  fame,  and  puts  his  laws  in  force. 

I  know  there  are,  to   whofe  prefumptuous 
thoughts 
Thofe  freer  beauties,  ev'n  in  them,  feem  faults. 
Some  figures  monlf.ro us  and  mis-fhap'd  appear, 
Confider'd  fmgly,   or  beheld  too  near; 
Which,  but  proportion^!  to  their  light,  or  place, 
Due  diftance  reconciles  to  form  and  grace. 
A  prtident  chief  not  always  muff  difplay 
His  powers  in  equal  ranks,  and  fair  array  j 
But  with  th'  occafion  aNd  the  place  comply, 
Conceal  his  force,  nay  feem  fometimes  to  fly. 
Thofe  oft  are  ftratagems  which  errors  feem  ; 
Nor  is  it  Homer  nods,  but  we  that  dream. 

Still  green  with  bays  each  ancient  altar  ftands, 
Above  the  reach  of  facrilegious  hands; 
Secure  from  Fbmes,  from  Envy's  fiercer  rage, 
Deftrnefive  War,  and  all-involving  Age. 
Seefrom  each  clime  thelearn'dtheirinceniebring! 
Hear,  in  all  tongues  contenting  Pagans  ring  ! 
In  praife  fo  juft  let  ev'ry  voice  be  join'd, 
And  fill  the  gen'ral  chorus  of  mankind. 
Hail,  Bards  triumphant !  born  in  happier  days  ; 
Immortal  heirs  of  univerfal  praife ! 
Whole  honours  with  increafe  of  ages  grow, 
As  ftreams  roll  down,  enlarging  as  they  flow ; 
Nations  unborn  your  mighty  names  (hall  found, 
And  worlds  applaud  that  muff  not  yet  be  found  ! 
O  may  fome  fpark  of  your  celeftial  fire 
The  laff,  the  rne-meff,  of  your  fons  infpire 
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(That  on  weak  wings,  from  far,  purfues  your 

flights ; 
Glows  while  he  reads,  but  trembles  as  he  writes), 
To  teach  vain  Wits  a  fcience  little  known  ; 
T'  admire  fuperior  fenle,  and  doubt  their  own  ! 

Of  all  the  caufes  which  confpire  to  biind 
Man's  erring  judgment,  and  mifguide  the  mind, 
What  the  weak  head  with  ftrongeft  bias  rules, 
Is  Pride,  the  never-failing  vice  of  fools. 
Whatever  Nature  has  in  worth  denied, 
She  gives  in  large  recruits  of  needful  Pride  ; 
For  as  in  bodies,  thus  in  fouls  we  find     [wind : 
What  wants  in  blood  and  fpirits,  fwell'd  with 
Pride,  where  Wit  fails,  fteps  in  to  our  defence, 
An  i  fills  up  all  the  mighty  void  of  {en(e. 
If  once  right  reafon  drives  that  cloud  away, 
Truth  breaks  upon  us  with  refiitlefs  day. 
Truft  not  yourfelf ;  but,  your  defects  to  know* 
Make  ufe  of  ev'ry  friend — and  ev'ry  foe. 
A  little  learning  is  a  dang'rous  thing  ; 
Drink  deep,  or  tafte  not  the  Pierian  (prink : 
There  (hallow  draughts  intoxicate  the  brain, 
And  drinking  largely  fobers  us  again. 
Fir'd  at  firft  fight,  with  what  the  Mute  imparts, 
In  fearlefs  youth  we  tempt  the  heights  of  Arts* 
While  from  the  bounded  level  of  our  mind 
Short  views  we  take,  nor  fee  the  lengths  behind ; 
But, moreadvane'd,  behold  with  ftrange  furprife 
New  diftant  fcenes  of  endlefs  fcience  rife  ! 
So  pleas 'd  at  firff  the  tow'ring  Alps  we  try, 
Mount  o'er  the  vales,  and  feem  to  tread  the  fkyj 
Th'  eternal  mows  appear  already  paft, 
And  the  firffclouds  and  mountains  feem  the  laff: 
But,  thofe  attain'd,  we  tremble  to  furvey 
The  growing  labours  of  the  lengthen'd  way  ; 
Th'  increating  profpect  tires  our  wand'ring  eyes^ 
Hills  peep  o'er  hills,  and  Alps  on  Alps  arife '. 

A  perfect  judge  will  read  each  work  of  Wit 
With  the  fame  fpirit  that  its  author  writ ; 
Survey  the  whole,  nor  feek  flight  faults  to  find, 
Where  nature  moves,  &  rapture  warms  the  mine!  j 
Nor  lofe,  for  that  malignant  dull  delight, 
The  gen'rous  pleafure  to  be  charm'd  with  wit* 
But  in  fuch  lays  as  neither  ebb  nor  flow, 
Correctly  cold,  and  regularly  low ; 
That  fhunning  faults,  one  quiet  tenor  keep  j 
We  cannot  blame  indeed — but  we  may  fleep* 
In  Wit,  as  Nature,  what  affects  our  hearts 
Is  not  th'  exactnefs  of  peculiar  parts; 
'Tis  not  a  lip,  or  eye,  we  beauty  call, 
But  the  joint  force  and  full  reiult  of  all. 
Thuswhenweviewfo^eweli-proportion'ddome, 
The  world's  juft  wonaer,and  e'en  thine,  O  Home; 
No  fmgle  parts  unequally  furprife; 
All  comes  united  to  th'  admiring  eyes: 
No  monffrous  height,  or  breadth,   or 

appear; 
The  whole  at  once  is  bold  and  regular. 

Whoever  thinks  a  faultlefs  piece  to  fee, 
Thinks  what  ne'er  was,  nor  is,  nor  e'er  fhall  be« 
In  ev'ry  work  regard  the  writer's  end, 
Since  none  can  compafs  more  than  they  intend  ; 
And  if  the  means  be  juft,  the  conduct  true, 
Applaufe,  in  fpite  of  trivial  faults,  is  due. 

Q  "As 
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As  men  of  breeding,  fometimes  men  of  wit, 
T"  avoid  great  errors,  mud  the  lefs  commit  ; 
Neglecl  the  rules  each  verbal  Critic  lays, 
For  not  to  know  ibme  trifles  is-a  praife.    , 
Molt  Critics,  fond  of  ibme  fubfervient  art, 
Still  make  the  Whole  depend  upon  a  Part: 
They  talk  of  principles,  but  notions  prize ; 
And  all  to  one  lov'd  folly  facri/ice. 

Once  on  a  time.  La  Mancha's  Knight,  they  fay, 
A  certain  Bard  cncouutYmg  on  the  way, 
Diicours'd  in  terms  as  juft,  with  looks  as  iage, 
As  e'er  could  Dennis,  of  the  Grecian  ftage  ; 
Concluding  all  were  defp'ratc  ibts  and  fools 
Who  duril  depart  from  Ariftotle's  rules. 
Our  Author,  happy  in  a  judge  fb  nice, 
Produc'd  hir,p!ay,andbegg\l  theKnight'sadvice, 
Made  him  obferve  the  iubject  and  the  plot, 
The  manners,  paffions,  unities  :  what  not  ? 
All  which,  exacl  to  rule,  were  brought  about, 
Were  but  a  Combat  in  the  lilts  left  out. 
What !  leave  the  Combat  out  ?"  exclaims  the 

Knight; 
Yes,  or  we  mull  renounce  the  Stagyrite. 
V  Not  fo,  by  heaven !"  he  aniwers  in  a  rage ; 
"  Knights,  fquires,  and  fleeds,  mull  enter  on  the 

"  dage." 
So  vail  a  throng  the  dage  can  ne'er  contain. 
"  Then  build  a  new,  or  aft  it  in  a  plain. " 

Thus  Critics  of  lefs  judgment  than  coprice, 
Curious,  not  knowing  j  not  exact,  but  nice, 
Form  fhort  ideas;  and  offend  in  arts 
(As  moil  in  manners)  by  a  love  to  parts. 

Some  to  Conceit  alone  their  talte  confine, 
And  glitt'ring  thoughts  ftruck  out  at  ev'ry  line ; 
Pleas'd  with  a  work  where  nothing's  juil  or  fit ; 
One  glaring  Chaos  and  wild  heap  of  wit. 
Poets,  like'painters,  thus,  unfkiird  to  trace 
The  naked  nature  and  the  living  grace, 
With  gold  and  jewels  cover  ev'ry  part, 
And  hide  with  ornaments  their  want  of  art. 
True  wit  is  Nature  to  advantage  drefs'd  ; 
What  oft  wasthought,butne'erfowellexprefs'd;|  And  praife  the  eafy  vigour  of  a  line 


A  vile  conceit,  in  pompous  words  expreil, 
Is  like  a  clown  in  regal  purple  dreil: 
For  difPrent  ftyles  with  diff'rent  fubjecls  fort, 
As  fev'ral  garbs  with  country,  town,  and  court. 
Some,  by  old  words,  to  fame  have  made  pretence; 
Ancients  in  phrafe,  mere  moderns  in  their  kn'ie: 
Such  labour'd  nothings,  in  fo  drange  a  ftyle, 
Amaze  th'  unlearn 'd,and  make  the  learned  imile. 
Unlucky  as  Fungofb  in  the  play,  ^ 

Thefe  fparks,  with  awkward  vanity,  difplay     * 
What  the  fine  gentleman  wore  yeilerday  !        } 
And  but  fo  mimic  ancient  wits  at  bed, 
Asapes  our  grandiires,  in  their  doublets  drefl. 
In  words,  as  faihions,  the  fame  rule  will  hold; 
Alike  fantadic,  if  too  new  or  old. 
Be  not  the  firfl  by  whom  the  new  are  tried, 
Nor  yet  the  lad  to  lay  the  old  afide. 

But  moil  by  numbers  judge  a  poet's  fong  ; 
And  fmooth  or  roughwith  tliem  is  right  or  wrong* 
In  thebrightMufe  tho'thouiaiideharms  confpire, 
Her  voice  is  all  theft  tuneful  fools  admire  ; 
Who  haunt  Parnaflus  but  to  pleaie  their  ear,    ~) 
Not  mend  their  minds;  as  fometochurch  repair  > 
Not  for  the  doctrine,  but  the  raulic  there.       j 
Thefe  equal  fyllables  alone  require, 
Tho'  oft  the  ear  the  open  vowels  tire; 
While  expletives  their  feeble  aid  do  join, 
And  ten  low  words  oft  creep  in  one  dull  line  : 
Whilethey  ringrouudthe  fame  unvariedchimes, 
With  lure  returns  of  itill  expe£led  rhymes  : 
Where'er  you  find"  the  coolingweflern  breeze," 
In  the  next  line,  '?  it  whifpers  thro'  the  trees  :'* 
If  cryftal  dreams  "with  pleafingmurmurs  creep," 
Thereader'sthreaten'd(notinvain)  with"fleep." 
Then,  at  the  lail  and  only  couplet  fraught 
With  fome  unmeaningthingthey  call  a  thought, 
A  need  lefs  Alexandrine  ends  the  fong,  [along. 
That,  like  a  wounded  fnake,drags  its  ilow  length 
Leave  fuch  to  tune  their  own  dull  thymes,  and 

know 
What's  roundly  fmooth,  or  languifhingly  ilow  ; 


Somethingjwhofetruthconvinc'datfightweiind 
That  gives  vis  back  the  image  of  our  mind. 
As  {hades  more  iweetly  recommend  the  light, 
So  modeft  plain net's  fets  oil*  Uprightly  wit. 
For  work  s  may  have  more  wit  thandoes  'erngood, 
As  bodies  periih  thro'  excefs  of  blood. 

Others  for  language  all  their  care  exprefs, 
And  value  books,  as  women  men,  for  drefs  : 
Their  praife  is-  ft  ill — The  Style  is  excellent; 
The  Senfe  they  humbly  take  upon  content. 
Words  are  like  leaves;  and,  where  they  moll 

abound, 
Much  fruit  of  fenfe  beneath  is  rarely  found. 
Falfe  eloquence,  like  the  prifmatic  glafs, 
Its  gaudy  colours  fpreads  on  ev'ry  place  j 
The  face  cf  Nature  we  no  more  furvey; 
All  glares  alike,  without  didinclion  gay: 
But  true  expreffion,  like  th'  unchanging  Sun, \ 
Clears  and  improves  whatever  it  fhines  upon ;  /• 
It  gilds  all  objecls,  but  it  alters  none.  ) 

Exprefilon  is  the  drefs  of  thought,  and  dill 
Appetui  more  decent  as  more  fuitablej 


vvhereDenham'sdrengthandWaller'sfweetnefr 

join. 
True  eaie  in  writing  comes  from  art,  not  chance; 
As  thofe  move  eaiied  who  have  learn'd  to  dance. 
' Tis  not  enough  no  harfhnefs  gives  offence, 
The  found  mult  feem  an  echo  to  the  fenfe : 
Soft  is  the  drain  when  zephyr  gently  blows, 
Andthefmoothdreamhifmoothernumbersiiowsj 
But  when  loud  furges  laih  the  founding  ihore, 
The  hoarfe,  rough  verie  ihould  like  the  torrent 

roar.  .  [throw, 

When  Ajax  drives  fome  rock's  vad  weight  to 
The  line  too  labours,  and  the  words  move  ilow: 
Notfo,  when  fwift  Camilla  fcours  the  plain, 
Flies  o'er  th'  unbending  corn,andikims  alongthe 

main. 
Hear  how  Timotheus'  varied  lays  furprife, 
And  bid  alternate  paffions  fall  and  rife ! 
While,  at  each  change,  the  (on  of  Libyan  Jove 
Now  burns  with  glory  ,and  then  melts  with  love: 
Now  his  fierce  eyes  with  fparkling  fury  glow, 
Now  fighs  deal  out,  and  tears  begin  to  flow  : 

Perfians 
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Perfians  and  Greeks  like  turns  of  nature  found, 
And  the  world's  victor  flood  fubdued  by  found  ! 
The  powV  of  mulic  all  our  hearts  allow  j 
And  what  Timotheus  wa?,  is  Dryden  now. 

Avoid  extremes,  and  ihun  the  fault  of  fuch 
Who  it II 1  are  pleas 'd  too  little  or  too  much. 
At  ev'ry  trifle  fcorn  to  take  offence; 
That  always  fhews  great  pride,  or  little  fenfe : 
Thofe  heads,  as  flomachs,  are  not  fure  the  befl, 
Which  naufeate  all,  and  nothing  can  digeft. 
Yet  let  not  each  gay  turn  thy  rapture  move ; 
For  fools  admire,  but  men  of  fenfe  approve: 
As  things  feemlarge  which  we  thro'miilsdefcry; 
Dulnefs  is  ever  apt  to  magnify. 

Some  foreign  writers,  fome  our  own,  defpife; 
The  ancients  only,  or  the  moderns,  prize. 

w.r.   i,  •  faith,  by  each  man  is  applied 
To  one  fmali  i'ttt>  and  all  are  damn'd  beiide. 
Meanly  they  leek  the  blefTmg  to  confine, 
And  force  that  fun  but  on  a  part  to  ihine, 
Which  not  alone  the  four:  ern  wit  fublimes, 
But  ripens  fpirics  in  cold  northern  climes  ; 
Which  from  the  firfl  has  (hone  on  ages  pad, 
Enlights  the  prefent,  and  (hall  warm  the  laft  5 
Tlio'  each  may  feelincreafes  and  decays, 
And  fee  now  clearer  and  now  darker  days. 
Regard  not  then  if  wit  be  old  or  new, 
But  blame  the  faife,  and  value  Hill  the  true. 

Some  ne'er  advance  a  judgment  of  their  own. 
But  catch  the  ipreading  notion  of  the  town  ; 
They  reifon  and  conclude  by  precedent, 
And  own  italenonfenfe  which  they  ne'er  invent. 
Somejudgeofauthofrs'  names,notworks;  and  then 
Nor  praife  nor  blame  the  writings,  but  the  men. 
Of  all  this  fervile  herd,  the  worfl  is  he 
That  in  proud  dulnefs  joins  with  quality : 
A  conilant  critic  at  the  great  man's  board, 
To  fetch  ;md  carry  nonlenfe  for  my  lord  : 
What  woeful  ftuft  this  madrigal  would  be, 
In  fome  fcarv'd  hackney  fpnhefteer,  or  me  ! 
But  let  a  lord  once  own  the  happy  lines, 
How  the  wit  brightens !  how  the  fryle  refines  ! 
Before  his  lacred  name  flies  ev'ry  fault, 
And  each  exalted  ftanza  teems  with  thought ! 

The  vulgar  thus  thro'  imitation  err  ; 
As  oft  the  learn'd  by  being  Angular  : 
So  much  they  fcorn  the  crowd,  that  if  the  throng- 
By  chance  go  right,  they  purpofely  go  wrong : 
So  fchifmatics  the  plain  believers  quit, 
And  are  but  damn'd  for  having  too  much  wit. 
Some  praife  at  morning  what  theyblame  atnight; 
But  always  think  the  laft  opinion  right. 
A  Mule  by  thele  is  like  a  miftrefs  us'd ; 
This  hour  (lie's  idoliz'd,  the  next  abus'd  ; 
While  their  weak  heads,  like  towns  unfortified, 
'Twixtfenfe  and  nonfenfe  daily  changetheiriide 
Alk  them  the  caufe;  they're  wifer  ltill,  they  fay; 
And  (till  to-morrow's  wifer  than  to  day. 
We  think  our  fathers  fools,  fo  wife  we  grow  ; 
Our  wifer  fons,  no  doubt,  will  think  us  fo. 
Once  fchool-divines  this  zealous  ifle  o'erfpread; 
Who  knew  molt  fentences  was  deepeft  read  : 
Faith,  Gofpel,  all  feem'd  made  to  be  difputed, 
And  none  had  fenfe  enough  to  be  confuted  : 


Scotifts  and  Thomifts  now  in  peace  remain 
Amidft  their  kindred  cobwebs  in  Duck-lane* 
If  faith  itfelf  has  different  drelTes  worn, 
What  wonder  modes  in  witlhouldtakctneirturnl 
Oft,  leaving  what  is  natural  and  fit, 
The  current  folly  proves  the  ready  v.  it ; 
And  authors  think  the  reputation  fafe, 
Which  lives  as  long  as  fools  are  oieas'dt ,:        b. 

Some  valuing  thofe  of  their  bwn  fide  or  mind, 
Stiil  make  themfelves  the  meafure  of  mankind  1 
Fondly  we  think  we  honour  merit  then, 
When  we  but  praife  ourfelves  in  other  men. 
Parties  in  wit  attend  on  thofe  of  ifate, 
And  public  faction  doubles  private  hate. 
Pride,  malice,  folly,  againft  Dryden  role, 
In  various  mapes  of  paribr.s,  critics,  beaux  : 
But  fenfe  furviv'd  when  merry  jells  were  paft, 
For  riling  merit  will  buoy  up  at  laft. 
Might  he  return,  and  blefs  once  more  our  eyes > 
New  Biackmores  and  new  Milbourns  muft  arife; 
Nay,  mould  great  Homer  lift  his  awful  head, 
Zoiius  again  would  ftart  up  from  the  dead. 
Envy  wiil  merit,  as  its  fhade,  purfue  j 
But,  like  a  fhadow,  proves  the  fubftanee  true  : 
For  envied  wit,  like  Sol  eclips'd,  makes  known 
Th'  oppofing  body's  groflnefs,  not  its  own. 
When  firft  that  fun  tcopowVfui  beams  difplays, 
It  draws  up  vapours  which  obfeure  its  rays  j 
But  ev'n  thofe  clouds  at  laft  adorn  its  way, 
Relle<5t  new  glories,  and  augment  the  day. 

Be  thou  the  firfl  true  merit  to  befriend  j 
His  praife  is  iolt  who  flays  till  all  commend. 
Short  is  the  date,  alas  !  of  modern  rhvmes, 
And  'tis  but  jutt  to  let  them  live  betimes. 
No  longer  now  that  golden  age  appears, 
When  patriarch  wits  iurviv'da  thou.and  years  : 
Now  length  of  fame  (our  fecond  fife  1  is  loft, 
And  bare  threefcore  js  all  e'en  that  can  boare  j 
Our  fons  their  fathers'  falling  language  fee, 
And  fuch  as  Chaucer  is  (hall  Dryden  lie. 
So  when  the  faithful  pencil  has  delign'd 
Some  bright  idea  of  the  mailer's  mindj 
Where  a  new  world  leaps  out  at  his  command. 
And  ready  Nature  waits  upon  his  hand  j 
When  the  ripe  colours  foften  and  unite, 
And  fweetly  melt  into  juft  fhade  and  light ; 
When  mellowing  years  theirfull  perfection  give, 
And  each  bold  figure  juit  begins  to  live  ; 
The  treaeh'rous  colours  the  fair  art  betray, 
And  all  the  bright  creation  fades  away  ! 

Unhappy  wit,  like  molt  miilaken  things. 
Atones  not  for 'that  envy  which  it  brings. 
In  youth  alone  its  empty  praife  we  bo 
But  foon  the  fhort-liv'd  vanity  is  loft : 
Like  fome  fair  flow'r  the  early  fprmg  fupplies  . 
That  gaily  blooms,  but  ev'n  in  blooming  dies. 
What  is  this  wit,  which  muft  our  cares  employ  ? 
The  owner's  wife,  that  other  men  enjoy  : 
Then  moft  our  trouble  ftill  when  moil  admir'd, 
And  Hill  the  more  we  give,  the  more  requir'd  j 
Whofe  fame  with  pains  we  guard,  but  lofe  with 
Silre  fome  to  vex,  but  never  all  to  pleafe  :   [eafe, 
'Tis  what  the  vicious  fear,  the  virtuous  fhun  ; 
By  fools  'tis  haled,  and"  by  knaves  undone  ! 

Qz  if 
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If  wit  To  much  from  ignorance  undergo, 
Ah  let  not  learning  too  commence  its  foe  ! 
Of  old,  thole  met  rewards  who  could  excel, 
And  Inch  wereprais'd  who  but  endeavow'd well: 
Tho1  triumphs  were  to  gen'rals  only  due, 
Crowns  were  referv'd  to  grace  the  foldiers  too. 
Now,  they  who  reach  Parnalfus'  lofty  crown 
Employ  their  pains  to  fpurn  fome  others  down  ; 
And  while  felf-love  each  jealous  writer  rules, 
Contending  wits  become  the  fport  of  fools  ; 
But  Hill  the  word  with  moll  regret  commend, 
For  each  ill  author  is  as  bad  a  friend. 
To  what  bale  ends,  and  by  what  abject  ways, 
Are  mortals  urg'd  through  lacred  lull  of  praife  ! 
Ah  !  ne'er  fo  dire  a  thirft  of  glory  boall, 
Nor  in  the  critic  let  the  man  be  loft. 
Good  nature  and  good  fenfe  mull  ever  join : 
To  err  is  human;  to  forgive,  divine. 

But  if  in  uoble  minds  fome  dregs  remain, 
Not  yet  purged  off,  of  fpleen  and  lour  difdain, 
Difcharge  that  rage  on  more  provoking  crimes, 
Nor  fear  a  dearth  in  thefe  flagitious  times. 
No  pardon  vile  obfeenity  mould  find, 
Tho'  wit  and  art  confpire  to  move  your  mind ; 
But  dulnefs  with  obfeenity  mull  prove 
As  fhameful  fure  as  impotence  in  love. 
In  the  fat  age  of  pleafure,  wealth,  and  eafe, 
Sprung  the  rank  weed,  and  thriv'd  with  large 

increafe : 
When  love  was  all  an  eafy  monarch's  care  ; 
Seldom  at  council,  never  in  a  war, 
Jilts  rul'd  the  ftate,  and  ftatefmen  farces  writ ; 
Nay,wits  had  penfions,  and  young  lords  had  wit: 
The  fair  fat  panting  at  a  courtier's  play, 
And  not  a  malk  went  unimprov'd  away  j 
The  modeil  fan  was  lifted  up  no  more ; 
And  virgins  fmil'd  at  what  they  blulh'd  before. 
The  following  licence  of  a  foreign  reign 
Did  all  the  dregs  of  bold  Socin-us  drain  ; 
Then  unbelieving  priells  reform'd  the  nation, 
And  taught  more  pleafant  methods  of  falvation; 
Where  Heaven's  free  fubjefls  might  their  rights 

difpute, 
Left  God  him fel f  Ihould  feem  too  abfolute: 
Pulpits  their  faCred  fatire  learn'd  to  fpare, 
And  vice  admir'd  to  find  a  flatt'rer  there  ! 
Encourag'd  thus,  wit's  Titans  brav'd  the  Ikies, 
And  the  prefs  groan'd  with  licens'dblafphemies. 
Thefe  monlters,  critics  !  with  your  darts  engage, 
Here  point  your  thunder,  and  exhaullyour  rage! 
Yet  flmn  their  fault,  who,  fcandaloully  nice, 
Will  needs  millake  an  author  into  vice: 
All  feems  infected  that  th'  infected  fpy, 
As  all  looks  yellow  to  the  jaundie'd  eye. 

Learn  then  what  morals  critics  ought  to  Ihew, 
For  'tis  but  half  a  judge's  talk  to  know. 
'Tis  not  enough, talte,  judgment,  learning,  join  5 
In  all  you  fpeak,  let  truth  and  candour  Ihine: 
That  not  alone  what  to  your  fenfe  is  cJue 
All  may  allow,  but  feek  your  friendlhip  too. 

Be  filent  always  when  you  doubt  your  ihnCe  ; 
And  fpeak,  tho'  fure,  with  feeming  diffidence: 
S  >me  pciitive,  perfifting  fops  we  know, 
,    Who,  if  once  wrong,  will  needs  be  always  fo  j 


But  you  with  pleafure  own  your  errors  paft, 
Ami  make  each  day  a  critique  on  the  lalt. 

'Tis  not  enough  your  counfel  Hill  be  true; 
Hlunttruthsmoreniifchiefthannicefalfehoodsdo: 
Men  mull  be  taught  as  if  you  taught  them  not, 
And  things  unknown  propos'd  as  things  forgot. 
Without  good-breeding,  truth  is  difapprov'd; 
That  only  makes  fuperior  fenfe  belov'd. 

Be  niggards  of  advice  on  no  pretence  ; 
For  the  worll  avarice  is  that  of  fenfe. 
With  mean  complacence  ne'er  betray  yourtruft, 
Nor  be  fo  civil  as  to  prove  unjull. 
Fear  not  the  anger  of  the  wife  to  raife ; 
Thofe  bell  can  bear  reproof  who  merit  praife. 

'Twere  wellmightcriticsftillthisfreedom  takej 
But  Appius  reddens  at  each  word  you  fpeak, 
And  Hares  tremendous,  with  a  threatening  eye, 
Like  fome  fierce  tyrant  in  old  tapellry. 
Fear  moll  to  tax  an  honourable  fool, 
Whofe  right  it  is,  uncenfur'd,  to  be  dull ; 
Such,  without  wit,  are  poets  when  they  pleafe, 
As  without  learning  they  can  take  degrees. 
Leave  dang'rous  truths  to  unfuccefsful  fatires, 
And  flatt'ry  to  fulfome  dedicators,  [more 

Whom,  when  they  praife,  the  world  believes  no 
Than  when  they  promife  to  give  fcribbling  o'er. 
'Tis  bell  fometimes  your  cenfure  to  reftrain, 
And  charitably  let  the  dull  be  vain  : 
Your  filence  there  is  better  than  your  fpite ; 
For  who  can  rail  fo  long  as  they  can  write  ? 
Still  humming  on,their  drowfy  courfe  theykeep, 
And  lalh'd  fo  long,  like  tops,  are  lafh'd  alleep. 
Falfe  Heps  but  help  them  to  renew  the  race ; 
As,  after  Humbling,  jades  will  mend  their  pace, 
What  crowds  of  thele,  impenitently  bold, 
In  founds  and  jingling  fyllables  grown  old, 
Still  run  on  poets  in  a  raging  vein, 
Ev'n  to  the  dregs  and  fqueezings  of  the  brain  ; 
Strain  out  the  lall  dull  droppings  of  their  {enief 
And  rhyme  with  all  the  rage  of  impotence  ! 

Such  fhamelefs  bards  we  have;  and  yet  'tis  true, 
There  are  as  mad  abandon'd  critics  too. 
The  bookful  blockhead,  ignorantly  read, 
With  loads  of  learned  lumber  in  his  head, 
With  his  own  tongue  ftiil  edifies  his  ears, 
And  always  lift'ning  to  himfelf  appears. 
All  books  he  reads,  and  all  he  reads  aflails, 
From  Dryden's  Fables  down  to  Durfey's  Tales  : 
With  him,  moft  authors  Heal  their  works, or  buy; 
Garth  did  not  write  his  own  Difpenfary. 
Name  a  new  Play,  and  he's  the  Poet's  friend, 
Nay,fhew'dhisfau1ts,butwhenwouldPoetsmend> 
No  place  fo  lacred  from  fuch  fops  is  barr'd, 
Nor  isPaul's  church  more fafethanPaul's  church 

yard : 
Nay,  fly  to  altars ;  there  they'll  talk  you  dead  ; 
For  Fools  rulh  in  where  Angels  fear  to  tread. 
Diftruftful  lenfe  with  modelt  caution  fpeaks,  "l 
It  Hill  looks  home,  and  Ihort  excurlions  makes;  > 
But  rattling  nonfenle  in  full  vollies  breaks,     j 
And  never  Ihock'd,  and  never  turn'd  afide, 
Burfts  out,  reliltlefs,  with  a  thund'ring  tide. 

But  where's  the  man  who  counfel  can  bellow, 
Still  pleas'd  to  teach,  and  yet  not  proud  to  know? 

Unbiafs'd 
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Unbiafs'd  or  by  favour  or  by  fpite ; 

Nor  dully  prepoffefs'd,  nor  blindly  right; 

Tho' learn 'dwell-bred,andtho'well-bredfmcere, 

Modeftly  bold,  and  humanly  fevere  ; 

Wko  to  a  friend  his  faults  can  freely  /hew, 

And  gladly  praife  the  merit  of  a  foe? 

31elt  with  a  tafre  exact,  yet  unconfin'd ; 

A  knowledge  both  of  books  and  human  kind  j 

Gen'rousconverfe;  a  foul  exempt  from  pride! 

And  love  to  praife,  with  reafon  on  his  fide? 

Such  once  were  Critics ;  fuch  the  happy  few 
Athens  and  Rome  in  better  ages  knew. 
The  mighty  Stagyrite  liril  left  the  ihore, 
Spread  all  his  fails,  and  durft  the  deeps  explore; 
He  lleer'd  Jfccurely,  and  difcovcr*d  far, 
Led  by  the  light  of  the  Masonian  Star. 
Poets,  a  race  long  unconfin'd  and  free, 
Still  fond  and  proud  of  lavage  liberty, 
Receiv'd  his  laws,  and  flood  convinced ;  'twas  fit, 
Who  conquer' d  Nature  fhouldprefide  o'er  Wit. 

Horace  trill  charms  with  graceful  negligence. 
And  without  method  talks  us  into  lenfe  ; 
Will,  like  a  friend,  famiiiarl)  convey 
The  trueit  notions  in  the  eaiieii  way. 
He  who,  fupreme  in  judgment  as  in  wit, 
Might  boldiy  cenfure,  as  he  boldly  writ ; 
Yet  judg'd  with  coolnefs,  tho'  he  fung  with  fire  ; 
His  Precepts  teach  but  what  his  Works  infpire. 
Our  Critics  take  a  contrary  extreme; 
They  judge   with   fury,  but  they  write  with 
'  phlegm ; 

Nor  (utters  Horace  more  in  wrong  tramlations 
By  wits,  than  critics  in  as  wrong  quotations. 

See  Dionyiius  Homer's  thoughts  refine, 
And  call  new  beauties  forth  from  ev'ry  line ! 

Fancy  and  art  in  gay  Petronius  pieafe  ; 
The  fcholar's  learning,  with  the  courtier's  eafe. 

In  grave  Quintilian's  copious  work  we  find 
The  julteit  rules  and  cleareft  method  join'd  : 
1  hus  ufeful  arms  in  magazines  we  place, 
All  rang'd  in  order,  and  difpos'd  with  grace; 
But  lefs  to  pieafe  the  eye  than  arm  the  hand; 
Still  fit  for  ufe,  and  ready  at  command. 

Thee,bolnVLonginus!  all  the  Nine  infpire, 
And  b'ieis  their  Critic  with  a  Poet's  fire. 
An  ajdent  judge,  who,  zealous  in  his  truft, 
With  warmth  gives  fentence,  yet  is  always  juft: 
Whole  own  example  ftrengthens  all  his  laws; 
And  is  himlelf  that  great  iublime  he  draws. 

Thus  long  fucceeding  Critics  jultly  reign'd, 
Licence  reprefs'd,  and  ufeful  laws  ordain'd. 
Learning  and  Rome  alike  in  empire  grew. 
And  Arts  flill  follow'd  where  the  Eagles  flew: 
From   the   fame   foes,  at  laft,  both  felt   their 

doom ; 
And  the  fame  age  faw  Learning  fail,  and  Rome. 
With  Tyranny  then  Superltition  join'd  ; 
As  that  the  body,  this  enflav'd  the  mind  : 
Much  was  believ'd,  but  little  underflood  ; 
And  to  be  dull  was  conllrued  to  be  good.; 
A  fecond  deluge  Learning  thus  o'er-run  ; 
And  the  Morrks  finiuYd  what  the  Goths  begun. 

At  length  Erafmus,  that  great  injur'd  name; 
The  glory  of  the  Priefthood,  and  the  ihame ! 


Stemm'd  the  wild  torrent  of  a  barbarous  age, 
And  drove  thofe  holy  Vandals  erf  the  ftage. 

But  fee  !  each  Mufe,  in  Leo's  golden  days, 
Starts  from  her  trance,andtrimsherwither'd  bays; 
Rome's  ancient  Genius,  o'er  its  ruin  i'pread, 
Shakes  off  the  duit,  and  rears  his  rev'rend  head. 
Then  Sculpture  and  her  filter-arts  revive; 
Stone's  leap'd  to  form,  and  rocks  began  to  live: 
With  tweeter  notes  each  rifing  temple  rung  ; 
A  Raphael  pointed,  and  a  Vida  lung. 
Immortal  Vida !  on  whofe  honour'd  brow 
The  Poet's  bays  3nd  Critic's  ivy  grow, 
Cremona  now  ihall  ever  boaft  thy  name  ; 
As  next  in  place  I  )  Mantua,  next  in  fame! 

But  foon  by  nnpiousarts  from  Latium  chas'd, 
Their  ancient  bounds  tne  banifh'd  Mules  paTfs'dj 
Thence  Arts  o'er  ail  the  northern  world  advance, 
But  Critic-learning  flouriuYd  molt  in  France  : 
The  rules  a  nation,  born  to  ferve  obey,  obeys; 
And  Boileau  ftill  in  right  of  Horace  fways. 
But  we,  brave  Britons,  foreign  laws  deipis'd, 
And  kept  unconquer'd  and  uncivilizM  j 
Fierce  for  the  liberties  of  wit,  and  bold, 
We  itill  defied  the  Romans,  as  of  old. 
Yet  fome  there  were,  among  the  founder  few 
Of  thoie  who  lefs  prefum'd,  and  better  knew, 
Who  durft  afferf.  the  jufter  ancient  caufe, 
And  here  reitorYt  Wit's  fundamental  laws  ; 
Such  was  the  Mufe  whofe  rules  and  practice  tell, 
''Nature's  chief  Mailer-piece  is  writing  well." 
Such  was  Rofcommon,  not  more  learn* d  than 

good, 
With  manners  gen'rous  as  his  noble  blood  ; 
To  him  the  wit  of  Grece  and  Rome  was  known, 
And  ev'ry  Author's  merit  but  his  own. 
Such  late  was  Waiih,  the  Mufe'sjudge  and  friend, 
Who  juitly  knew  to  blame  or  to  commend  : 
To  failings  mild,  but  zealous  for  defert ; 
The  clsareft  head,  and  thefincereft  heart. 
This  humble  praife,  lamented  fhade!  receive, 
This  praife  at  leatt  a  grateful  Mufe  may  give. 
The  Mufe  whole  early  voice  you  taught  to  fing, 
Prefcrib'dherheights,andprun'dhertenderwing, 
(Her  guide  now  !olt)  no  more  attempts  to  rife,' 
But  in  low  numbers  (hortexcurfions  tries:  [view; 
Content,  if  hence  th'  unlearn'd  their  wants  may 
The  iearn'd  reflect  on  what  before  they  knew  : 
Carelefs  of  cenfure,  nor  too  fond  of  fame; 
Still  pieas'd  to  praife,  yet  not  afraid  to  blame: 
Averfe  alike  to  flatter,  or  offend  ; 
Not  free  from  faults,  nor  yet  too  vain  to  mend. 


§  10.     'the  Rape  of  the  Lock.     Pope. 

Nolueram,  Belinda,  tuos  violare  capillos  ; 
Seu  juvat,  hoc  precibus  me  tribuijfe  tuis. 

MART. 


C  ANT  O     I. 

What  dire  offence  from    am'rous     caufes 
fprings, 
What  mighty  contefts  rife  from  trivial  things, 
I  fing — This  verfe  to  Caryl,  Mule  \  is  due, 
This  even  Belinda  may  vouchiafeto  view: 

Q  3  siiSbt 
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Slight  is  the  fubject,  but  not  fo  the  praife, 

Jf  She  infpire,  and  He  approve  my  lays.      [pel 

Say  what  ftrange  motive,  goddefs !  could  com- 
A  well-bred  Lord  V  affault  a  gentle  Belle  ? 
O  fay  what  (hanger  caufe,  yet  unexplored, 
Couid  make  a  gentle  Belle  reject,  a  Lord  ? 
In  talks  fo  bold  can  little  men  engage  ? 
And  in  foft  bofoms  dwells  fuch  mighty  rage  ? 

Sol  thro'  white  curtains  mot  a  tim'rous  ray, 
And  op'd  thole  eyes  that  mufteclipfe  the  day: 
Now  lap-dogs  gavethemfelves  the  routing  (hake; 
And  ileeplefs  lovers,  juft  at  twelve,  awake: 
Thrice  rung  the  bell,  the  flipper  knoDk'd  the 

ground, 
And  theprefs'd  watch  return 'd  a  illver  found. 
Belinda  ftill  her  downy  pillow  prefs'd, 
Tier  guardian  Sylph  prolong'd  the  balmy  reft—r 
'I  was  He  had  fummon'd  to  her  iilent  bed 
Themorning-dreamsthathover'do'erherhead — 
Ayouth  more  glitt'ringthanabirth-night  beau, 
That  even  in  (lumber  eaus'd  her  cheek  to  glow, 
Seem'd  to  her  ear  his  winning  lips  to  lay, 
And  thus  in  whifpers  laid,  or  feem'd  to  fay  : 

Faireft  of  portals,  thou  diftinguiih'd  care 
Of  thouiand  bright  in  habitants  of  air  ! 
If  e'er  one  virion  touch  thy  infant  thought-, 
Of  all  the  Nurfe  and  all  the  Prieft  have  taught , 
Of  airy  elves  by  moonlight  fhadows  iten^ 
The  fiiver  token,  and  the  circled  green, 
Or  yirgins  vifited  by  Angel-pow'rs,     [rlowVs  ! 
"With  golden  crowns,  and  wreaths  of  heavenly 
Hear  and  believe  !  thy  own  importance  know, 
Nor  bound  thy  narrow'  views  to  things  below. 
Somefecret  truths,  from  learned  pride  con ceal'd, 
To  maids  alone  and  children  are  reveal'd : 
What  tho'  no  credit  doubting  wits  may  give, 
The  fair  and  innocent  (hall  itill  believe. 
3£iiow  then,  unnum'oer'd  fpirjts  round  thee  fly, 
The  light  militia  of  the  lower  fty  -. 
'JTLeie,  tho'  unfeen,  are  ever  on  the  wing, 
"Hang  o'er  the  box,  and  hover  round  the  ring. 
Think  what  an  equipage  thou  haft  in  air, 
And  view  with  fcorn  two  pages  and  a  chair. 
As  now  your  own,  our  beings  were  of  old, 
And  once  inclos'd  in  woman's  beauteous  mould; 
Thence,  by  a  foft  transition,  we  repair 
From  earthly  vehicles  to  thefe  of  air* 
Think  nor,  when  woman's  traniient  breath  is  fled, 
That  ail  her  vanities  at  once  are  dead  ; 
Succeeding  vanities  flie  frill  regards, 
A.nd,  tho'  fne  plays  no  more,  o'erlooks  the  cards. 
Her  joy  in  gilded  chariots,  when  alive, 
And  love  of  cmbre,  after  death  furvive  ; 
For  when  the  fair  in  all  their  pride  expire, 
To  their  firft  elements  their  fouls  retire: 
The  fprites  of  fiery  termagants  in  flame 
Mount  up,  and  take  a  Salamander's  name. 
Soft  yielding  maids  to  water  glide  away, 
And  fin,  with  nymphs,  their  elemental  tea. 
1  he  gaver  prude  links  downward  to  a  gnome, 
In  feaxh  of  rr.iichief  ftill  oh  earth  to  roam. 
The  light  ceqiut-es  in  fylphs  aloft  repair, 
And  fport  and  flutter  in  the  fields  of  air. 


Know  further  yet — whoever  fair  and  chafte 
Rejects  mankind,  is  by  fome  fylph  embrae'd: 
For  fpirjts,  freed  from  mortal  laws,  with  eafe 
AfTume  what  f?xes  and  what  manes  they  pleafe. 
What  guards  the  purity  of  melting  maids 
In  courtly  balls  and  midnight  mafquerades, 
Safe  from  the  freach'rous  friend, thedaringfpark, 
The  glance  by  day,  the  whiiperin  the  da:k, 
When  kind  occafion  prompts  theb'  warm  dehVes, 
Whenmufic  ibfrens,  and  when  dancing  fires  r 
'Tis  but  their  fylph,  the  wife  celeitials  know, 
Tho' honour  is  the  word  with  men  below,    [face, 
Some  nymphs  there  are,  too  confeious  of  their 
For  life  predeftin'd  to  the  gnomes'  embrace. 
Thefe  fwell  their  profpects  and  exalt  their  pride, 
When  offers  are  difdain'd,  and  love  denied  -. 
Then  gay  ideas  crowd  the  vacant  brain,    [train, 
While  peers,  and  dukes,  and  all  their  fweeping 
And  garters,  fbrs,  and  coronets  appear, 
And  in  foft  founds  "your  grace"  fa!  utes  their  ear. 
'Tis  thele  that  early  taint  the  female  foul, 
■Inftru6t  the  eye  of  young  coquette's  to  roll, 
Teach  infant-cheeks  a  bidden  blufh  to  know, 
And  little  hearts  to  flutter  at  a  beau. 

Oft,  when  the  world  imagine  women  ftray, 
The  fylplis  thro'  myltic  mazes  guide  their  way; 
Thro'  all  the  giddy  circle  they  purfue, 
And  old  impertinence  expel  by  new. 
What  tender  maid  but  muft  a  viclim  fall 
To  one  man's  treat,  but  for  another's  ball  ? 
WhenFloriofpeaks,what  virgin  couldvvithftand, 
If  gentle  Damon  did  not  fqueeze  her  hand  ? 
With  varying  vanities,  from  ev'ry  part, 
They  fhitt  the  moving  toy-mop  of  their  heart ; 
Where  wigs  with  wigs,  with  fword-knots  fword- 

knots  ftrive, 
Beaux  baniih  beaux,  and  coaches  coaches  drive. 
This  erring  mortals  levity  may  call  ; 
Oh  blind  to  truth !  the  Sylphs  contrive  it  all. 
Of  thefe  am  I,  who  thy  protection  claim  j 
A  watchful  fprite,  and  Ariel  is  my  name. 
Late  as  I  rang'd  the  cryftal  wilds  of  air, 
In  the  clear  mirror  of  thy  ruling  Mar 
I  law,  alas  !  fome  dread  event  impend, 
Ere  to  the  main  this  morning  fun  defcend  ; 
But  heaven  reveals  not  what,  or  how,  or  where; 
Warn  M  by  thy  Sylph,  oh  pious  maid,  beware  I 
This  to  difclofe  is  all  thy  guardian  can  : 
Beware  of  all,  but  molt  beware  of  man  !  [long, 
He  faid;  whenShock,whothoughtflie  flept  too 
Leap'd  up,  and  wak'd  hismiltrefswithhistongue. 
Twas  then,  Belinda,  if  report  fay  true, 
Thy  eyes  firft  open'd  on  a  brllet-doux  ;    [read, 
Wounds,  charms,  and  ardours,  were  no  fooner 
But  all  the  vifion  vaniflYd  from  thy  head. 

And  now,vnveil'd,the  toilet  ffandsdifplay'd; 
Each  fiiver  vafe  in  myftic  order  laid. 
Firft,  rob'd  in  white,  the  nymph  intent  adores, 
With  head  uncover'd,  the  cofmetic  pow'rs: 
A  heavenly  image  in  the  glafs  appears  ; 
To  that  (he  bends,  to  that  her  eyes  me  rears  ; 
Th'  inferior  prieftefs,  at  her  altar's  fide. 
Trembling,  begins  thefacred  rites  of  pride. 

Unn  umber  M 
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Unnumber'd  treafiires.  ope  at  once,  and  here 
various  of  the  world  appsarj 

n  each  (he  nicely  culls  with  carious  toil, 
.  decks  tbegoddefs  with  the  glitt'ringfpoil. 
This  ca(ket  India's  glowing  gems  unlocks, 
And  all  Arabia  breathes  from  yonder  box: 
The  tortoile  here  and  elephant  unite,    [white: 
Transformed  to  combs,  the    fpeckied  and  the 
Here  riles  of  pins  extend  their  lhining  rows, 
Purr-:   powders,  patches,  bibles,  billet-doux. 

-.ful  beauty  puts  on  all 'its  arr.    . 
The  fair  each  moment  riles  in  her  charms, 
Repairs  her  (miles,  awakens  ev'ry  grace, 
And  calls  forth  all  the  wonders  of  her  face: 

.  grees  a  purer  blui'h  a  rife, 
And  keener  lightning  quicken  in  her  eyes. 

iphs  lurround  their  darling  care ; 


Then  proftrate  falls,  and  begs  with  ardent  eyes 
Soon  to  obtain,  and  long  poifefs  the  prize. 
The  pow'rs  gave  ear* and  granted  half  his  pray  V  5 
The  red,  the  winds  difpers'd  in  empty  air. 
But  now  fecure  the  painted  veflel  glides, 
The  fun-beams  trembling  on  the  floating  tides  ; 
While  melting  muiic  (teals  upon  the  fky, 
And  foftcn'd  founds  along  the  waters  die  ; 
Smooth  now  the  wayes,theZephvrs  gently  play  j 
Belinda  fmil'd,  and  all  the  world  was  gay. 
All  but  the  Sylph — withcarefulthou.-htsoppreft, 
TiY  impending  woe  fit  heavy  on  bis  breait. 
He  luminous  loaight  his  denizens  of  air, 
The  lucid  fquadrons  round  the  (ails  repair: 
Soft  o'er  the  (hrouds  aerial  whilpers  breathe, 
Tliat  ftem'd  but  Zephyrs  to  the  train  benta%^. 
Some  to  the  fun  their  in  feci  wings  unfold, 


Thefe  fet  the  head,  and  thofe  divide  the  hair  j     Waft  on  the  breeze,  or  fink  in  clouds  of  gold  ; 


Some  fold  the  fleeve.whilfl  others  plait  the  gown; 
And  Betty's  prais'd  for  labours  not  her  own. 
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Tran. parent  forms,  too  fine  for  mortal  light, 
Their  fluid  bodies  balf  diflblv'd  in  light. 

Loofe  to  the  win  Is  their  airy  garments  rlew, 
Thin      itl     tng  textures  of  the  filmy  dew, 
Dipp'd  in  the  richeft  tincture  of  the  (kies, 
Where  light  difports  in  ever-mingling  dyes; 
While  ev'rv  beam  new  traniicnt  colours  flings, 
Colours  that  change  whene'er  they  wave  ihtir 

Fair  nymphs,  and  weil-dreft  youths,  around  berLAmid  the  circle  on  the  gilded  mail,       [wings. 

But  ev'ry  eye  w^s  fix'd  on  her  alone.     [Ihone  ;  Superior  by  the  head,  was  Ariel  piae'd  ; 

On  her  white  breail  a  fparkling  crofs  (he  wore,  I  His  purple  pinions  op'ning  to  the  fun, 


Not  with  more  glores,  in  th'  ethere.il  plain, 
The  fun  firil  rifes  o'er  the  purpled  main, 
Than,  ilTuing  forth,  the  rival  of"  his  beams 
Launched  on  the  bo  Tom  of  the  lilver  Thames. 


"Which  Jews  might  kifs,  and  Infidels  adore. 
Her  lively  looks  a  fprightly  mind  difciofe, 
Quick  as  her  eyes,  and  as  unfixt  as  thofe: 
Favours  to  none,  to  all  (he  fmiles  extends  j 
Oft  (he  rejects,  but  never  once  olFends. 
Bright  as  the  fun  her  eyes  the  gazers  ftrike, 
And,  like  the  fun,  they  fnine  on  ail  alike. 


He  rais'dhis  azure  wand,  and  thus  begun: 

Ye  Sylphs  and  Sylphids,f  o  your  chief  give  ear: 
Fays,  faries,  genii,  elves,  and  daemons  hear  ! 
Ye  know  the  lpheres  and  various  talks  ailign"d 
By  laws  eternal  to  th'  aerial  kind. 
Some  in  the  fields  of  open  aether  play, 
And  balk  and  whiten  in  the  blaze  of  day  : 


Yer  graceful  eafe,  and  fweetnefs  void  of  pride,  Some  guide  thecourfe  of  wand'ringorbs  on  high, 
Mighthide  their  faults,ifbelles  had  faults  to  hide:1  Or  roil  the  planets  through  the  boundlefs  Iky  : 
If  to  her  Glare  fofne  female  errors  Fall,  Some,Iefs  refin'd,  beneath  the  moon's  pale  light, 


Look  on  her  face,  and  you  '11  forget  them  all 

This  Nymph,  to  the  deftru&ion  of  mankind, 
Nourifn'dtwoLockSjwhichgraceftii  hungbehind 
In  equal  curls,  and  well  coafpir'd  to  deck 
With  mining  ringlets  the  fmooth  iv*ry  neck. 
Love  in  thefe  labyrinths  his  (laves  detains, 
And  mighty  hearts  are  held  in  fiender  chains. 
With  hairy  fpringes  we  the  birds  betray  ; 
Slight  lines  of  hair  lurprife  the  finny  prey  j. 
Fair  treffes  man's  imperial  race  enfnare, 
And  beauty  draws  us  with  a  fingle  hair. 

Th'adventYousBaronthebrightlocksadmir'd; 
He  faw,  he  wiuYd,  and  to  the  prize  aipir'd. 
Relolv'd  to  win,  he  meditates  the  way, 
By  force  to  raviih,  or  by  fraud  betray; 
For  when  fuccefs  a  lover's  toil  attends, 
Few  alk  if  fraud  or  force  attain'd  his  ends. 


Purine  the  liars  that  ihoot  acrofs  the  night, 
Or  fuck  the  mills  in  grolTer  air  below, 
Or  dip  their  pinions  in  the  painted  bow, 
Or  brew  fierce  tempeits  on  the  wint'ry  main, 
Or  o'er  the  glebe  diilil  the  kindly  rain  : 
Others  on  earth  o'er  human  race  prelide, 
Watch  all  their  ways,  and  all  their  actions  guide: 
Of  thefe  the  chief  the  care  of  nations  own, 
And  guard  wfth  arms  divine  the  Britilh  throne. 

Our  humbler  province  is  to  tend  the  Fair, 
Not  a  lefs  pleafmg,  tho'  lefs  glorious  care  j 
To  five  the  powder  from  too  rude  a  gale, 
Nor  let  th'  imprifon'd  eiTences  exhale  ; 
To  draw  freih  colours  from  the  vernal  flow* is; 
To  (teal  from  rainbows,ere  they  drop  in  (how  hs, 
A  brighter  warn  ;  to  curl  their  waving  hairs, 
Aifilt  their  blullies,  and  infpire  their  airs; 


For  this,  ere  Phctbus  rofe.  he  had  implor'd   iNay  oft,  in  dreams,  invention  we  bellow 


Propitious  Heaven,  and  ev'ry  pow'r  ador'd  ; 
But  chiefly  Love — to  Love  an  altar  built 
Of  twelve  vaft  French  romances,  neatly  gilt. 
There  lay  three  garters,  half  a  pair  of  gloves  ; 
And  all  the  trophies  of  his  former  loves  : 
With  tender  billet-doux  he  lights  the  pyre, 
And  breathes  three  ain'rous  fighs  to raife  thefire: 


To  change  a  flounce,  or  add  a  furbelow. 

This  day  black  omens  threat  the  b •ighteilfair 
That  e'er  deferv'd  a  watchful  fpirit'e  care  ; 
Some  dire  difalter,  or  by  force,  or  (light, 
But  what,or  where,the  fates  have  wrapt  in  n I 
Whether  the  nymph  lhall  break  Diana'?  law, 
Or  fome  frail  China  jar  receive  a  flaw  ; 
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Or  (lain  her  honour,  or  her  new  brocade; 
Forget  her  pray'rs,  or  mil's  a  mafquerade  ; 
Or  lofe  her  heart,  or  necklace,  at  a  ball ;     [fall. 
Or  whether  Heaven  has  doom'd  that  Shock  mull 
Kaile  then,  ye  (pints  !  to  your  charge  repair: 
The  flutt'ring  fan  be  Zephyretta's  care  j 
The  drops  to  thee,  Brillante,  we  confign  ; 
And,  Momentilla,  let  the  watch  be  thine  ; 
To  thou,  Crifpifla,  tend  her  fa v1  rite  Lock  ; 
Ariel  himfelf  (hall  be  the  guard  of  Shock. 
To  fifty  chofen  Sylphs,  of  fpecial  note, 
We  truft  the  important  charge,  the  Petticoat: 
Olt  have  we  known  that  feven-fold  fence  to  fail, 
Tho'  flirf  with  hoops,  and  arm'd  with  ribs  of 
Form  a  ilrong  line  about  the  fil  ver  bound,-[whalc: 
And  guard  the  wide  circumference  around. 

'Whatever  fpirit,  carelefs  of  his  charge, 
His  poll  negieels,  or  leaves  the  fair  at  large, 
Shall  feel  (harp  vengeance  foon  o'ertake  his  fins, 
Be  flopp'd  in  vials,  or  transfix'd  with  pins  ; 
Orplung'd  in  lakes  of  bitter  wafhes  lie, 
Or  wedg'd  whole  ages  in  a  bodkin's  eye  t 
<  urns  and  pomatums  (hall  his  flight  reftrain, 
While  clogg'd  he  beats  his  filken  wings  in  vain: 
Or  alum  ltyptics  with  contracting  pow*r, 
Shrink  his  thin  efience  like  a  fhrivell'd  flow'r: 

Or,  as  Ixion  fix'd,  the  wretch  mall  feel 
The  giddy  motion  of  the  whirling  mill ; 

In  fumes  of  burning  chocolate  fliall  glow, 

.And  tremble  at  the  fea  that  froths  below  ! 
He  fpoke  ;  the  (pints  from  the  fails  defcend  ; 

Seme,  orb  in  orb,  around  the  nymph  extend  ; 

Some  thrid  the  mazy  ringlets  of  her  hair; 

£cme  hang  upon  the  pendants  of  her  ear  ; 

With  beating  hearts  the  dire  event  they  wait, 

Anxious,  and  trembling  for  the  birth  of  Fate. 

CANTO    III. 

Close  by  thofe  meads,  for  ever  crowned  with 

flow  re,  [tow'rs, 

Where  Thames  with  pride  furveys  his  riling 

There  Hands  a  flrucfure  of  majeftic  frame, 

Which  from  the   neighb'ring  Hampton  takes 

its  name. 
Here  Britain's  llatefmen  oft  the  fall  foredoom 
Of  foreign  tyrants,  and  of  nymphs  at  home; 
Here  thou,  great  Anna!  whom  three  realms  obey, 
Toll  fometimes  counfel  take  and  fometimes  tea. 

Hither  the  heroes  and  the  nymphs  reibrt. 
To  tafle  awhile  the  pleafures  of  a  court; 
In  various  talk  the  inflruclive  hours  they  pafs'd, 
Who  gave  the  ball,  or  paid  the  vilit  lait ; 
One  (peaks  the  glory  of  the  Britifh  Queen, 
And  one  defcribes  a  charming  Indian  fcreen ; 
A  third  interprets  motions,  looks,  and  eyes  j 
At  ev'ry   word  a  reputation  dies. 
Snuff,  or  the  fan,  fupply  each  paufe  of  chat; 
With  finging,  laughing,  ogling,  and  all  that. 

Meanwhile,  declining  from  the  noon  of  day, 
The -fun  obliquely  moots  his  burning  ray  ; 
The  hungry  judges  foon  the  fentence  iign, 
.And  wretches  hang,  that  jurymen  may  dine  ; 
The   merchant    from  th'  Exchange  returns  in 
And  the  long  labours  of  the  toilet  ceafe.  [peace, 


Belinda  now,  whom  third  of  fame  invites, 
Burns  to  encounter  two  advent'rous  knights, 
At  ombre  fingly  to  decide  their  doom  ; 
And  (Wells  herhrCafl  withconquefls  yettocome. 
Straight  the  three  bands  prepare  in  arms  to  join, 
Each  band  the  number  of  the  facred  nine. 
Soon  as  (he  fpreads  her  hand,  th*  aerial  guard 
Defcend,  and  fit  on  each  important  card  : 
Firll  Ariel  perch'd  upon  a  matadore, 
Then  each  according  to  the  rank  they  bore  ; 
For  Sylphs,  yet  mindful  of  their  ancient  race, 
Are,  as  when  women,  wond'rous  fond  of  place. 

Behold,  four  kings  in  majefly  rever'd, 
With  hoary  whiikers  and  a  forky  beard;  [flow'r, 
And  four  fair   queens    whole  hands  luflain  a 
Th'  exprellive  emblem  of  their  fofter  pow'r; 
Four  knaves  in  garbs  fuccincl,  a  trully  band, 
Caps  on  their  heads,  and  halberts  in  their  hand; 
And  party-coloured  troops,  a  mining  train, 
Drawn  forth  to  combat  on  the  velvet  plain.  , 

The  (kilful  nymph  reviews  her  force  with  care  j 
Let  Spades  be  trumps!  (he  faid,  and  trumps  they 
were. 
Now  move  to  war  her  fable  matadores, 
In  (how  like  leaders  of  the  fwarthy  Moors. 
Spadiilo  firfl,  unconquerable  lord  ! 
Led  off  two  captive  trumps,and  fwept  the  board. 
As  many  more  Manillo  forcM  to  yield, 
And  marcird  a  victor  from  the  verdant  field. 
Him  Baflo  follow'd,  but  his  fate  more  hard 
Gain'd  but  one  trump,  and  one  Plebeian  card. 
With  his  broad  fabre  next,  a  chief  in  years, 
The  hoary  Majefty  of  Spades  appears, 
Puts  forth  one  manly  leg,  to  light  reveal'd, 
The  reft  his  many-cojour'd  robe  conceal'd. 
The  rebel  Knave,  who  dares  his  prince  engage, 
Proves  the  juft  vicfim  of  his  royal  iage. 
E'en  mighty  pam;  that  Kings  and  Queens  o'er- 

threw, 
And  muw'd  down  armies  in  the  fights  of  Loo, 
Sad  chance  of  war  !  now  deftitutc  of  aid, 
Falls  undiflinguifh'd  by  the  victor  Spade  ! 
Thus  far  both  armses  to  Belinda  yield  ; 
Now  to  the  Baron  fate  inclines  the  field. 
His  warlike  Amazon  her  hod  invades, 
Th'  imperial  confort  of  the  crown  of  Spades. 
The  Club's  black  tyrant  firft  her  victim  died, 
Spite  of  his  haughty  mien,  and  barb'rous  pride ; 
What  boots  the  regal  circle  on  his  head  ; 
His  giant  limbs,   in  ftate  unwieldy  fpread  ; 
That  long  behind  he  trails  his  pompous  robe, 
And,  of  all  monarchs,  onlygrafps  the  globe  ? 

The  Baron  now  his  Diamonds  pours  apace  ; 
Tli'  embroider'dKingwhoihewsbuthalf  hisface, 
And  his  refulgent  Queen,  with  pow'rs  com- 
Of  broken  troops  an  eafy  conqneft  find,  [bin'd. 
Clubs,  Diamonds,  Hearts,  in.  wild  diforder  feen, 
With  throngs  promifcuousflrow  the  level  green. 
Thus  when  difpers'd  a  routed  army  runs, 
Of  Afia's  troops,  and  Afric's  feeble  fons, 
With  like  confufion  diff  'rent  nations  fly, 
Of  various  habit,  and  of  various  dye; 
The  piere'd  battalions  difunited  falj 
In  heaps  on  heapsjonc  fate  o'ei  whelms  them  all. 

The 
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The  Knave  of  Diamonds  tries  his  wily  arts,   j  Ev'n  then  before  the  fata!  engine  cles'd, 
And  wins  (oh  fhamefal  chance !)  the  Queea  of    A  wretched  Sylpb  too  fondly  interpos'd ; 
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Hearts. 
At  this,  the  blood  the  virgin's  check  forfook; 
A  livid  palemefs  fpreads  o'er  aii  her  look  ; 
*She  kes,  and  trembles  at  the  approaching  il!, 
Jail  in  the  jaws  of  ruin,  and  Codiile, 
And  now  (as  oft  in  iome  dillemper'd  ftate) 
On  one  nice  trick  depends  the  gen'ral  fate. 
An  Ace  of  Hearts  fteps  forth:  theKing,unfeen, 
Lurk  <1  in  her  hand,  and  mourn'd  his  captive 

Queen : 
He  fprings  to  vengeance  with  an  eager  pace, 
And* falls  like  thunder  on  tbe  proftrate  Ace. 
The  Nymph  exulting  fills  with  fhouts  the  iky  3 
The  walls,  the  woods,  and  long  canals  reply. 

O  thoughtiefs  mortals  !  ever  blind  to  fate, 
Too  ioon  dejected,  and  too  foon  elate, 
Sudden  thefe  honours  ihail  be  fnatch'd  away, 
And  curs'dfor  ever  this  victorious  day.[crown'd, 

For,  io  !   the  beard  with  cups  and  i'pobns  is 
The  berries  crackle,  and  the  mill  turns  round: 
Cja-  (hining  altars  of  japan  they  raife 
The  fijver  lamp ;  the  fiery  fpirits  blaze : 
From  filver  ipouts  the  grateful  liquors  glide, 
While  China's  earth  receives  the  fmoking  tide: 
At  once  they  gratify  their  icent  and  taite, 
And  frequent  cups  prolong  tbe  rich  repaft. 
Straight  hover  round  the  Fair  her  airy  band  : 


Fate  urg'd   the  iheers,  and   cut  the   Sylph  ia 
But  airy  fublrance  foon  unites  again;      [twain, 
The  meeting  points  the  facred  hair  dilfever 
From  the  fair  head,  for  ever,  and  for  ever  ! 

Then  flafh'd  the  livingiightningfromher  eyes, 
And  fcreams  of  horror  rend  the  affrighted  ikies. 
Notluuder  ihrieksto  pitying  heaven  are  call, 
When  hufbands  or  when  lapdogs  breath  their 

laic ; 
Or  when  rich  China  vefTels,  fallen  from  high, 
In  giitt'ring  dull  and  painted  fragments  lie'. 

Let  wreathsof triumph  now  my  temples  twine. 
The  Visftor  cried  :  the  glorious  prize  is  mine! 
While  riih  in  ftreams,  or  birds  delight  in  air, 
Or  in  a  coach  and  fix  the  Britifh  Fair, 
As  long  as  Atalantis  (hall  be  read, 
Or  the  imall  pillow  grace  a  Lady's  bed ; 
While  vifits  fhall  be  paid  on  iolemndays,  [blaze; 
When    num'rous   wax-lights  in  bright  order 
While  nymphs  take  treats,  or  affignationsgive. 
So  long  my  honour,  name,  and  praife  ihail  live! 
What  Time  would  fpare,  from  fteel  receives  its 
And  monuments, like  men,  lubmit  to  fate  !  [date, 
Steel  could  the  labour  of  the  gods  deftroy, 
And  itrike  to  dull  th"  imperial  tow'rs  of  Troy ; 
Steel  could  the  works  of  mortal  pride  confound, 
And  hew  triumphal  arches  to  the  ground. 
What  wonder,then,fairNymph  !  thy  hail  s  mould. 

[reel 


But  anxious  c 
And  iecret  paflions 


CANTO      IV.  [prei-sU 

res  tbe  penfive  nymph  ot« 


laboured  in  her  b  re  aft. 


Some,  as  fhelipp'd,  the  fuming  liquor  fann'd  ; 

Some  o'er  her  lap  their  careful  plumes  difplay'd, !  The  conqu'ring  force  of  unreiift  ed  Heel  r 

Trembling,  and  confeious  of  the  rich  brocade. 

Coffee  (which  make  the  poiician  wife, 

And  fee  thro1  all  things  with  his  half-f hut  eyes) 

bent  up  in  vapours  to  the  Baron's  brain 

New  ilratagems,  the  radiant  Lock  to  gain. 

Ah  ceaie,  rafh  youth  f  deiift  ere  'tis  too  late, 

Fear  the  juit  gods^  and  think  of  Scylla's  fate  ! 

Chang'd  to  a  bird,  and  fent  to  flit  in  air, 

She  dearly  pays  for  Nifus'  injur'd  hair! 

But  when  to  mischief  mortals  bend  their  will, 
How  foon  they  find  fit  inftruments  of  ill ! 
Juft  then  Clariffa  drew  with  tempting  grace, 
A  two-edg'd  weapon  from  her  {Fining  cafe: 
So  Ladies,  in  romance,  ailift  their  Knight, 
Prefent  the  fpear,and  arm  him  for  the  fight. 
He  takes  the  gift  with  rev'rence,  and  extends 


The  little  engine  on  his  fingers  ends  j 
This  juit  behind  Belinda's  neck  he  fpread, 


Net  youthful  kings  in  battle  feiz'd  alive, 
Net  lcornful  virgins  Avho  their  charms  furvive. 
Not  ardent  lovers  rcbh'd  of  all  their  bliis, 
Not  ancient  ladies  when  refus'd  a  kifs, 
Not  tyrants  fierce  that  unrepenting  die, 
Not  Cynchia  when  her  mantua's  pinn'd  awry, 
E'er  felt  fuch  rage,  relentment,  and  defpair, 
As  thou,  fad  Virgin  !  for  thy  ravifh'd  Hair. 

For  that  fad  moment  when  the  Sylphs  with- 
And  Ariel  weeping  from  Belinda  flew,    [drew, 
Uinbriel,  a  dulky  melancholy  i'prite, 
As  ever  fullied  the  fair  face  of  light, 
Down  to  the  central  earth,  his  proper  fcene, 


Repair'd  to  fearch  the  gloomy  cave  of  Spleen. 
As  o'er  the  fragrant  fleam  fhe  bends  her  head.  Swift  on  his  footy  pinions  flits  the  Gnome, 
Swift  to  the  Lock  a  thoufand  fprites  repair,  And  in  a  vapour  rcach'd  the  difmal  dome. 

Athoufand  wings,  by  turns,  blow  back  the  hair  j  No  cheerful  breezethis  fallen  region  knows  ; 
And  thrice  they  twitch'd  the  diamond  in  her  ear;  I  The  dreaded  Eait  is  all  the  wind  that  blows. 
Thrice  (he  looks  back,  and  thrice  the  foe  drew  I  Here,  in  a  grotto  ihelter'd  clofe  from  air, 
Juft  in  that  inftant,  anxious  Ariel  fought  [near.!  And  fcreen'd  in  fhades  from  day's deteited  glare, 


The  clofe  receiles  of  the  Virgin's  thought 
As  on  the  nofegay  in  her  breaft  reclin'd, 
He  watch'd  the  ideas  rifing  in  her  mind. 
Sudden  he  view'd,  in  fpite  of  all  her  art, 
An  earthly  Lover  lurking  at  her  heart. 
Amaz'd,  confus'd,  he  found  his  pow'r  expir'd  ; 
Rellgn'd  to  fate,  and  with  a  figh  retir'd.  [wide, 
The  Peer  now  fpreads  the  giitt'ring  forfex 
T'  indole  the  Lock  j  now  joins  it  to  divide. 


She  fighs  for  ever  on  her  penfive  bed, 
Pain  ather  fide,  and  Megrim  at  her  head,  [place. 
Two  handmaids  wait  the  throne;    alike  in 
But  diff' ring  far  in  figure  and  in  face. 
Here  flood  Ill-nature,  like  an  ancient  maid, 
Her  wrinkled  form  in  black  and  white  array 'd  ; 
W^ith  frore  of  pray'rs  for  mornings,  nights,  and 

noons, 
Her  hand  is  fill'd  5   her  bofom  with  lampoons. 

There 
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There  Affectation,  with  a  fickly  mien, 
Shews  in  her  cheek  the  rofes  of  eighteen ; 
is'd  to  lifp.   md  hang  the  head  alide, 
Faints  into  air;,  and  languifhes  with  pride; 
On  the  rich  quilt  links  with  becoming  woe, 
Wrapt  in  a  gown,  for  rickne'  fo  ■  ftiow. 

The  fair  ones  feel  fuch  maladies  as  thi 
When  each  new  night-drefi  •  w  difeafe. 

.  A  conftant  vapour  o'er  the  palace  flies, 
Strange  phantoms  riling  as  the  mills  arife; 
Dreadful  as  hermits  dreams  in  haunted  lhades, 
Or  bright  as  viiions  of  expiring  maids 
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And  tierce  Thai  eft  ris  fans  the  riling  fire,  [cried, 
O  wretched  maid  !  me  fpread  her  handg, .  and 
(While  Hampton's  echoes  Wretched  maid  re- 
Was  itforthisyou  tookfuch  conftant  care[plied) 
The  bodkin,  comb,  and  ciTcnce  to  prepare  ? 
For  this  your  Locks  in  paper  durance  bound, 
Fortius  with  tort'rir.g  jrons  wreath'd  r  ;  } 

For  this  with  fillets  ftrain'd  your  tender   icad, 
And  bravely  bore  the  double  loads  of  lead  ! 
Gods  !  mall  the  ravifher  difplay  your  hair, 
While  the  fops  envy,  and  the  ladies  ftare! 


Now  glaring  fiends',  and  (hakes  on  rolling  fpires,   Honour  forbid  !  at  whole  unrivall'd  fhrine 


Pale  fpeclres,  gaping  tombs,  and  purple  fires  j 
Now  lakes  of  liquid  gold,  Elyfian  fcenes, 
Arid  cryftai  domes,  and  angels  in  machines. 

Unnumbered  throngs  on  ev'ry  fide  are  teen 
Of  bodies  changed  to  various  forms  by  Spleen. 
Here  living  tea-pots  llano1,  one  arm.  held  out, 
One  bent ;  the  handle  this,  and  that  the  ioout  : 
A  pipkin  there,  like  Homer's  tripod;  walks ; 
Here  iighs  ajar,  and  there  a  goOie-pye  talks  ; 
Men  prove  with  child,  as  powerful  fancy  works, 
And  maids,  rnrn'd  bottles,  call  aloud  lor  corks. 

Safe  pafs'd  the  Gnome  thro'this  fantafticband, 
A  branch  of  healing  fpkenwort  in  his  hand  : 
Then  thus  addrefs'd  the   Pow'r: — Hail,  way- 
ward Queen  ! 
Who  rule  the  lex  to  fifty  from  fifteen  : 
Parent  of  vapours,  and  of  female  wit, 
Who  gives  th'  hyiteric  or  poetic  fit ; 
On  various  tempers  act,  by  various  ways, 
Make  fome  take  phylic,  others  fcribble  plays; 
Who  caufe  the  proud  their  vifits  to  delay, 
And  fend  the  godly  in  a  petto  pray. 
A  Nymph  there  is,  that  all  thy  pow'r  difdains, 
And  thouiimcls  more  in  equal  mirth  maintains. 
But,  oh  !  if  e'er  thy  Gnome  could  fpoil  a  grace, 
Or  raife  a  pimple  on  a  beauteous  face, 
Like  citron-waters  matrons  cheeks  inflame, 
Or  change  complexions  at  a  k>!lng  game  ; 
If  e'er  with  hairy  horns  I  planted  heads, 
Or  rumpled  petticoats,  or  tumbled  beds, 
Or  caus'd  fufpicion  when  nc  foul  was  rude, 
Or  discompos'd  the  htad-drefs  of  a  prude, 
Or  e'er  to  coftive  lapdog  gave  difea'e, 
Which  not  the  tears  of  brightefl:  eyes  could  eafe; 
Hear  me,  and  touch  Belinda  with  chagrin  . 
That  Angle  act.  gives  half  the  world  the  fpleen. 

The  goddeTs,  with  a  discontented  air, 
Seems  to  reject  him,  tho'  ihe  grant  his  pray'r. 
A  wond'rous  bag  with  both  her  hands  fhe  binds, 
Like  til  at  where  once  Ulyfles  held  the  winds  ; 
There  fhe  collects  the  force  of  female  lungs, 
Sighs,  fobs,  and  pafiions,.  and  the  war  of  tongues. 
A  viai  next  fhe  fills  with  fainting  fears, 
Soft  forrows,  melting-  griefs,  and  flowing  teats. 
The  Gnome  rejoicing  bears  her  gifts  away, 
Spreads  his  black  wings,  and  (lowly  mounts  to 

day. 
Sunk  in  ThaleilnY  arms  the  Nymph  he  found, 
Her  eyes  defected,  and  her  hair  unbound  : 
Full  o'er  their  heads  the  fwelling  bag  he  rent, 
And  all  the  Furies  ifltfed  at  the  vent. 


Eafe,  plea  fu  re.  virtue,  ail  our  fex  resign. 
Methinks  already  I  your  tears  furvey, 
Already  hear  the  horrid  things  they  fay  j 
Already  fee  you  a  degraded  toaft, 
And  all  your  honour  in  a  whifper  loft  ! 

fhall  I,  then,  your  helplefs  fame  defend? 
'Twill  then  be  infamy  to  feem  your  friend  ! 
And  fhall  this  prize,  th'  ineftimable  prize, 
Expos'd  thro'  cryftal  to  the  gazing  eyes, 
And  heighten 'd  by  the  diamond's  circling  rays, 
On  that  rapacious  hand  forever  blaze? 

tier  fhall  grafs  in  Hyde-park  Circus  grow, 
And  wits  take  lodgings  in  the  found  of  Bow  ; 
Sooner  let  earth,  air,  fea,  to  chaos  fall  ; 
Men,  monkeys;  lapdogs,  parrots,  perifh  all ! 

She  faid  ;  then  raging  to  Sir  Plume  repairs, 
And  bids  her  beau  demand  the  precious  hairs  5 
(Sir  flume  of  amber  muff-box  juftly  vain, 
And  the  nice  conduct  of  a  clouded  cane): 
With  earner!  eyes,  and  round  unthinking  face, 
Me  firft  the  fnuff-box  open'd,  then  the  cafe. 
And  thus  broke  out — "  My  Lord,  why,what  the 
"  devil  !  ["  muff  be  civil  ! 

"  2 — ds  !    damn  the  Lock  !     'fore  Gad,    you 
"  Plague  on't !  'tis  part  a  jell — nay,  prithee,  pox! 
"  Give  her  the  hair?" — he   fpoke,  and  rapp'd 
his  box. 

It  grieves  me  much  (replied  the  Peer  again) 
Who  fpeaks  io  well  Album  ever  fpeak  in  vain  ; 
But  by  this  Lock,  this  fiicrcd  Lock,  I  fwear. 
(Which  never  more  fhall  join  its  parted  hair; 
Which  never  more  its  honours  fhall  renew, 
Clipp'd  from  the  lovely  head  where  late  it  grew), 
That  while  my  noftrils  draw  the  vital  air, 
This  hand,  which  won  it,  fhall  for  ever  wear. 
He  fpoke,and  fpeaking  in  proud  triumph  fpread 
The  long-contended  honours  of  her  head. 

But  Umbriel,  hateful  Gnome !  forbear  not  foj 
He  breaks  the  vial  whence  the  forrows  flow. 
Then,fee  !  the  nymph  in  beauteousgriefappears, 
Her  eyeshalf-languifhing,  half-drown'd  in  tears  : 
On  her  heav'd  bofom  hung  her  drooping  head, 
Which  with  a  figh  fhe  rais'd,  and  thus  fhe  laid: 

Forever  curs'd  be  this  deteited  day, 
Which  fnatch'd  my  heft,  my  fav'rite  curl  away! 
Happy,  ah  ten  times  happy,  had  I  been, 
Tf'  Hampton-Court  thele  eyes  had  never  feen  ! 
Yet  am  not  I  the  firft  miftaken  maid 
By  love  of  courts  to  num'rous  ills  betray'd. 
Oli,  had  I  rather  unadmtrd  remain'd 
In  fome  lone  ifle;  or  cilftant  nor. hern  land  : 

Where 
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Where  the  gilt  chariot  never  marks  the  way, 
Where  none  learn  Ombre,  none  e'er  talte  bohea 
There  kept  mycharmsconceal'd  rrommortal  eye, 
Like  rofes  that  in  de.'eits  bloom  and  die. 
What  mov'dmymindwithyouthfullordstoroam? 
O  had  1  ihy'd,  and  faid  my  pray'rs  at  home! 
'Twasthis  the  morning  omens  feem'd  to  tell : 
Thricefrom  mytremblinghandthepatch-box  fell; 
The  totfring  China  Ihook  without  a  wind  ; 
Nay  Poll  fet  mute,  and  Shock  was  mod  unkind! 
A  Sylph  too  warn'd  me  of  the  threats  of  Fate 
In  myitic  viiions,  now  heliev'd  too  late  ! 
See  the  poor  remnants  of  thefe  flighted  hairs ! 
M)  hands  Jhall  rend  what  evm  thy  rapinefparesi 
Theie,  in  two  fable  ringlets  taught  to  bre.-'k, 
Once  gave  new  beauties  to  the  inowy  neck; 
The  filter  lock  now  fits  u'neout 
And  in  its  fellow's  fete  forefeea  its  own  ; 
Uncurl'd  it  hangs,  the  fetal  flveers  demands, 

tempts  once  more  thy  facrilegious.  hands. 
Oh  had  it  thou,  cruel !  been  content  to  ieize 
Hairs  lefs  in  light,  or  any  hairs  but  theie ! 

canto    v. 

She  (aid  :  the  pitying  audience  melt  in  tears. 
But  Fate  and  Jove  had  ftopp'dthe  Baron's  cars. 
In  vain  Thaleftris  with  reproach  afiails  ; 
For  who  can  move  when  fair  Belinda  fails? 
Not  half  ft)  nx'd  the  Trojan  could  remain. 
While  Anna  begg'd,  and  Dido  rag'd  in  vain. 
Then  grave  Clariifa  graceful  wav'd  her  fan  ; 
Silence  enfu'd,  and  thus  the  nymph  began  : 

Say,whyarebeautiesprais'dandhonour'dmoft, 
The  wife  man's  paifion.and  the  vain  man's  toaft? 
Why  deck'd  with  all  that  land  and  lea  a  fiord, 
Whyangeiscall'd,and angel-like ador'd?  [beaux, 
Whyround  our  coaches  crowd  the  white-glov'd 
Why  bows  the  iide  box  from  its  inmoft  rows  ? 
How  vain  are  all  thefe  glories,  all  our  pains, 
Unlefs  good  fenfe  preferve  what  beauty  gains  : 
That  men  mayfay,  when  we  the  front-box  grace, 
Behold  the  riril  in  virtue  as  in  face  ! 
Oh  !  if  to  dance  all  night,  and  drefs  all  day, 
Charm'd  the  fmall  pox,  or  chas'd  old  age  away, 
Who  would  not  Icorn  what  houfe wife's  cares 

produce, 
Or  who  would  learn  one  earthly  thing  of  ufc  ? 
To  patch,  nay  ogie,  might  become  a  faint; 
Nor  could  it  fure  be  fuch  a  fin  to  paint. 
But  fince,  alas  !  frail  beauty  mult  decay  ; 


Curl'd  or  uncurl'd,  iincelocks  will  turntogrey, 
Since  painted,  or  not  painted,  all  fhall  fade ; 
And  flie  who  icorns  a  man  muff,  die  a  maid  ; 
What  then  remains,  but  well  our  pow'r  to  ufe, 
And  keep  good  humour  ftill,  whate'er  we  lofe  ? 
And  truft  me,  dear!  good  humour  can  prevail, 
When  airs,  aadiiights,and  fcreams,  and  fcolding 
fail. 


All  fide  in  parties,  and  begin  tV  attack :  [crack  ; 
Fans  clip,  f.lks  rulile,  and  tough  whalebones 
Heroes'  and  heroines'  Aid  "as'dly  ri    . 

And  baf-  and  treble  voices  itrike  the  fk 
No  common  v  '.a  their  hands  are  found; 

gods  they  or  dread  a  mortal  won 

So  when  bold  Homer  makes  the  gods  engage, 
And  heavenly  breaftswith  human  paffions  r::ge, 
'Cainft  Pallas,  Mars  ;  Latona,  Hermes,  arms  ; 
And  all  Olympus  rings  with  loud  alarms-  ; 
r  roarsjheav'n  trembles  all  arc 
KiueNepruneftorms.thehellowi 
Earth  makeshernoddingtow'rs, 
And  the  palegholtsitartat  the  flafhnfday  [way, 

Triun.phant  Umbriel  on  a  fcot.ee" 
Clapp'd  !;is  glad  w  i  fat  to  view  the  - 

Propr  on  their  bodkin  fpears,  the  I 
The  j  combat,  or  a'fiil  r 

W.  irag*d  Thaleil 

And  fcatters  death  around  from  both,  her  c 
A  beau  and.  v  i/hM  in  the  thi\ 

One  died  in  metaphor,  and  one  in  long. 
"  Oh  cruel  nymph  !  a  living  death  1  bear," 
Cried  Dapper  v.- it,  and  funk«beiide  his  chair. 
A  mournful  glance  Sir  Fooling  upwards  c 
M  Thofe  eyes  are  made  ib  kilirng!"  was  his 
Thus  on  Me.mder's  flow'ry  margin  lies 
Th"  expiring  Swan,  and  as  he  lings  he  dies. 

Wheu  bold  Sir  Plume  hnddrawnClarinadown, 
Chloe  fiepp'd  in,  andkill'd  him  with  a  frown  j 
She  fmiPd  to  fee  the  doughty  hero  flain  ; 
But.  at  her  fmile,  the  beau  reviv'd  again. 

Now  Jove  fuipendshis  golden  fcales  in  air, 
.hs  the  men's  wits  againir  the  lady's  hair; 
The  doubtful  beam  long  nods  from  lide  to  iidej 
At  length  the  wits  mount  up,  the  hairs  fubiide. 

See  tierce  Belinda  on  the  Baron  flies, 
With  more  than  ufual  lightning  in  her  eyes: 
Nor  feared  the  chief  th'  unequal  light  to  try, 
Who  fought  no  more  than  on  his  foe  to  die. 
But  this  bold  lord,  with  manly  If  rength  endued, 
She  with  one  finger  and  a  thumb  fubdued  : 
Jul!  where  the  breath  of  life  his  noltri 
A  charge  of  muff  the  wily  virgin  threw  ; 
The  Gnomes  direct,  to  c 
The  pungent  grains  cf  titillating  dull. 
Sudden  with  itarting  tears  each  eve  o'erflows, 
And  the  high  dome  re-echces  to  his  nofe. 

Now  meet  thy  fare,  incens'd  Belinda  cri 
1  drew  her  deadly  bodkin  from  her  foe 


(The  lame,  his  antient  perfonage  to  deck, 
Her  great  great- grand  fire  wore  about  his  neck, 
In  three  feal  rings;  which,  after  melted  down, 
Fornfd  a  vait  buckle  for  his  widow's  gown  : 
Her  infant  grand-dames  whiffle  next  it  grew, 
The  bells  (lie  jingled,  and  the  whiftle  blew  ; 
Then  in  a  bodkin  grae'd  her  mother's  hairs, 
Which  long  fhe  wore,  and  now  Belinda  wears). 
Boaft  not  my  fall,  he  cried,  infulting  foe! 
Thou  by  fome  others  lliait  be  laid  as  low 


Beuaties  in  vain  their  pretty  eyes  may  roll ; 
Charms  ftrike  the  fight,  but  merit  wins  the  foul. 

So  fpoke  the  dame,  but  no  applaufe  enfued;  [Nor  think,  to  die  dejects  my  lofry  mind  ; 

dinda  frown'd,  Thaleitris  calld  her  Prude.       |A11  that  I  dread  is  leaving  you  behind  1 

Rather  than  fo,  ah  let  me  ftill  fur 


Bel 

To  arms,  to  arms  !  the  fierce  Virago  cries, 

And  fwift  as  lightning  to  the  combat  flies- 


And  bum  in  Cupid's  flames — but  bum  aiire. 

Rcltor 
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Reftore  the  Lock  !  fhe  cries  ;  and  all  around 
Reftore  the  Lock  !  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound. 
Not  fierce  Othello  in  fo  loud  a  ftrain 
Roar'd  for  the  handkerchief  that  caus'd  his  pain. 
But  fee  how  oft  ambitious  aims  are  crofs'd, 
And  chiefs  contend  till  all  the  prize  is  loft ! 
The  Lock,obtain'd  withguilt,andkept  with  pain, 
In  ev'ry  place  is  fought,  but  fought  in  vain  ; 
With  fuch  a  prize  no  mortal  rauft  be  bleft, 
So  heaven  decrees!  With  heaven  whocancontell? 

Some  thought  it  mounted  to  the  Lunar  fphere, 
Since  all  things  loft  on  earth  are  treafur'd  there. 
There  hero's  wits  are  kept  in  pond'rous  vafes, 
And  beaux  in  fnurf- boxes  and  tweezer-cafes. 
There  broken  vowsand  death-bcdalms  are  found, 
And  lovers  hearts  with  ends  of  ribbands  bound; 
The  courtier's  promifes,  and  nek  man's  pray'rs, 
Thefmiles  of  harlots,  and  the  tears  of  heirs, 
Cages  for  gnats,  and  chains  to  yoke  a  flea, 
Dried  butterflies,  and  tomes  of  cafuiftry. 

Buttrult  theMuie — flie  fa  wit  upward  rife, 
Tho'  mark'd  by  none  but  quick  poetic  eyes : 
So  Rome's  great  founder  to  the  heavens  with- 
To  Proculus  alone  confeft  in  view.  [drew, 

A  ludden  ftar,  it  (hot  thro'  liquid  air, 
And  drew  behind  a  radiant  trail  of  hair. 
Not  Berenice's  Locks  firft  rofe  fo  bright, 
The  heaven's  befpangling  with  difhevell'd  light. 
The  Sylphs  beheld  it  kindling  as  it  flies, 
And  pleas'd  purine  its  progrefs  thro'  the  fkies. 

This  the  Beau-monde  fh'all  from  the  Mall  fur- 
And  hail  with  mufic  its  propitious  ray  ;     [vey, 
This  the  bleft  Lover  mail  for  Venus  take, 
And  fend  up  vows  from  Rofamonda's  lake. 
This  Partridge  foon  ihall  view  in  cloudlefs  ikies, 
When  next  he  looks  thro'  Galliano's  eyes ; 
And  hence  th'  egregious  wizard  mall  foredoom 
The  fate  of  Louis  and  the  fall  of  Rome. 

Then  ceafe, bright  Nymph!  to  mourn  thyra- 
vihYd  hair, 
Which  adds  new  glory  to  the  mining  fphere  ! 
Not  all  the  treffes  that  fair  head  can  boaft, 
Shall  draw  fuch  envy  as  the  Lock  you  loll. 
For,  after  all  the  murders  of  your  eye, 
When,  after  millions  ilain  yourfelf  (hall  die  ; 
When  thofe  fair  funs  (hall  let,  as  fet  they  mult, 
And  all  thofe  treffes  ihall  be  laid  in  dull  j 
This  Lock  the  Mule  fhal!  confecrate  to  fame, 
And  'miditthe  ftars  infcribe  Belinda's  name. 


§  1 1 .  Elegy  to  the  Memory  of  an  Unfortunate  Lady. 

Pope. 

What    beck'ning    ghoft    along    the    moon- 
light (hade, 
Invites  my  fteps,  and  points  to  yonder  glade  ? 
'Tis  (he  ! — but  why  that  bleeding  bofom  gor'd! 
Why  dimly  gleams  the  vilionary  fword  ? 
Oh  ever  beauteous,  ever  friendly!  tell, 
Is  it  in  heaven  a  crime  to  love  too  well  ? 
To  bear  too  tender  or  too  firm  a  heart, 
To  act.  a  Lover's  or  a  Roman's  part  ? 
U  there  no  bright  reveriion  in  the  fky 
For  thofe  who  greatly  think,  or  bravely  die  ? 


Why  bade  ye  elfe,  ye  pow'rs  !  her  foul  afpire 
Above  the  vulgar  flight  of  low  defire  ? 
Ambition  firft  fprung  from  your  bleft  abodes, 
The  glorious  fault  of  angels  and  of  gods  ! 
Thence  to  their  images  on  earth  it  flows, 
And  in  the  breads  of  kings  and  heroes  glows. 
Mofl  fouls'tis  true,  but  peep  out  once  an  age, 
Dull,  fullen  pris'ners  in  the  body's  cage^ 
Dim  lights  of  life,  that  burn  a  length  of  years, 
Ufelefs,  unfeen,  as  lamps  in  fepulchres  j 
Like  eaftcrn  kings,  a  lazy  ftate  they  keep, 
And  clofe  confin'd  in  their  own  palace  fleep. 

From  thefe  perhaps  (ere  Nature  bade  her  die) 
Fate  (natch 'd  her  early  to  the  pitying  (ky. 
As  into  air  the  purer  fpirits  flow, 
And- fep' rate  from  .their  kindred  dregs  below, 
So  flew  the  fonl  to  its  congenial  place, 
Nor  left  one  virtue  to  redeem  her  race. 

But  thou  falfe  guardian  of  a  charge  too  good, 
Thou  mean  deferter  of  thy  brother's  blood  ! 
See  on  thefe  ruby  lips  the  trembling  breath, 
Thefe  cheeks,  now  fading  at  the  blalt  of  death; 
Cold  is  thatbreathwhichwarm'd  theworldbefore, 
And  thofe  love -darting  eyes  muft  roll  no  more. 
Thus,  if  eternal  Juflice  rules  the  bail, 
Thus  (hallyourwives  and  thus  yourchildrenfall; 
On  all  the  line  a  fudden  vengeance  waits, 
And  frequent  hearfes  fhall  beflege  your  gates  ; 
There  paffengers  fhall  ftand ;  and  pointing  fay 
(While  the  long  fun'rals  blacken  all  the  way),: 
Lo !  thefe  were  they  whofe  foulsthe  FuriesfteeTd, 
And  curs'd  withheartsunknowinghow  to  yield, 
Thus  unlamented  pafs  the  proud  away, 
The  gaze  of  fools,  and  pageant  of  a  day  ! 
So  perilh  all  whofe  breaft  ne'er  learn'd  to  glow 
For  others  good  or  melt  at  others  woe. 

What  can  atone,  oh  ever-injur'd  (hade  ! 
Thy  fate  unpitied,  and  thy  rites  unpaid  ? 
No  friend's  complaint,  no  kind  domeftic  tear, 
Pleas'd  thy  pale  ghoft, or  grac'dthymournfulbicr: 
By  foreign  hands  thy  dying  eyes  were  clos'd, 
By  foreign  hands  thy  decent  limbs  compos' J, 
By  foreign  hands  thy  humble  grave  adorn 'd, 
Lyitraiigershonour'djand  byftrangersmourn'd! 
What  tho'  no  friends  in  fable  weeds  appear, 
Grieve  for  an  hour,  perhaps  then  mournayear, 
And  bear  about  the  mockery  of  woe 
To  midnight  dances  and  the  public  fhow; 
What  tho'  no  weeping  loves  thy  afhes  grace, 
Nor  polifh'd  marble  emulate  thy  face; 
What  tho'  no  facred  earth  allow  thee  room, 
Nor  hallow'd  dirge  be  mutter'd  o'er  thy  tomb  ; 
Yet  fhall  thy  grave  with  rifingflow'rsbe  drels'd, 
And  the  green  turf  lie  lightly  on  thy  breaft. 
There  (hall  the  morn  her  earlieft  tears  beftow, 
There  the  firft  rofes  of  the  year  fhall  blow  j 
While  angels  with  their  filver  wings  o'erfhade 
The  ground,  now  (acred  by  thy  reliques  made. 

So  peaceful  refls,  without  a  ftone,  a  name, 
What  once  had  beauty,  titles,  wealth  and  fam£. 
How  lov'd,  how  honour'd  once,  avails  thee  not, 
Te  whom  related,  or  by  whom  begot : 
A  heap  of  duft  alone  remains  of  thee  ; 
"Lis  all  thou  art,  and  all  the  proud  fhall  be  ! 

Poets 
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Poets  themfelvesmuft  fall,  likethofe  they  Tung, 
Deaf  the  prais'd  ear  and  mute  the  tuneful  tongue. 
Ev'n  he,  whole  lbu!  now  melts  in  mournful  lays, 
Shall  Ihortly  want  the  gen'rous  tear  he  pays  ; 
Then  from  his  clofing  eyes  thy  form  (hall  part, 
And  the  laft  pang  (hall  tear  thee  from  his  heart ; 
Life's  idle  hufinefs  at  »ne  gafp  be  o'er, 
The  Mule  forgot,  and  thou  belov'd  no  more  ! 


§12.    Prologue  to  Mr.  Addifon's  Tragedy  of  Cato, 

Pope. 
To  wake  the  foul  by  tender  ftrokes  of  art, 
To  raife  the  genius,  and  to  mend  the  heart; 
To  make  mankind  in  confcious  virtue  bold, 
Live  o'er  each  fcene,  and  be  what  they  behold  : 
For  this  the  Tragic  Mufe  firft  trod  the  ftage, 
Commanding  tear*  toftream  thro'  ev'ry  age  j 
Tyrants  no  more  their  lavage  nature  kept, 
And  foes  to  virtue  wonder'd  how  they  wept. 
Our  Author  ihuns  by  vulgar  fprings  to  move 
The  hero's  glory,  or  the  virgin's  love; 
In  pitying  love  we  but  our  weaknefs  mew, 
And  wild  ambition  well  deierves  its  woe. 
Here  tears  fliall  flow  from  a  more  gen'rous  caufe, 
Such  tears  as  patriots  fhed  for  dying  laws  : 
He  bids  your  breafts  with  ancient  ardour  rife, 
And  calls  forth  Roman  drops  from  Britim  eyes. 
Virtue  confeft  in  human  fhape  he  draws, 
What  Plato  thought,  and  godlike  Cato  was : 
No  common  objeci  to  your  fight  difplays, 
But  what  with  pleafure  Heaven  itielf  furveys — 
A  brave  man  ftruggling  in  the  ftorms  of  fate, 
And  greatly  falling  with  a  falling  itate. 
While  Cato  gives  his  little  fenate  laws, 
What  boibm  beats  not  in  his  country's  caufe? 
Who  fees  him  acl,  but  envies  ev'ry  deed  ? 
Who  hears  himgroan,and  does  not  wifli  to  bleed? 
Ev'n  when  proud  Caefar,  'midft  triumphal  cars, 
The  fpoils  of  nations,  and  the  pomp  of  wars, 
Ignobly  vain,  and  impotently  great, 
Shew'd  Rome  her  Cato's  figure  drawn  in  Hate ; 
As  her  dead  father's  rev'rend  image  pafs'd, 
The  pomp  was  darken'd,  and  the  day  o'ercaft ; 
The  triumph  ceas'd,  tears  gufh'd  from  ev'ry  eye ; 
The  world's  great  victor  pafs'd  unheeded  by  ; 
Her  lait  good  man  dejetted  Rome  ador'd, 
And  honour'd  Csefar's  lefs  than  Cato's  fword. 

Britons,  attend:  be  worth  like  this  approv'd  : 
And  (hew,  you  have  the  virtue  to  be  mov'd. 
With  honeft  fcorn  the  firft  fam'd  Cato  view'd 
RomelearningartsfromGreecewhomihelubdu'd, 
Our  fcene  precarioufly  fubiifts  too  long 
On  French  tranflation  and  Italian  fong. 
Dare  to  have  fenfe  yourfelves  ;  aflert  the  ftage; 
Be  juftly  warn'd  with  your  own  native  rage  : 
Such  plays  alone  mould  win  a  Britim  ear, 
As  Cato's  ielf  had  not  diidain'd  to  hear. 


§  13.  Epilogue  to  Mr.  RoxvS s  Jane  Shore.  Pope. 
Prodigious  this  !  the  frail  one  of  our  play 
From  her  own  fex  mould  mercy  find  to-day  ! 
You  might  have  held  the  pretty  head  afide, 
Peep'd  in  your  fans,  been  ierious  thus,  and  cried 
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The  play  may  pafs — but  that  flrange  creature, 

Shore, 
I  can't — indeed  now — I  fo  hate  a  whore — 
Juft  as  a  blockhead  rubs  his  thoughtlefs  ikull, 
And  thanks  his  liars  he  was  not  born  a  fool, 
So  from  a  lifter  finner  you  mall  hear, 
"  How  ftrangely  you  expofeyourfelf,  my  dear  !'* 
But  let  me  die,  all  raillery  apart, 
Our  fex  are  ftill  forgiving  at  their  heart; 
And  did  not  wicked  cuitom  fo  contrive, 
We'd  be  the  beft  good-natur'd  things  alive. 

There  are,  'tis  true,  who  tell  another  tale. 
That  virtuous  ladies  envy  while  they  rail ; 
Such  rage  without  betrays  the  fire  within  j 
In  fome  cloie  corner  of  the  foul  they  fin ; 
Still  hoarding  up,  moil  fcandaloufly  nice, 
Amidft  their  virtue's  a  relerve  of  vice. 
The  godly  dame,  who  fiefhly  failings  damns, 
Scolds  with  hermaid,or  with  her  chaplain  crams. 
Would  you  enjoy  foft  nights  and  folid  dinners, 
Faith,  gallants,  board  with  faints,  and  bed  with 

Well,  if  our  author  in  the  wife  offends, [finners. 
He  has  a  hufband  that  will  make  amends  : 
He  draws  him  gentle,  tender,  and  forgiving; 
And  Aire  fuch  kind  good  creatures  maybe  living. 
In  days  of  old  they  pardon 'd  breach  of  vows ; 
Stern  Cato's  ielf  was  no  relentlefs  fpoufe : 
Plu — Plutarch — what's  his  name  that  writes  hi> 
Tells  us  that  Cato  dearly  lov'd  his  wife  :     [life  ? 
Yet  if  a  friend  a  night  or  fo  mould  need  her, 
He'd  recommend  her  as  a  fpecial  breeder. 
To  lend  a  wife,  few  here  would  fcruple  make; 
But,  pray,  which  of  you  all  would  take  her  back? 
Tho'  with  the  Stoic  chief  our  ftage  may  ring, 
The  Stoic  hulband  was  the  glorious  thing. 
The  man  had  counge,  was  a  fage,  'tis  true, 
And  lov'd  his  country — but  what's  that  to  you  ? 
Thofe  ftrange  examples  ne'er  were  made  to  fk  ye, 
But  the  kind  cuckold  might  inftrucl  the  city  ; 
There  many  an  honeft  man  may  copy  Cato, 
Who  ne'er  few  naked  fword,  or  look'd  in  Phto. 

If,  after  all,  you  think  it  a  di fgrace 
That  Edward's  Mifs  thus  perks  it  in  your  face ; 
To  fee  a  piece  of  failing  item  and  blood 
In  all  the  reft  i'o  impudently  good ; 
Faith,  let  the  modeft  matrons  of  the  town 
Comeherein  crowds,andftarethe  ftrumpetdfnvn. 


.§   14.     The  Temple  of  Fame.       Pope. 
In  that  foftfealon,  when  defcendin^  fhow'rs 
Call    forth    the    greens,   and   wake  the  fifing 

ilow'rs  ; 
When  op'ning  buds  falute  the  welcome  day, 
And  earth  relenting  feels  the  genial  ray  ; 
As  balmy  fleep  had  charm'd  my  cares  to  reft, 
And  love  itfelf  was  banilh'd  from  my  breaft,- 
(  What  lime  the  morn  myfterious  vifions  brings, 
Whilepurerflumbers  fpread  theirgolden  wings,) 
A  train  of  phantoms  in  wild  order  rofe; 
And,  join'd,  this  intellectual  fcene  ccmpo.'e  : 

I  ftood,  methought,  betwixt  earth,  feas,  and 
The  whole  creation  open  to  my  eyes  ;        [fides  ; 
In  air  felf  balanc'd  hung  the  globe  belov.y 
Where  mountains  rife,  and  circling  ccenns  flow  ; 

Here 
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Here  naked  rocks  and  empty  wafles  were  feen, 
There  tow'ry  cities,  and  the  forefls  gveen  ; 
Here  iailing  (hips  delight  the  wand 'ring  eyes, 
There  trees  and  intermingled  temples  rile: 
Now  a  clear  fun  the  finning  icene  difplays, 
TTae  tranfient  landleape  now  in  clouds  decays. 

O'er  the  wide  profpccil  as  I  gaz'd  around, 
Sudden  I  heard  a  wild  promiscuous  found, 
■  Like  broken  thunders  that  at  diltance  roar, 
Or  billows  mumming  on  the  hollow  more: 
Then,  gazing  up,  a  glorious  pile  beheld, 
Whole  tow'nng  fummit  amhient  clouds  con- 
Bigh  on  a  rock  of  ice  the  itruclui  e  lay,    [ceal'd, 
Steep  its  ai cent,  and  fiipp'ry  was  the  way  ; 
The  wond'rous  rock  like  Parian  marble  ihone, 
And  feem'd  to  diirant  fight  of  folid'  itone. 
In  (captions  here  of  various  names  I  view'd, 
The  greater  part  by  hoftile  time  fubdued; 
Yet  wide  were  fpread  their  fame  in  ages  pair, 
And  poets  once  had  promised  they  mould  laft. 
Some,  freih  engravMj  appear'd  of  wits  renown'd  5 
I  iook'd  again,  nor  could  their  trace  be  found. 
Critics  I  law,  that  other  names  deface, 
And  fix  their  own  with  labour  in  their  place; 
Their  own,  like  others,  foon  their  place  refijm'd, 
Or  difappear'd,  and  left  the  firft  behind. 
Nor  was  the  work  impair'd  by  icorms  alone, 
But  felt  th'  approaches  of  too  warm  a  fun  j 
For  fame,  impatient  of  extremes,  decays 
Not  more  by  cn\>y  than  excels  of  prai'e. 
Yet  part  no  injuries  of  heaven  could  feel, 
Like  cry  fcl,  faithful  to  the  graving  ireel : 
The  rock's  high  fummit,  in  the  temple's  made, 
Nor  heat  could  melt,  nor  beating  fiorm  invade. 
There  names  inferib'd  unn umber  d  ages  pail, 
From  time's  firft  birth,  with  time  itfelf  (bail  laft  \ 
Thefe  ever  new,  nor  fubjecl  to  decays,       [days. 
Spread,  Slid  grow  brighter,  with  the  length  of 
he  beauteous  work  of  frofl) 
Rile  white  in  air,  and  glitter  o'er  the  coaitj 
Pale  foils,  unfelt,  at  diltance  roll  away, 
And  on  th"  impainve  ice  the  lightnings  play  j 
Eternal  mows  the  growing  ma  is  fuppiy, 
Tillthebright  rnountainsprcp  th'  incumbent  fky. 
As. Atlas  hxW,  each  hoary  pile  appears 
The  gather'd  winter  of  a  thou  land  years. 
On  this  foundation  Fame's  high  temple  Hands ; 
Stupendous  pile  !  not  reard  by  mortal  hands. 
WhafeV  .      .e  or  artful  Greece  beheld, 

Or  elder  tme  exceil'd. 

Four  faces  had  the  dome,  and  ev'ry  face 
Of  variou  'ire,  but  of  equal  grace: 

Four  brazen  '■      -  1    hi      .-       ed  high, 

Salute  th'  ditivrent  quarters  of  the  iky. 
Here  chief?,  in  darker  ages  born, 

Or  wo-  s  or  arts  adorn, 

Who  civics  raised,  or  tam'd  a  monflroUs  race, 
The  walls  in  venerable  order  grace  : 
Heroes  in  an  i  mat  2d  marble  frown, 
And  legislators  feem  to  think  in  ftone. 

Weftward  a  fumptuous  frontifpiece  appeared, 
On.  Doric  pillars  of  white  marble  rear'd, 
Crcwn'd  with  an  architrave  of  antique  mold, 
And  iculpture  riling  on  the  rougheji'd  gold. 


In  fhaggy  fpoils  here  Tkefeus  was  beheld, 
And  Perfeus  dreadful  with  Minerva's  fhield: 
There  great  Alcides,  ftooping  with  his  toil, 
Refls  on  his  club,  and  holds  th'Helperian  fpoil : 
Here  Orpheus  fings  y  trees  moving  to  the  found, 
Start  from  their  roots,  and  form  a  fhade  around  : 
Amphion  there  the  ioud  creating  lyre 
Strikes,  and  beholds  a  fudden  Thebes  afpire  ! 
Cythaeron's  echoes  anfwer  to  his  cdl, 
And  half  the  mountain  rolls  into  a  wall : 
Theremightyoul'eetlvj  lengthening  fpiresafcend, 
The  domes  fwell  up,  the  widening  arches  bend, 
The  growing  tow'rs  like  exhalations  rife, 
And  the  huge  columns  heave  into  the  ikies. 

The  Eaftem  front  was  glorious  to  behold* 
With  diamond  naming,  and  Barbaric  gold. 
There  Minus  fbone,  who fpread  th'Afly nan  fame, 
And  the  great  founder  of  the  Perfian  name  : 
There,  in  long  robes,  the  royal  Magi  Hand  j 
Grave  Zoroafter  waves  the  circling  wand: 
The  fage  Chaldaeans  rob'd  in  white  appear'd, 
And  Brachrnans,  deep  in  defert  woods  rever'd* 
Thefe  flopp'd  the  moon,  and  call'd  th'  unbodied 

mades 
To  midnight  banquets  in  the  glimm'ring  glades  j 
Made  vilionary  fabrics  round  them  rife, 
And  airy  fpedTres  fkini  before  their  eyes  j 
Of  Talifmans  and  Sigils  knew  the  pow'r, 
And  careful  watch 'd  the  planetary  hour. 
Superior,  and  alone,  Confucius  flood, 
Who  taught  that  ufeful  fcience,  to  be  good. 

But,  on  the  South,  a  long  majeftic  race 
Of  Egypt's  priefls  the  gilded  niches  grace, 

.  meafur'd  earth,  defcrib'd  the  flarry  fpheres, 
And  trae'd  the  long  records  of  lunar  years. 
High  on  his  car  Seioflris  ft  ruck  my  view, 
Whom  fceptred  flaves  in  golden  harnefs  drew  : 
His  hands  a  bow  and  pointed  javelin  hold, 
His  giant  limbs  are  arm'd#in  fcales  of  gold. 
Between  the  ftatues  obelifks  we  e  plac'd, 
And  the  learn'd  walls  with  hieroglyphics  grae'd. 

Of  Gothic  llru&ure  was  the  northern  fide, 
Overwrought  with  ornaments  of  barb'rous  pride; 
There  huge  cclofles  rofe,  with  trophies  crown'dj 
And  Runic  characters  were  grav'd  around. 

■  fat  Zauiolxis  with  erected  eyes  ; 
±nd  Odin  here  in  mimic  trances  dies. 

b     .:  on  rude  iron  columns, mearM  with  blood, 
The  horrid  forms  of  Scythian  heroes  Hood, 
Druids  andbards(theironccloudharpsunftrung), 
And  youths  that  died  to  b  s  fung. 

i'licfe,  2nd  a  thouland  more  of  doubtful  fame, 
To  whom  old  fables  gave  a  lailingjname. 
In  rai  :  ti'd  the  Temple's  outward  face : 

The  wall,  in  luitrc  and  effect,  like  gfafs, 
Which  o'er  each  objecl  calling  various  dyes, 
Enlarges  fbme,  and  others  multiplies  : 
Nor  void  of  emblem  was  the  myflic  wall ; 
For  thus  romantic  Fame  increases  ail. 

The  Temple  ihakes,  the  founding  gates  un- 
fold, 
Wide  vaults  appear,  and  roofs  of  fretted  gold  ; 
Rais'd  on  a  thoufand  pillars,  wreath 'd  around 
With  laurel  foliage,  and  with  eagles  crown "d. 
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Of  bright  transparent  beryl  were  the  walls, 
The  friezes  gold,  and  gold  the  capitals: 
As  heaven  with  liars.,  the  roof  with  jewels  glows, 
And  ever-living  lamps  depend  in  rows. 
Full  in  the  paflage  of  each  fpacious  gate, 
The  lhge  Hiftcrians  in  white  garments  wait; 
Grav'd  oer* their  feats  the  form  of  Time  was 

found, 
His  fcythe  revers'd,  and  both  his  pinions  bound. 
Within  ltood  Heroes,  who  thro1  loud  alarms 
In  bloody  fields  purfned  renown  in  arms. 
High  on  a  throne,with  trophies  charg'd,  I  view'd 
Tiie  Youth  that  all  things  but  himlelt"  fubdued  ; 
His  feet  on  fceptres  and  tiaras  trod, 
And  his  horn'd  head  beived  the  Lybian  god. 
There  Csefac*  grae'd  with  both  Minervas,  fhone  ; 
Cfic/ar,  the  world's  great  matter,  and  his  own; 
Unmov'd,  fuperior  ftiil,  in  ev'ry  Hate, 
And  i'carce  deteiced  in  his  country's  fate, 
But  chief  were  thole  who  not  for  empire  fought, 
But  with  their  toils  their  people's  fafety  bought. 
High  o'er  the  reft  Epaminondas  Hood; 
Timoleon,  glorious  in  his  brother's  blood  ; 
Bold  Scipio,  faviour  of  the  Roman  ftate, 
Great  in  his  triumphs,  in  retirement  great; 
And  wife  Aurelius,  in  whofe  well-taught  mind  > 
Withboundlefspow'r  unbounded  virtue  join'd,  ? 
His  own  Uriel:  judge,  and  patron  of  mankind.  5 

Much  fuif'ringheroes  next  their  honoursclaim, 
Thofe  of  lefs  noify  and  lefs  guilty  fame, 
Fair  Virtue's  filent  train  :  fupreme  of  thefe 
Here  ever  mines  the  godlike  Socrates  ; 
He  whom  ungraceful  Athens  could  expel, 
At  all  times  juft  but  when  he  fign'd  the  fhell ; 
Here  his  abode  the  martyr'd  Phocion  claims, 
With  Agis,  net  the  lad  of  Spartan  names  ; 
Unconquer'd  Cato  fhews  the  wound  he  tore; 
And  Brutus  his  ill  genius  meets  no  more. 

But  in  the  centre  of  the  hallow'd  choir, 
Six  pompous  columns  o'er  the  the  reft  aipire  ; 
Around  the  Ihrine  itfelf  of  Fame  they  Hand, 
Hold  the  chief  honours,  and  the  fane  command. 
High  on  the  fjrft  the  mighty  Homer  fhene, 
Eternal  adi   iant  compos'd  his  throne  ; 
Father  of  verfe  !  in  holy  fillets  dreft, 
His  lilver  beard  wav'd  gently  o'er  his  bread ; 
Tho'  blind,  a  boldnefs  in  his  looks  appears  ; 
In  years  he  feem'd,  but  not  impair'd  by  years. 
The  wars  of  Troy  were  round  the  pillar  {'ten: 
Here  fierce  Tydides  wounds  the  Cyprian  queen; 
Here  Hector  glorious  from  Patroclus'  fall, 
Here  dragg'd  in  triumph  round  the  Trojan  wall : 
Motion  and  life  did  ev'ry  part  infp'ire/ 
Bold  was  the  work,  and  prov'd  the  mafter's  fire ; 
A  ftrong  exprelfion  moil  he  feem'd  t'  arTecl, 
And  here  and  there  difcles'd  a  brave  neglecl. 

A  golden  column  next  in  rank  appear'd, 
On  which  a  ferine  of  pureft  gold  was  rear'd  ; 
Finifh'd  the  whole,  and  labour'd  ev'ry  part, 
With  patient  touches  of  unwearied  aft: 
The  Mantuan  there  in  fbber  triumph  fate, 
Compos'd  his  pofture,  and  his  look  fedate; 
On  Homer  itill  he  fix'd  a  rev'rent  eye, 
Great  without  pride,  in  modeit  raajefty. 


Tn  living  fculpture  on  the  fides  were  fpread 
The  Latian  wars,  and  haughty  Turnus  dead  j 
Eliza  ftretch'd  upon  the  fun'ral  pyre ; 
iEneas  bending  with  his  aged  fire  : 
Troy  fiam'd  in  burning  gold ;  and  o'er  the  throne 
Arms  and  the  Man  in  golden  cyphers  fhone. 

Four  (Wans  fuitaina  car  of  lilverbright,  [flight: 
With  heads  advane'd,  and  pinions  ftretch'd  for 
Here,  like  fame  furious  prophet,  Pindar  rode, 
And  feem'd  to  labour  with  th'  infpiring  god. 
Acrofs  the  harp  a  carelefs  hand  he  flings, 
And  boldly  links  into  the  founding  firings. 
The  figur'd  games  of  Greece  the  column  grace  j 
Neptune  and  Jove  furvey  the  rapid  race. 
The  youths  hung  o'er  their  chariots  as  they  run, 
The  fiery  fteeds  leem  ftarting  from  the  ftone: 
The  champions,  in  diftorted  pofture,  threat: 
And  all  appear'd  irregularly  great. 

Here  happy  Horace  tun'd  th'  Aufonian  lyre 
To  fweeter  founds,  and  temper'd  Pindar's  fire : 
Pleas'd  with  Alcxus'  manly  rage  t'  infufe 
The  fofter  fpirit  of  the  Sapphic  Mule. 
The  polifh'd  pillar  diiF'rent  fculptures  grace  j 
A  work  outlaiting  monumental  brafs. 
Here  fmiling  Loves  and  Bacchanals  appear  j 
The  Julian  ftar,  and  great  Auguftus  here. 
The  Doves  that  round  the  infant  poet  fpread 
Myrtles  and  bays,  hang  hov'ring  o'er  his  head. 

Here,  in  a  flirine  that  caft  a  dazzling  light, 
Sat  fix'd  in  thought  the  mighty  Stagy  rite; 
His  facred  head  a  radiant  zodiac  crown 'd, 
And  various  animals  his  lides  furround ;     , 
His  piercing  eyes,  erect,  appear  to  view 
Superior  worlds,  and  look  all  nature  through* 

With  equal  rays  immortal  Tuily  fhone; 
The  Roman  roftra  deck'd  the  conful's  throne  : 
Gathering  his  flowing  robe,  he  feem'd  to  ftand 
In  acl  to  ipeak,  and  graceful  ftretch'd  his  hand. 
Behind,  Rome's  genius  waits  with  civic  crowns, 
And  the  great  Father  of  his  country  owns. 

Thefe  mafly  columns  in  a  circle  rile, 
O'er  which  a  pompous  dome  invades  the  fides  : 
Scarce  to  the  top  I  ftretch'd  my  aching  fight, 
So  large  it  fpread,  and  fwell'd  to  fuch  a  height. 
Full  in  the  midft  proud  Fame's  imperial  feat 
With  jewels  blaz'd,  magnificently  great : 
The  vivid  em' raids  there  revive  the  eye, 
The  flaming  rubies  fhew  their  fanguine  dye., 
Bright  azure  rays  from  lively  fapphires  ftream, 
And  lucid  amber  cafts  a  golden  gleam. 
With  various-colour'd  light  ti;e  pavement fli one, 
And  all  on  fire  appear'd  the  glowing  throne  ; 
The  dome's  high  arch  reflects  themingled blaze, 
And  forms  a  rainbow  of  alternate  rays. 
When  on  the  goddeis  lirft  I  caft  my  fight, 
Scarce  feem'd  her  ftature  of  a  cubit's  height ; 
But  fwell'd  to  larger  fize,  the  more  I  gav'd, 
Till  to  the  roof  her  tow'ring  head  fhe  rais'd. 
Wjth  her,  the  temple  ev'ry  moment  grew; 
And  ampler  villas  open'd  to  my  view  : 
Upward  the  columns  moot,  the  roofs  afcer.d, 
And  arches  widen,  and  long  aiiles  extend. 
Such  was  her  form  as  ancient  bards  have  told, 
Wings  raife  her  arms,  and  wings  her  feet  ^;:foid; 

A  thouiand 
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A  thou  land  bufy  tongues  the  Goddefs  bears, 
A  thouiand  open  eyes,  and  thousand  liit'uing 
Beneath  in  order  rang'd,  the  tuneful  Nine  [ears. 
(Ber  virgin  handmaids)  itill  attend  the  (hrine; 
With  eyes  on  Fame  tor  ever  fix'd,  they  lung  ; 
ForFame  they  raife  the  voice,  and  tune  the  fing  : 
With  time's  Aril  birth  began  the  heavenly  lays, 
And  hut  eternal  thro'  the  length  of  days. 
Around  thtie  wonder*  as  I  call  a  look, 
The  trumpet  ibunded,  and  the  temple  (hook  ; 
And  all  the  nations,  fummon'd  at  the  call, 
From  diif'rent  quarters  till  the  crowded  hall : 
Ofvarioustongues  the  mingled  foundswereheard ; 
In  various  garbs  promiscuous  throngs  appeared  ; 
Thick  as  the  bees  that  with  the  fpring  renew 
Their  flow'" ry  toils,  and  lip  the  fragrant  de\vt 
When  the  wing'd  colonies  tint  tempt  the  Iky, 
O'er  dufky  fields  and  (haded  waters  fly, 
Or  fettling  feize  the  fweets  the  bioilbms  yield, 
And  a  low  murmur  runs  along  the  field. 
Millions  of  fuppliant  crowds  the  ihrine  attend, 
And  all  degrees  before  the  Goddefs  bend; 
The  poor,  the  rich,  the  valiant,  and  the  fage, 
And  boaiting  youth,  and  narrative  old  age. 
Their  pleas  were  different,  their  requeft  thefume; 
£or  good  and  bad  alike  are  fond  of  Fame. 
Some  ihe  dilgrae'd,    and    fome    with  honours 
Unlike  fuccefTes  equal  merits  found,  [crown'd  ; 
Thus  her  blind  filter,  fickle  Fortune,  reigns  ; 
And.  undifcerning,  icatters  crowns  and  chains. 

Firft  at  the  ihrine  the  learned  world  appear, 
And  to  the  Goddefs  thus  prefer  their  pray'r  : 
Long  have  we  lought   t'   initrucl  and    pleafe 

mankind, 
With  (Indies  pale,  with  midnight  vigils  blind  ; 
But  thrmk'd  by  few,  rewarded  yet  by  none. 
We  here  appeal  to  thy  Superior  throne-. 
On  wit  and  learning  the  juifc  prize  bellow  ; 
For  Fame  is  ail  we  muit  expect  below. 

The  Goddefs  heard,  and  bade  the  Mufes  raife 
The  golden  trumpet  of  eternal  praile  : 
From"  pole  to  pole  the  winds  dilfule  the  found, 
That  tills  the  circuit  of  the  world  around  ; 
Not  all  at  once,  as  thunder  breaks  the  cloud  : 
The  notes  at  fhit  were  rather  fweet  than  loud  j 
By  juft  degrees  they  evYy  moment  rite, 
Fill  the  wide  earth,  and  gain  upon  the  Ikies. 
At  ev'ry  breath  were  balmy  odours  ihed, 
Which  ilili  grevv  fleeter  as  they  wider  fpread  : 
Lei's  fragrant  (cents  th"  unfolding .rofe  exhales, 
Or  (pices  breathing  in  Arabian  gales. 

Next  thele  the  good  and  juft,  an  awful  train, 
Thus  on  their  knees  add  re  is  the  lacred  fane  : 
Since  living  virtue  is  with  envy  curs'd, 
And  the  belt  men  are  treated  like  the  word, 
Da  thou,  511ft  Goddefs,  call  our  merits  forth, 
And  give  each  deed  th'  exact  intriniic  worth. 
Not  with  bare  jultice  fhali  your  act  be  crown'd 
(Said  Fame),  but  high  ;ibove  deiert  renown  *d  : 
jLet  fuller  notes  th*  applauding  world  amaze', 
And  the  loud  clarion  labour  in  your  praile. 

This  hand  difmifs'd,  behold  another  crowd 
Preferred  the  fame  requeft,  and  lowly  bow'd  ; 
The  conftant  tenour  of  whole  well-fpent  days 
_\'o  his  de-ferv'd  a  juft  return  of  praife. 


But  itraight  the  direful  trump  of  (lander  founds! 
Thro'  the  bigdome  thedoublingthunderboundsj 
Loud  as  the  burit  of  cannon  rends  the  ikies, 
The  dire  report  thro'  ev'ry  region  flies ; 
In  ev'ry  ear  inceilant  rumours  rung, 
And  gathering  fcandals  drew  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
From  the  black  trumpet's  rufty  concave  broke 
Sulphureous  flames,  and  clouds  of  rolling  fmoke: 
The  pois'nous  vapour  blots  the  purple  Ikies, 
And  withers  all  before  it  as  it  flies.  [wore, 

A  troop  c;ime  next  who  crowns  and  armour 
And  proud  defiance  in  their  looks  they  bore  : 
For  thee  (they  cried)  amidit  alarms  and  ftrife 
We  fail'd  in  tempells  down  the  dream  of  life  ; 
Forthee  whole  narionsfiU'dwithflame-andblood, 
And  fwam  to  empire  thro'  the  purpie  flood. 
Thole  ills  we  dar'd  thy  infpiration  own  ; 
What  virtue  feem'd,  was  done  for  thee  alone. 
Ambitiousfools!  (theQueenreplied,andfrown'd) 
Be  all  your  acts  in  deep  oblivion  drown'd  : 
There  deep  forgot,  with  mighty  tyrants  gone  ; 
Yourftatuesmoulder'd,andyournamesunknown4 
A  fudden  cloud  ltraight  fnatch'd  them  from  my 
And  each  maieftic  phantom  funk  in  night. [fight, 

Then  came  the  fmallelt  tribe  I  yet  had  (een  j 
Plain  was  their  drefs,  and  modelt  was  their  mien. 
Great  idol  of  mankind  !  we  neither  claim 
The  praile  of  merit,  nor  afpire  to  fame; 
But,  iafe  in  deferts  from  th'  applaufe  of  men, 
Would  die  unheard  of,  as  we  liv'd  unfeen. 
'Tis  all  we  beg  thee,  to  conceal  from  fight 
Thofe  acts  of  goodnefs  which  themlelves  requite. 
O  let  us  itill  the  (ecret  joy  partake, 
To  follow  virtue  even  for  virtue's  fake. 

And  live  there  men  who  (light  immortal  fame  ? 
Who  then  with  inceufe  (hall  adore  our  name  ? 
But,  mortals  !  know,  'tis  (till  our  greateft  pride 
Tobluze  thofe  virtues  which  thegood  would  hide. 
Rile  !  mufes,  rife  !  add  all  your  tuneful  breath  j 
Thele  muft  not  deep  in  darknefs  and  in  death. 
She  laid':  in  air  the  trembling  mufic  floats, 
And  on  the  winds  triumphant  (well  the  notes  j 
So  (oft,  tho'  high,  fo  loud  and  yet  fo  clear, 
Even  lift'ning  angels  lean  from  heaven  to  hear: 
To  iurtheft  mores  th'  amhrolial  fpirit  flies, 
Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateful  to  the  ikies. 

Next  thele,  a  youthful  train  their  vows  ex- 
prefs'd,  [drefs'dj 

With  feathers  crown'd,    with  gay  embroid'ry 
Hither,  they  cried,  direct  your  eyes,  and  fee 
The  men  of  pleaiure,  drefs,  and  gallantry; 
Ours  is  the  place  at  banquets,  balls,  and  plays  j 
Sprightly  our  nights,  polite  are  all  our  days; 
Courts  we  frequent,  where  'tis  our  pJeaiing  care 
To  pay  due  vifits,  and  addrefs  the  fair: 
In  fact,  'tis  true,  no  nymph  we  could  perfuade, 
But  itill  in  fancy  vanquiih'd  ev'ry  maid  ; 
Of  unknown  duchefles  lewd  tales  we  tell  j 
Yet,  would  the  world  believe  us,  all  were  well. 
The  joy  let  others  have,  and  we  the  name; 
And  wh;;t  we  want  in  pleafure,  grant  in  fame. 

The  queen  ailents,the  trumpet  rends  the  (kies, 
And  at  each  blail  a  lady's  honour  dies,  [prefs'd 

Huis'd  with  the  ftrange  fuccefs,  vail  numbers 
Around  the  ihrine,  and  made  the  iame  requeft  : 

What 
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What!  you(fhecried)unlearn'd  ina-tsto  pleafe, 
Slaves  to  yourfelves,  and  even  fatigu'd  witheafe, 
Who  lofe  a  length  of  undeferving  days — 
Would  you  ufurp  the  lover's  dear- bought praife? 
To  juft  contempt,  ye  vain  pretenders,  fall  ; 
The  people's  fable  and  the  icorn  of  all  ! 
Straight  the  black  clarion,  fends  a  horrid  found, 
Loud  laughs  burft  out,  and  bitterfcoffsflyround; 
Whifpers  are  heard,  with  taunts  reviling  loud 
And  fcomful  hifTes  run  thro'  all  the  crowd. 

Lait,thofe  who  boait  of  mightymifchiefs  done, 
Enilave  their  country,  or  ufurp  a  throne; 
Or  who  their  gloiy's  dire  foundation  lay'd 
On  fbvreigns  ruin'd,  or  on  friends  betray' d ; 
Calm  thinking  villains,  whom  no  faith  could  fix. 
Of  crooked  counfels  and  dark  politics — 
Of  thefe  a  gloomy  tribe  j'urround  the  throne, 
And  beg  to  make  th'  immortal  rreafons  known. 
The  trumpet  roars,  long  tleaky  flames  expire, 
With  fparks  that  feem'd  to  fet  the  world,  on  fire. 
At  the  dread  fo~und  pais  mortals  flood  aghaft, 
rtled  n:;ture  trembled  with  the  blaft*. 
his  having  heard  and  ieen,  lbme  pow'r  un- 
known, 
Strait  chang'd  the  fcene,  and  fnatch'd  me  from 

the  throne. 
Before  my  view  appeared  a  ftruclure  fair, 
It 5  f:te  uncertain,  if  in  earth  or  air  ; 
With  rapid  motion  turn'd  the  manfion  round  ; 
With  ceafelefs  noife  the  ringing  walls  refound  ; 
Not  lefs  in  number  were  theipacious  doors 
Than  leaves  on  trees,  or  fands  upon  the  (bores; 
Which  ftill  unfolded  ftand,  by  night,  by  day, 
Pervious  to  winds,  and  open  e\'ry  way. 
As  flames  by  nature  to  the  Ikies  afcend, 
As  weighty  bodies  to  the  centre  tend, 
As  to  the  lea  returning  rivers  roll, 
And  the  touch'd  needle  trembles  to  the  pole; 
Hither,  as  to  their  proper  phce,  a-iie 
Ail  various  lounds  from  eartii,and  feas,and  ikies, 
Or  fpoke  aloud,  or  whifper'd  in  the  earj 
Nor  ever  filence,  reft,  or  peace  is  here. 
As  on  the  fmooth  expanfe  of  cryflal  lakes 
The  finking  ftone  at  firfc  a  circle  makes  ; 
The  trembling  furface,  by  the  motion  ftirr'd 
Spreads  in  a  fecond  circle,  then  a  third ; 
Wide, and  mere  wide,the  floating  rings  advance, 
Fill  all  the  wat'ry  plain,and  to  themargindance : 
Thus  ev'ry  voice  and  found,whenfirfttheybreak, 
On  neighb'ring  air  a  foft  impreiiion  make  ; 
Another  ambient  circle  then  they  move  ; 
That,  in  its  turn,  impels  the  next  above  ; 
Thro'  undulating  air  the  founds  are  fent, 
And  fpread  o'er  all  the  fluid  element. 

There  various  news  I  heard  of  love  and  ftrife, 
Of  peace  and  war,  health,  ficknefs,  death  and 

life  j 
Of  lofs  and  gain,  of  famine  and  of  ftore  ; 
Of  ftorms  and  fea,  and  travels  on  the  more  ; 
Of  prodigies,  and  portents  ieen  in  air  5 
Of  fires  and  plagues,  and  ftars  with  blazing  hair: 
Of  turns  of  fortune,  changes  in  the  Hate; 
The  falls  of  favourites,  projects  of  the  great ; 
Of  old  mif managements,  taxations  new  : 
AH  neither  wholly  falfe,  nor  wholly  true. 


j 


Above,  below,  without,  within,  around, 
Confus'd,  unnumbered  multitudes  are  found, 
Who  pais,  repais,  advance,  and  glide  away  ; 
Hofts  rais'd  by  fear,  and  phantoms  of  a  day  : 
Aftrologers,  that  future  fates  for^thew  ; 
Projectors,  quacks,  and  lawyers  net  a  few  ; 
And  priefts,  and  party  zealots,numerous  bands, 
With  home-born  lies,or  tales  from  foreign  lands  j 
Each  talk'd  aloud,  or  in  fome  fecret  place  ; 
And  wild  impatience  ftar'd  in  ev'ry  face. 
The  flying  rumours  gather'd  as  they  roll'd, 
Scarce  any  tale  was  fooner  heard  than  told  ; 
And  all  who  told  it  added  fomething  new, 
And  all  who  heard  it  made  enlargements  too 
In  ev'ry  ear  it  fpread,  on  evVy  tongue  it  grew 
Thus  flying  eaft  and  weft,  and  north  and  fouth, 
News   travell'd   with   increafe  from  mouth  to 

mouth. 
So  from  a  fpark  that  kindled  firft  by  chance, 
With   gathering  force   the   quickening  flame? 

advance  ; 
Till  to  the  clouds  their  curling  heads  afpire, 
And  tow'rs,  and  temples  fink  in  floods  of  fire. 

When  thus  ripe  lies  are  to  perfection  fprung, 
Full  grown,  and  fit  to  grace  a  mortal  tongue, 
Thro'  thoufand  vents  impatient, forththey  flow, 
And  rufh  in  millions  on  the  world  below ; 
Fame  fits  aloft,and  points  them  out  their  courfe, 
Their  date  determines,  andpreicribestheirforcej 
Some  to  retain,  and  fome  to  perifh  foon  ; 
Or  wane  and  wax  alternate  like  the  moon. 
Around  a  thoufand  winged  wonders  fly,    [fky. 
Bornebythetrumpet'sblaft,  andfeatter'd  thro'the 

There,  at  one  pafiage,  oft  you  may  furvey 
A  lie  and  truth  contending  for  the  way  ; 
And  long  'twas  doubtful,  both  fo  clofely  pent, 
Which  firft  fliould  iifue  thro'  the  narrow  vent: 
At  lafl  agreed,  together  out  they  fly, 
Infeparable  now  the  truth  and  lie  ; 
The  ftricl  companions  are  for  ever  join'd, 
And  this  or  that  unmix'dnomortal  e'erfhallfind. 

While  thus  I  flood,  intent  to  fee  and  hear, 
One  came,  methought,and  whifper'd  in  my  ear: 
What  could  thus  high  thy  rafli  ambition  raife? 
Art  thou,  fond  youth,  a  candidate  for  praife  I 

'Tis  true,  faid  I,  not  void  of  hopes  I  came, 
For  who  fo  fond  as  youthful  bards  of  Fame  ? 
But  few,  alas  !   the  carnal  bleffing  boaft, 
So  hard  to  gain,  fo  eafy  to  be  loft. 
How  vain  that  fecond  life  in  others'  breath, 
Th'  eftate  which  wits  inherit  after  death  ! 
Eafe,  health,  and  life,  for  this  they  muff,  refign ; 
Unfure  the  tenure,  but  how  vaft  the  fine  ! 
The  great  man's  curfe,without  thegains,endure; 
Be  envied,  wretched — and  be  flatterM,  poor  j 
All  lucklefs  wits  their  enemies  profeft, 
And  all  fuccefsful,  jealous  friends  at  belt. 
Nor  fame  I  flight,  nor  for  her  favours  call  ; 
She  comes  unlook'd  for,  if  fhe  comes  at  alL 
But  if  the  purchafe  cofts  fo  dear  a  price 
As  toothing  folly,  or  exalting  vice  ; 
Oh  '.   if  the  mufe  muft  flatter  lawiefs  fway, 
And  follow  ftill  where  fortune  leads  the  way  ; 
Or  if  no  bails  bear  my  riling  name 
But  the  fallen  ruins  of  another's  fame— 

R  The^ 
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Then  teach  rne,Heaven!  to  fcorn  theguiltybays, 
Drive  from  my  breaft  that  wretched luftof  praife, 
Unblemifh'd  let  me  live,  or  die  unknown  ; 
Oh  grant  an  honelt  fame,  or  grant  me  none  1 


^15.  The  happy  Life  of  a  Country  Parfon.  Pope. 

In  Imitation  of  Dr.  Swift. 
Parson,  thefe  things  in  thy  poflefilng 
Are  better  than  the  Bifhop's  blelling — 
A  Wife  that  makes  conferves  ;  a  Steed 
That  carries  double  when  there's  need  ; 
October  (tore,  and  beft  Virginia  ; 
Tythe-Pig,  and  mortuary  Guinea; 
Gazettes  lent  gratis  down  ;  and  frank'd, 
For  which  thy  patron's  weekly  thank'd  ; 
A  large  Concordance,  bound  long  fince  ; 
Sermons  to  Charles  the  Firtt  when  Prince  ; 
A  Chronicle  of  ancient  (landing; 
A  Chryfoftom  to  fmooth  thy  band  in. 
The  Polyglott — 'three  parts — my  text, 
Howbeit — likewife — now  to  my  next. 
Lo  !  here  the  Septuagint— and  Paul, 
To  fum  the  whole — the  clofe  of  all. 

He  that  has  thefe,  may  pafs  his  life, 
Drink  with  the  "Squire,  and  kifs  his  Wife; 
On  Sundays  preach,  and  eat  his  fill ; 
And  faft  on  Friday**— if  he  will : 
Toaft  Church  and  Queen,  explain  the  News, 
Talk  withChurchwardens  about  pews, 
Pray  heartily  for  fome  new  Gift, 
And  (hake  his  head  at  Dr.  S 1. 


§  16.  An  Effay  on  Man.  In  Four  Epifles.  Pope. 

To  H.  St.  John  Lord  Bolingbroke. 

EPISTLE    I. 

ARGUMENT. 

Of  the  Nature  and  State  of  Man  with  refpeel  to 
the  Univerfe. 

Of  Man   in   the  abfracl. — "That  we  can  judge 
only  v>.tb  regard  to  our  own  fyftem,  being  ig- 
norant of  the  relations  of  jy ferns  and  things. — 
'that   Man  is  not  to  be  deemed  imperfect,  but\ 
a    Being  fulled   to  his  place   and  rank  mtbe\ 
creation,    agreeable  to   the  general   Order  of 
things,  and  conformable  to  Ends  and  Relations 
to   him  unknown. — That   it  is  partly  upon  his 
ignorance  of  future  events,  and  partly   upon 
the  hope   cf  a  future  fate,  that  all  his  hap- 
■pinefs   in   the  prefent   depends. — The  pride  of 
aiming  at  more  knowledge,  and  pretending  to 
mo>-e  perfection,   the  caufe  of  Man's  error  and\ 
mifery.     The  impiety  of  putting  hsmfelf  in  the 
place  of  God,  and  judging   of  the  fitnefs    or 
nnfitntfs,  perfection  or  imperfeclion,  jujlice  or 
injujiice,  of  his   difpenfations. — The  abiurdity 
cf  conceiting  himfelf  the  'final  caufe  of  the  cre- 
ation, or  expefiing  that  perfection  in  ths  moral 
*world    which    is    not   in    the    natural. — The 
unreafonabienefs  cfhis  complaints  avainjl  Pro- 
vidence,   while    on   the  one  hand  he  demands 
the  perfections  at   the  Angds,  and  on  the  other . 


the  bodily  qualifications  oj  the  Brutes;  though 
to  pojfefs  any  of  the  feniitive  faculties  in  a 
higher  degree  would  render  him  miferable.— 
That  throughout  the  whole  vifible  'world  an 
umverfal  order  and  gradation  in  the  fenfual 
and  mental  faculties  is  obferved,  which  caufes 
a  fubordination  of  creature  to  creature,  and 
of  all  creatures  to  Man.  The  gradations  of 
fenfe,  inilinct,  thought,  refle6tion,  reafon  ; 
thai  Reafon  alone  countervails  all  the  other  fa- 
culties.— How  much  further  this  order  and  fub- 
ordination of  living  creatures  may  extend 
above  and  below  us ;  were  any  part  of  which 
broken,  not  that  part  only,  but  the  whole  con- 
nected creation  muf  be  defrayed. — The  extra- 
vagance, madnefs,  and  pride  of  fuch  a  defire. 
— The  confequence  of  all  the  abfolute  fubmif- 
iion  due  to  Providence,  both  as  to  our  prefent 
and  future  (late. 
Awake,    my  Saint  John!    leave  all   meaner 

things 
To  low  ambition  and  the  pride  of  Kings. 
Let  us,  fince  life  can  little  more  fuppiy 
Than  ju(t  to  look  about  us,  and  to  die, 
Expatiate  free  o'er  all  this  fcene  of  Man  ; 
A  mighty  maze!  but  not  without  a  plan;  [(hoot; 
A  Wild,  where  weeds  ah4  flow'rs  promiscuous 
Or  Garden,  tempting  with  forbidden  fruit. 
Together  let  us  beat  this  ample  field, 
Try  what  the  open,  what  the  covert  yield  ! 
The  latent  tracks,  the  giddy  heights  explore, 
Of  all  who  blindly  creep,  or  fightlefs  foar ; 
Eye  Nature's  walks,  moot  Folly  as  it  flies, 
And  catch  the  manners  living  as  they  rife; 
Laugh  where  we  mult,  be  candid  where  we  can, 
But  vindicate  the  waye  of  God  to  Man  ; 
Say  firft,  of  God  above,  or  Man  below, 
What  can  we  reafon,  but  from  whas  we  know? 
Of  Man,  what  fee  we  but  his  ftation  here, 
From  which  to  reafon,  or  to  which  refer  ? 
Through  worlds  unnumber'd  tho'  the  God  be 
'Tis  ours  to  trace  him  only  in  ourown. [known, 
He  who  thro'  valt  immenfity  can  pierce, 
See  worlds  on  worlds  compofe  one  univerfe, 
Obferve  how  fyftem  into  fyftem  runs, 
What  other  planets  circle  other  fulls, 
What  varied  Being  peoples  ev'ry  liar, 
May  tell  why  Heaven  has  made  us  as  we  are. 
But  of  this  frame  the  bearings  and  the  ties, 
The  ftrong  connections,  nice  dependencies, 
Gradations  juft,  has  thy  pervading  foul 
Look'd  thro'  ?  or  can  a  part  contain  the  whole? 

Is  the  great  chain  that  draws  all  to  agree, 
And  drawn  fupports,  upheld  by  God  or  thee  ? 
PrefumptuousMan!  the  reafon  wouldll  thou  find 
Why  form'd  fo  weak,  fo  little,  and  fo  blind  ? 
Firft,  if  thou  canft,  the  harder  reafon  guefs, 
Why  form'd  no  weaker,  blinder,  and  no  lefs ; 
A(k  of  thy  mother  earth,  why  oaks  are  made 
Taller  and  (tronger  than  the  weeds  they  (hade \ 
Or  a(k  of  yonder  argent  fields  ahove, 
Why  Jove's  Satellites  are  lefs  than  Jove.. 

Of  fyftem  s  poflible,  if  'tis  confeft 
That  Wifflom  infinite  mult  form  the  beft, 

Where 
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Where  all  mult  fall  or  not  coherent  be, 
And  all  that  rifes  rife  in  due  degree; 
Then  in  the  fcale  of  reas'ning  life,  'tis  plain, 
There  muft  be  lomewhere  fuch  a  rank  as  Man : 
And  all  the  queftion  (wrangle  e'er  fo  long) 
Is  only  this,  if  God  has  plac'd  him  wrong? 

Refpecling  Man,  whatever  wrong  we  call, 
May,  mult  be  right,  as  relative  to  all. 
In  human  works,  tho'  labour'd  on  with  pain, 
A  thouiand  movements  fcarce one purpofegain; 
In  God's,  one  fingle  can  its  end  produce, 
Yet  ferves  to  fecond  too  fome  other  ufe  ; 
So  Man,  who  here  feems  principal  alone, 
Perhaps  acls  fecond  to  fome  fphere  unknown, 
Touches  fome  wheel,  or  verges  to  fome  goal  j 
'Tis  but  a  part  we  fee,  and  not  a  whole,    [ft rain  3 

WhentheproudSteed  fhall  know  whyman  re- 
His  fiery  courfe,  or  drives  him  o'er  the  plains, 
When  the  dull  Ox,  why  now  he  breaks  the  clod, 
Is  now  a  victim,  and  now  /Egypt's  God  ; 
Then  fhall  Man's  pride  and  dulnekcomprehend 
His  actions',  paffions',  being's,  ufe  and  end  ; 
Why  doing,  luff  'ring,check'd,impeH'd;andwhy 
This  hour  a  flave,  the  next  a  deity. 

Then  fay  not  Man's  imperfect,  Heaven  in 
Say  rather,  Man's  as  perfect  as  he  ought:  [fault ; 
His  knowledge  meafur'd  to  his  ftate  and  place, 
His  time  a  moment,  and  a  point  his  fpace. 

Heaven  fromallcreaturcshidesthebookof  Fate, 
All  but  the  page  prefcrib'd,  their  preterit  fbite; 
From  brutes  what  men,  from  men  what  fpirits 
Or  who  could  fuffer  Being  here  below?[know  ; 
The  lamb  thy  riot  dooms  to  bleed  to-day  ; 
Had  he  thy  Reafon,  would  he  fkip  and  play  ? 
Pleas'd  to  the  laft,  he  crops  the  flow'ry  food, 
And  licks  the  hand  juft  rais'd  to  fhed  his  blood. 
Oh  blindlefs  to  the  future!  kindly  given, 
That  each  may  fill  the  circle  mark'd  by  Heaven ; 
Who  fees  with  equal  eye,  as  God  of  all, 
A  hero  perifh,  or  a  fparrow  fall  ; 
Atoms  or  fyitems  into  ruin  hurl'd  ; 
And  now  a  bubble  burft,and  now  a  world. [foar; 

Hope  humbly  then ;  with  trembling  pinions 
Wait  the  great  teacher  Death,  and  God  adore. 
What  future  blifs  he  gives  not  thee  to  knowj 
But  gives  that  Hope  to  be  thy  ble fling  now; 
Hope  fprings  eternal  in  the  human  bread  : 
Man  never  Is  but  always,  To  be  bleft. 
The  foul  uneafy,  and  con  fin'd  from  home, 
Refts  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come. 

Lo!  the  poor  Indian,  whofe  untutor'd  mind 
Sees  God  in  clouds,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind  5 
His  foul  proud  Science  never  taught  to  ftray 
Far  as  the  folar  walk,  or  milky  way  ; 
Yet  limple  Nature  to  his  hope  has  given, 
Behind  the  cloud  -topt  hill,  an  humbler  heaven  ; 
Some  fafer  world  in  depth  of  woods  embrac'd, 
Some  happier  ifland  in  the  wat'ry  wiile  • 
Where  flaves  once  moretheir  native  land  behold, 
No  fiends  torment,  noChriltians  thirft  for  gold. 
To  Be,  contents  his  natural  define, 
He  afks  no  Angel's  wing,  no  Seraph's  fire  j 
But  thinks,  admitted  to  that  equal  fky, 
His  faithful  dog  fhall  bear  him  company. 


Go,  wifer  thou  !  and  in  thy  fcale  of  fenfe 
Weigh  thy  Opinion  againft  Providence  ; 
Call  imperfection  what  thou  fancieft  fuch ; 
Say,  here  he  gives  too  little,  there  too  uiuch : 
Deftroy  all  creatures  for  thy  fport  or  guft  ; 
Yet  cry,  if  Man's  unhappy,  God's  unjuft; 
If  Man  alone  engrofs  not  Heaven's  high  care, 
Alone  made  perfect  here,  immortal  there  : 
Snatch  from  his  hand  the  balance  and  the  rod, 
Re-juilge  his  juftice,  be  the  God  of  God. 
In  Pride,  in  reas'ning  Pride  our  error  lies  ; 
All  quit  their  fphere,  and  ruih  into  the  fkies. 
Pride  is  ftill  aiming  at  the  bleft  abodes; 
Men  would  be  Angels,  Angels  would  be  Gods. 
Afpiring  to  be  Gods,  if  Angels  fell, 
Aipiririg  to  be  Angels,  Men  rebel  : 
And  who  but  wifnes  to  invert  the  laws 
Of  Order,  fins  againft  th'  Eternal  Caufe. 
Afk  for  what  end  the  heavenly  bodies  fhine, 
Earth  for  whofe  ufe  ?  Pride  anfwers,  "  'Tis  for 

u  mine : 
"  For  me  kind  Nature  wakes  her  genial  pow'r, 
u  Suckles  each  herb,andfp reads  out  ev'ryflowV, 
u  Annual  for  me  the  grape,  the  rofe,  renew 
M  The  juice  neclareous,  and  the  balmy  dew  ; 
"  For  me  the  mine  a  thouiand  treafures  brings, 
"  For  mc  health  guihes  from  a  thousand  fpringsj 
"  Seas  roll  to  waft  me,  funs  to  light  me  rife  j 
"  My  footftool  earth,  my  canopy  the  fkies." 

But  errs  not  Nature  from  this  gracious  end, 
From  burning  funs  when  livid  deaths  defcend, 
When  earthquakes  fwallow  or  when  tempeits 

fweep 
Towns  to  one  grave,  whole  Nations  to  the  deep? 
"  No  ('tis  replied)  ;  the  firft  Almighty  Caufe 
"  Acts  not  by  partial  but  by  gen'ral  laws  :  [gan  : 
"  Th'  exceptions  few;  fome  change fince  alibe- 
"  And  what  created  perfect  ?" — Why  then  man? 
If  the  great  end  be  human  Happinefs, 
Then  Nature  deviates ;  and  can  Man  do  lefs  ? 
As  much  that  end  a  conftanfr  courfe  requires 
Of  lhow  rs  and  fun  fhine,  as  of  Man's  deilres; 
As  much  eternal  fprings  and  cloudlefs  fkies, 
As  men  for  ever  temp'rate,  calm,  and  wife. 
If  plagues  or  earthquakes  break  not  Heaven's 
Why  then  a  Borgia  or  a  Cataline  ?         [defign, 
Whoknowsbuthewhofehandthelightningforms, 
Who  heaves  old  ocean,  and  whowingstheftorms, 
Pours  fierce  Ambition  in  a  Caefar's  mind,  [kind? 
Or  turns  young  Ammon  looie  to  fcourge  man- 
From  pride,from  pridejOurveryreas'ningfpringSi, 
Account  for  moral  as  for  nat'ra!  things ; 
Why  charge  we  Heaven  in  thole,  in  theie  acquit, 
In  both,  to  reafon  right,  is  to  fubrnit. 
Better  for  us,  perhaps,  it  might  appear, 
Were  there  all  harmony,  all  virtoe  here; 
That  never  air  or  ocean  felt  the  wind  ; 
That  never  paffion  difcompos'd  the  mind. 
But  all  fubfifts  by  elemental  ilrife  ; 
And  paflions  are  the  elements  of  Life. 
The  gen'ral  Order,  fince  the  whole  began, 
Is  kept  in  Nature,  and  is  kept  in  Man. 

What  would  this  Man  ?  Now  upward  will  he 

Andjittlelefs  than  An  «;el.  would  be  more:[foar, 
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Now,looking  downward,  juft  as  grieyM  appears 
To  want  the  flrength  of  bulls,  the  fur  of"  bears. 
Made  for  his  ufe  all  creatures  if  he  call, 
Say  what  the  ufe,  had  he  the  pbwYaof.all  ? 
Nature  to  thefe,  without  profusion  kind, 
The  proper  organs,  proper  pow'rs  afiign'd  j 
Each  feeming  want  compenfated  of  courfe, 
Here  with  degrees  of  fwiftnefs,  there  of  force  ; 
All  in  exact,  proportion  to  the  ftate : 
Nothing  to  add,  and  nothing  to  abate  : 
Each  beaft,  each  iniect,  happy  in  its  own  : 
Is  Heaven  unkind  to  Man,  and  Man  alone? 
Shall  he  alone,  whom  rational  we  c^Il, 
Be  pleas'd  with  nothing,  if  not  bleit  with  all  ? 

The  blifs  of  man,  (could  Pride  that  bleiling 
Is  not  to  act  or  think  beyond  mankind:  [find) 
No  powYs  of  body  of  or  foul  to  fnare, 
But  what  his  nature  and  his  ftate  can  bear. 
Why  has  not  man  a  microfcopic  eye  ? 
For  this  plain  reafon,  Man  is  not  a  fly. 
Say  what  the  life,  were  finer  optics  given, 
T'  infpecf.  a  mite,  not  comprehend  the  heaven  ? 
Or  touch,  if  tremblingly  alive  all  o'er, 
To  Quart  and  agonize  at  eveiy  pore? 
Or,  quick  effluvia  darting  th.ro'  the  brain, 
Die  of  a  role  in  aromatic  pain, 
If  nature  thunder'd  in  his  opening  ears, 
Andftunn'd  him  with  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres, 
Jiow  would  he  wifn  that  Keav'n  had  left  him 
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The  whifpering  Zephyr,  and  the  purling  rill ! 
Who  finds  not  Providence  all  good  and  wife, 
Alike  in  what  it  gives  and  what  denies  ? 

Far  as  Creation's  ample  range  extends, 
The  fcale  of  fenfual,  mental  pow'rs  afcends  : 
Mark  how  it  mounts  to  Man's  imperial  race, 
From  the  green  myriads  in  the  peopled  grafs : 
What  modesof  fight  betwixt  each  wide  extreme. 
The  mole's  dim  curtain,  and  tshe  lynx's  beam  ! 
Of  fm ell,  the  headlong  lionefs  between, 
And  hound  fagacious  on  the  tainted  green  ! 
Of  hearing,  from  the  life  that  fills  the  flood, 
To  that  which  warbles  through  the  vernal  wood' 
The  fpider's  touch,  how  exquilitely  fine  ! 
Feels  at  each  thread,  and  lives  along  the  line  ! 
In  the  nice  bee  what  fenfe  fo  fubtly  true 
From  pois'nous  herbs  extracts  the  healing  dew  r 
How  inftinc"r.  varies  in  the  grov'ling  fwine, 
Compar'd,  half- reafon ing  elephant,  with  thine  ! 
'Twixt  that  and  Reafon  what  a  nice  barrier  ! 
For  ever  fep'rate,  yet  for  ever  near  ! 
Remembrance  and  Reflection  how  allied, 
What  thin  part  itionsSenfefromThought  divide ! 
And  middle  natures  how  thev  long  to  join, 
Yet  never  pafs  th'  infuperable  line  ! 
Without  this  juft.  gradation  could  they  be 
Subjected,  thefe  to  thofe,  or  all  to  thee  ? 
The  powers  of  all  fubdued  by  thee  alone, 
Is  not  thy  Reafon  all  thefe  pow'rs  in  one? 

See  thro*  this  air,  this  ocean,  and  this  earth, 
All  matter  quick,  and  burltinginto  birth. 
Above,  how  high  progreffive  life  may  go  ! 
Around,  how  wide  !  how  deep  extend  below  ! 
Vaft  chain  of  being!  which  from  God  began  j 
Natures  ethereal,  liuman,  angel,  man, 


Beaft,  bird,  fifh,  infect,  what  no  eye  can  fee, 
No  glafs  can  reach  ;  from  Infinite  to  thee,  , 

From  thee  to  Nothing. — On  (inferior  pow'rs 
Were  we  to  prefs,  interior  might  on  oursj 
Or  in  the  full  creation  leave  a  vo  d, 
Where,  one  ftep  broken,  the  great  fcalc's  del 

ftroy'd: 
Frome  Nature's  chain  whatever  link  you  firike, 
Tenth,  or  ten-thoufandth,breaksthechain  alike. 

And,  if  each  fymptorn  in  gradation  roll 
Alike  efiential  to  the  amazing  Whole, 
The  leaft  confulion  but  in  one,  not  all 
That  fyflem  only,  but  the  whole  inuit  fall. 
Let. earth  unbalanc'd  from  her  orbit  fly, 
Planets  and  Suns  run  lawlefs  throv  the  fky  ; 
Let  ruling  Angels  from  their  fpheres  bchurl'd, 
Being  on  Being  wreckM.  and  world  on  world  ; 
Heaven's  whole  foundations  to  their  centrenod, 
And  Mature  tremble  to  the  throne  of  God: 
AH  this  dread  Order  break — ibrwhom?  for  thee  ? 
Vile  worm  ? — oh  madnefs,  pride,  impiety  ! 

What  if  the  foot,  ordain'd  the  dull  to  tread, 
Or  hand,  to  toil,  afpir'd  to  be  the  head  ? 
What  if  the  head,  the  eye,  or  ear  repinM 
To  ferve  mere  engines  to  the  ruling  mind  ? 
Juft  as  abfurd  for  any  part  to  claim 
To  be  another,  in  this  gen'rai  frame  ; 
Jufl  as  abfurd  to  mourn  the  tanks  or  pains 
The  great  directing  Mind  of  all  ordains. 

All  are  but  parts  of  one  itupendous  whole, 
Whole  body  Nature  is,  and  God  the  Soul ; 
That,  chang'd  thro'  all,  and  yet  in  all  the  fame; 
Great  in  the  earth  as  in  th'  ethereal  frame; 
Warms  in  the  fun,  rcfrefhes  in  the  breeze, 
Glows  in  the  ftars,  andblolToms  in  the  trees", 
Lives  thro'  all  life,  extends  fhro'  all  extent ; 
Spreads  undivided,  operates  unfpent; 
Breathes  in  our  foul,  informs  our  mortal  part*, 
As  full,, as  perfect,  in  a  hair  as  heart  5 
As  full,  as  perfect,  in  vile  Man  that  mourns, 
As  the  rapt  Seraph  that  adores  and  burns: 
To  him  no  high,  no  low,  no  great,  no  fmall ; 
He  fills,  he  bounds,  connects,  and  equals  all. 

Ceafe  then,  nor  Order  Imperfections  name  r 
Our  proper  blifs  depends  on  what  we  blame. 
Know  thy  own  point :  this  kind,  this  due  degree 
Of  blindnefs,  weaknefs,  Heaven  bellows  on  thee- 
Submitv-in  this,  or  any  other  fphere, 
Secure  to  be  as  bleft  as  thou  canft  bear : 
Safe  in  the  hand  of  one  difpofing  Pow'r, 
Or  in  the  natal,  or  the  mortal  hour. 
All  Nature  is  but  art  unknown  to  thee  ; 
All  Chance,  Direction  which  thou  canft  notfe?j 
All  Difcord,  Harmony  not  underftoodj 
All  partial  Evil,  univerfal  Good  : 
And  fpite  of  Pride,  in  erring  Reafon's  fpite, 
One  truth  is  clear;  Whatever  is,  is  right. 

EPISTLE    II. 

ARGUMENT. 

Of  the  Nature  and  State  of  Man  ivith  refpeti  U 
Himfelf,  as  an  Individual. 

The  Bufinefsof  Man  not  to  pry  into  God  buttofluay 
Himfelf.  Hi  Middle  Nature  ;  bis  Powers  and 
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Deduct  but  what  is  Vanity  or  Drefs, 

Or  Learning's  Luxury,  or  Idlenefs  ; 

Or  tricks  to  lhew  the  ftretch  of  human  brain, 

Mere  curious  pleafure,  or  ingenious  pain; 

Expunge  the  whole,  or  lop  th'  excrefcent  parts 

Of  all  our  Vices  have  created  Arts; 


Frailties. — The  Limits  of  bis  Capacity.—  The 
t'-wo  Principles  of  Mom,  Self-love  and  Reafon, 
both  ntcejary. — Self-love  the  Jlronger,  and 
nvhy. — Their  end  the  fame. — The  Pallions,  and 
their  uje. — The  Predominant  Pallion,  and  its 
force. — Its  neceffily  in  directing  Men  to  different 

Purpcfes  — its  providential  Ufe,  in  fixing  our  Then  lee  how  little  the  remaining  fum, 
Princtple,  and  afcertaining  our  Virtue -~-  Virtue  I  Which  ferv'd  the  pafl,and  mull  the  time  to  cornel 
and  Vice \  joined  in  oar  mixed  Nature ;  the  limit  s\     Two  Principles  in  human  nature  reign ; 
near,  yet  ike  things  feparate  /2/zi/evident :  ii  hat,  Self-love  to  urge,  and  Reafon  to  reftrain  : 
is  the  Office  of  Reafon. — Hcnv  odious  Vice  in]  Nor  this  a  good,  nor  that  a  bad  we  call; 
itfelf  and  hew  ive  decei-ue  ourfel-ves  in  it.  —  j  Each  works  its  end,  to  move  or  govern  all : 


That,  ho-tv£'Z-er,  the  Ends  of  Providence  and 
general  Good  are  anjhvered  in  our  Paffi^ns  and 
Imperfections. — Hozu  ujefully  thefe  are  dijhibuted 
to  all  Orders  of  Men. — How  ufeful  they  are  to 
Society,  and  to  Individuals,  in  enitry  ltate  and 
every  age  of  lije. 

Know  then  thyfelf,  prefume  not  God  to  fcan ; 
The  proper  ftudy  of  Mankind  is  Man. 
Plac'd  on  this  ilthmus  of  a  middle  ltate, 
A  being  darkly  wile,  and  rudely  great ; 
With  too  much  knowledge  for  the  Sceptic  fide, 
V/ith  too  much  weaknefs  for  the  Stoic's  pride, 
He  hangs  between;  in  doubt  to  a6t  or  reft, 
In  doubt  to  deem  himfelf  a  God  or  Beail ; 
In  doubt  his  Mind  or  Body  to  prefer; 
Born  but  to  die,  and  reafoning  but  to  err; 
Alike  in  ignorance,  his  reafon  fuch, 
Whether  he  thinks  too  little,  or  too  much  : 
Chaos  of  Thought  and  Paffion,  all  confus'd, 
Still  by  himfelf  abus'd  or  dilabus'd  ; 
Created  half  to  rife,  and  half  to  fall ; 
Great  lord  of  ail  things,  yet  a  prey  to  all : 
Sole  judge  of  Truth,  in  endlefs  Error  hurl'd: 
The  glory,  jeft,  and  riddle  of  the  world  ! 

Go,wond'rous  creature !  mount  where  Science 
guides, 
Go,  meafure earth,  weigh  air,  and  (late  the  tides ; 
Initrucl  the  planets  in  what  orbs  to  run, 
Correct  old  Time,  and  regulate  the  Sun  ; 
Go,  foar  with  Plato  to  th'  empyreal  fphere, 
To  the  firft  good,  firft  perfeel,  and  firft  fair; 
Or  tread  the  mazy  round  his  followers  trod, 
And  quitting  fenfe  call  imitating  God; 
As  Eaftern  prielts  in  giddy  circles  run, 
And  tupn  their  heads  to  imitate  the  Sun. 
Go,  teach  Eternal  Wifdom  how  to  rule ; 
Then  drop  into  thyfelf,  and  be  a  fool ! 

Superior  beings,  when  of  late  they  faw 
A  mortal  Man  unfold  all  Nature's  Law, 
Admir'd  fuch  wifdom  in  an  earthly  fhape, 
And  fhew'd  a  Newton  as  we  lhew  an  Ape. 

Could  he,  whofe  rules  the  rapid  comet  bind, 
Delcribe  or  fix  one  movement  of  his  Mind"? 
Who  law  its  fires  here  rife,  and  there  defcend, 
Explain  his  own  beginning  or  his  end  ? 
Alas,  what  wonder  !  Man's  fuperior  part 
Uncheck'd  may  rife,  and  climb  from  art  to  art ; 
But  when  his  own  great  work  is  but  begun, 
What  Reafon  weaves,  by  Pallion  is  undone. 

Trace  Science  then,  with  Modefty  thy  guide  ; 
Firft  drip  off  all  her  equipage  of  Pride ; 


And  to  their  proper  operation  ftill 
Afcribe  all  Good;  to  their  improper,  111. 

Self-love,  the  fpring  of  motion,  acts  the  foul  j 
Reafbn's  comparing  balance  rules  the  whole, 
Man,  but  for  that,  no  aftion  could  attend \ 
And,  but  for  this,  were  active  to  no  end  j 
Fix'd  like  a  plant  on  his  peculiar  fpot, 
To  draw  nutrition,  propagate,  and  rot: 
Or,  meteor-like,  flame  lawlefs  thro*  the  voidj 
TJeftroying  others,  by  himfelf  deft roy'd. 
Moll  ftrength  the  moving  principle  requires ; 
Aftive  its  talk,  it  prompts,  impels-,  infpires. 
Sedate  and  quiet  the  comparing  lies, 
Form'd  bur  to  check,  deliberate,  and  advife.- 
Self-love,.  Hill  itronger,  as  its  objects  nigh  ; 
Reafon's  at  dillance  and  in  profpect  lie : 
That  fees  immediate  good  by  prefent  fenfe  ; 
Reafon,  the  future  and  the  confequence. 
Thicker  than  arguments  temptations  throng; 
At  bell  more  watchful  this,  but  that  more  ftrong. 
The  action  of  the  Itronger  to  fufpend 
Reafon  ftill  ufe,  to  Reaion  ftill  attend. 
Attention,  habit  and  experience  gains; 
Each  ftrengthens  Reafon, and  Self-love  reltrains. 
Let  fubtle  fchoolmen  teach  thefe  friends  to  %hf , 
More  ftudious  to  divide  than  to  unite  ; 
And  Grace  and  Virtue,  Senfe  and  Reafon  fplit, 
With  all  the  rafh  dexterity  of  wit. 
Wits,  jull  like  Fools,  at  war  about  a  name, 
Have  full  as  oft  no  meaning,  or  the  fame. 
Self-love  and  Reafon  to  one  end  afpire  ; 
Pain  their  averiion,  Pleafure  their  defire  j 
But  greedy  that,  its  obje£t  would  devour; 
This  taite  the  honey,  and  not  wound  the  fiow'r; 
Pleafure,  or  wrong  or  rightly  underltood, 
Our  greatelt  evil,  or  our  greateft  good. 

Modes  of  Self-love  the  Pallions  we  may  call  ^ 
'Tis  real  good,  or  feeming,  moves  them  all: 
But  lince  not  ev'ry  good  we  can  divide, 
And  Reafon  bids  us  for  our  own  provide ; 
Pallions,  tho'  felfilh,  if  their  means  be  fair, 
Lift  under  Reafon,  and  deferve  her  care; 
Thofe  that  imparted  court  a  nobler  aim, 
Exalt  their  kind,  and  take  fome  Virtue's  name. 

In  lazy  Apathy  let  Stoics  boaft 
j  Their  Virtue  fix'd ;  'tis  fix'd  as  in  a  froft ; 
Contracted  all,  retiring  to  the  breaft: 
•But  ftrength  of  mind  is  Exercife,  not  Reft. 
The  riling  tempeft  puts  in  a<5t  the  foul ; 
Parts  it  may  ravage,  but  preferves  the  whole. 
On  life's  vaft  ocean  diverfely  we  fail, 
Reafon  the  card,  but  Paftion  is  the  gale ; 
*  R  3  Nor 
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Nor  Cod  alone  in  the  frill  calm  we  find, 

He  mounts  the  ftorm,  and  walks  upon  the  wind. 

PaiFions,  like  elements,  tho'  born  to  fight, 
Yet  mix'd  and  foften'd  in  his  work  unite  : 
Theie  'tis  enough  to  temper  and  employ  5 
But  what  composes  Man,  can  Man  deftroy  ? 
Suffice  that  Reafon  keep  to  Nature's  road, 
6ubjecl,  compound  them,  follow  her  and  God. 
Love,Hope,and  Joy,  fair  Pleafu  re's  mailing  train; 
Hate,  Fear,  and  Grief,  the  family  of  Pain  : 
Thefemix\iwithart,and  to  dueboundsconfin'd, 
Make  and  maintain  the  balance  of  the  mind  ; 
The  lights  and  ihades,  whofe  well-accorded  ftrife 
Gives  all  the  ftrength  and  colour  of  our  life. 

Pleafures  are  ever  in  our  hands  and  eyes: 
And,  when  in  a6t  they  ceafe,  in  profpecl  rile : 
Prefcnt  to  grafp,  and  future  ftill  to  find, 
The  whole  employ  of  body  and  of  mind. 
AH  fpread  their  charms,  but  charm  not  all  alike ; 
On  different  fenfes  diifrent  obje&s  itrike  : 
Hence  dirf'rent  Paflions  more  or  lef;  inflame, 
As  ftrong  or  weak  the  organs  of  the  frame ; 
And  hence  one  matter  Paliion  in  the  breaif, 
Like  Aaron's  ferpent,  fwallows  up  the  reft. 

As  man,  perhaps,  the  moment  of  his  breath, 
Receives  the  lurking  principle  of  death  ; 
The  young  difeafe,  that  mull  fubdue  at  length, 
Grows  withhis  growth,  and  ftrengthens  with  his 
So,caitand  mingled  with  his  very  frame,  [ftrength; 
The  mind's  dileafe,  its  ruling  paflion  came  ; 
Each  vital  humour  which  mould  feed  the  whole, 
Soon  flows  to  this,  in  body  and  in  foul  : 
Whatever  warms  the  heart,  or  fills  the  head, 
As  the  mine  opens,  and  its  functions  fpread, 
Imagination  plies  her  dang'rous  art, 
And  pours  it  all  upon  the  peccant  part. 

Nature  its  mother,  habit  is  its  nurfe; 
"Wit,  Ipirit,  faculties,  but  make  it  worfe  ; 
Reafbn  itfelf  but  gives  it  e^gt  and  pow'r; 
As  heaven's  bleit  beam  turns  vinegar  more  four. 

We,  wretched  fubjecls  the'  to  lawful  'way, 
In  this  weak  queen,  fome  iav'rite  ftill  obey. 
Ah  !  if  fhe  lend  not  arms  as  well  as  rules, 
What  can  me  more  than  tell  us  we  are  fools  ? 
Teach  us  to  mourn  our  nature,  not  to  mend  ; 
A  fharp  acenfer,  but  a  helplefs  friend  ! 
Or  from  a  judge  turn  pleader,  to  perfuade 
The  choice  we  make,  or  juftify  it  made; 
Proed  of  an  eafy  con  quell  all  along, 
She  but  removes  weak  paffions  for  the  ftrong  : 
So,  when  fmal)  humours  gather  to  a  gout, 
The  doctor  fancies  lie  has  driven  them  out. 

Yes,  nature's  road  mult  ever  be  prefe.r'd  ; 
Reafon  is  here  no  guide,  but  ftill  a  guard  j 
lis  here  {p  rectify,  not  overthrow, 
And  treat  this  pillion  more  as  friend  than  foe  ; 
A  mightier  Pow'r  the  ftrong  direction  fends, 
And  iev'ral  men  impels  to  fev'ral  ends : 
Like  varying  winds,  by  other  pamons  toft, 
This  drives  them  conftant  to  a  certain  coaft. 
Let  pow'r  or  knowledge,  gold  or  glory  pleafe, 
Or  (oft  moreil'cmg  than  all)  the  love  of  eafe, 
Thro'  life  'tis  iciiow'd,  even  at  life's  expence  ; 
The  Lueichaiii  s  coii,  the  feme's  indolence, 


The  monk's  humility,  the  hero's  pride; 
All,  all  alike  find  Reafon  on  their  fide. 

Th'  Eternal  Art,  educing  good  from  ill/ 
Grafts  on  this  Paflion  our  belt  principle  : 
'Tis  thus  the  Mercury  of  Man  is  fix'd, 
Strong  grows  the  Virtue  with  his  nature  mix*d; 
The  drofs  cements  what  eile  were  too  refin'd, 
And  in  one  in  .'reft  body  acts  with  mind. 

As  fruits,  ungrateful  to  the  planter's  care, 
On  lavage  Itocks  inserted  learn  to  bear ; 
The  fureff  Virtues  thus  from  Paflions  fhoor, 
Wild  Nature's  vigour  working  at  the  root. 
What  crops  of  wit  and  honefty  appear 
From  fpleen,  from  obftinacy,  hate,  or  fear! 
See  anger,  zeal  and  fortitude  fupply  : 
E\mi  av'rice,  prudence,  floth,  philofophy  ; 
Luft,  thro'  fome  certain  ftrainers  well  refin'd, 
Is  gentle  love,  and  charms  all  womankind  ; 
Envy,  to  which  th'  ignoble  mind  's  a  flave, 
Is  emulation  in  the  learn'd  or  brave; 
Nor  Virtue,  male  or  female,  can  we  nnme, 
But  what  will  grow  on  Pride,  or  grow  on  Shame. 

Thus  Nature  gives  us  (let  it  check  our  pride) 
The  virtue  neareft  to  our  vice  allied: 
Reafon  the  bias  turns  to  good  from  ill, 
And  Nero  reigns  a  Titus  if  he  will. 
The  fiery  foul  abhorr'd  in  Cataline, 
Jn  Decius  charms,  in  Curtius  is  divine: 
The  fame  ambition  can  deftroy  or  fave, 
And  makes  a  patriot  as  it  makes  a  knave. 

This  light  and  darknefs  in  our  chaos  join'd, 
What  (hail  divide?  The  God  within  the  mind. 

Extremes  in. Nature  equal  ends  produce; 
In  man  they  join  to  fome  myfterious  ufe: 
Tho'  each  by  turns  the  other's  bounds  invade, 
As,  in  iome  well  wrought  picfure,light  and/hade, 
And  oft  fo  mix,  the  diff 'rence  is  too  nice 
Where  ends  the  Virtue,  or  begins  the  Vice. 

Fools  !  who  from  hence  into  the  notion  fall, 
That  Vice  or  Virtue  there  is  none  at  all. 
If  white  and  black  blend,  foften,  and  unite 
A  thoufand  ways,  is  there  no  black  or  white  ? 
Aik  your  own  heart,  and  nothing  is  fo  plain  j 
'Tis  to  miltake  them  cofts  the  time  and  pain. 

Vice  is  a  monller  of  fo  frightful  mien, 
As,  to  be  hated,  needs  but  to  be  feen; 
Yet,  feen  too  oft,  familiar  with  her  face, 
We  firft  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace. 
But  where  th'  Extreme  of  Vice,  was  ne'er  agreed : 
Aik  where  's  the  North  ?  at  York,  'tis  on  the 
In  Scotland,  at  the  Orcades;  and  there,  [Tweed; 
AtGreenland,Zembla,or  the  Lord  knows  where. 
No  creature  owns  it  in  the  firft  degree, 
But  thinks  his  neighbour  further  gone  than  he : 
Ev'n  thofe  who  dwell  beneath  its  very  zone, 
Or  never  feel  the  rage,  or  never  own  ; 
What  happier  natures  fhrink  at  with  affright. 
The  hard  inhabitant  contends  is  right. 

Virtuous  and  vicious  ev'ry  man  muft  be  j 
Few  in  th'  extreme,  but  all  in  the  degree : 
The  rogue  and  fool,  by  fits,  is  fair  and  wife; 
And  ev'n  the  beft,  by  fits,  what  they  defpife. 
'Tis  but  by  parts  we  follow  good  or  ill ! 
For,  Vice  or  Virtue,  Self  directs  it  ftill  j 
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Each  individual  feeks  a  fev'ral  goal;     [Whole : 
But  Heaven's  great  view  is  One,  and  that  the 
That  counterworks  each  folly  and  caprice  ; 
That  disappoints  th'  eliecl  of  ev'ry  vice; 
That,  happy  frailties  to  all  ranks  applied — 
Shame  to  the  virgin,  to  the  matron  pride, 
Fear  to  the  (tatefman,  raftinels  to  the  chief, 
To  kings  prefumption,  and  to  crowds  belief: 
That,  Virtue's  ends  from  vanity  can  raife, 
Which  feeks  no  int'reft,  no  reward  but  praife; 
And  builds  on  wants,  and  on  defects  of  mind, 
The  joy,  the  peace,  the  glory  of  Mankind. 

Heaven,  forming  each  on  other  to  depend, 
A  malter,  or  a  fervant,  or  a  friend, 
Bids  each  on  other  for  afliftance  call,  [all. 

Till  one  Man's  weaknefs  grows  the  itrength  of 
Wants,  frailties,  paftions,  clofer  (till  ally 
The  common  int'reft,  or  endear  the  tie. 
To  thefe  we  owe  true  friend  (hip,  love  fincere, 
Each  home-felt  joy  that  life  inherits  here; 
Yet  from  the  fame  we  learn,  in  its  decline, 
Thofe  joys,  thofe  loves,  thofe  int'reits  to  refign ; 
Taught  half  by  Reafon,  half  by  mere  decay, 
To  welcome  death,  and  calmly  pafs  away. 

Whate'er  the  Pa(iion,knowledge,fame,or  pelf. 
Not  one  will  change  his  neighbour  with  himlelf. 
The  learn'd  is  happy  nature  to  explore, 
The  fool  is  happy  that  he  knows  no  more  ; 
The  rich  is  happy  in  the  plenty  given, 
The  poor  contents  him  with  the  care  of  Heaven 
See  the  blind  beggar  dance,  the  cripple  ling, 
The  fot  a  hero,  lunatic  a  king ; 
The  ftarving  chemift  in  his  golden  views 
Supremely  blell ;  the  poet  in  his  Mufe. 
See  fome  itrange  comfort  ev'ry  (late  attend, 
And  pride,  beltow'd  on  all,  a  common  friend : 
See  fome  fit  paflion  ev'ry  age  fupply ; 
Hope  travels  through,  nor  quits  us  when  we  die. 

Behold  the  child,  by  natures  kindly  law, 
Pleas'd  with  a  rattle,  tickled  with  a  ftraw; 
Some  livelier  pb.ything  gives  his  youth  delight, 
A  little  louder,  but  as  empty  quite ; 
Scarfs,  garters,  gold,  amufe  his  riper  ftage, 
And  beads  and  pray'r-books  are  the  toys  of  age  •. 
Pleas'd  with  this  bauble  (till,  as  that  before ; 
Till  tir'd  he  (leeps,  and  Life's  poor  play  is  o'er. 
Meanwhile  Opinion  gilds  with  varying  rays 
Thofe  painted  clouds  that  beautify  our  days  ; 
Each  want  of  happinefs  by  Hope  (upplied, 
And  each  vacuity  of  lenfe  by  Pride: 
Thefe  build  as  fad  as  knowledge  can  deftroy ; 
In  folly's  cup  (till  laughs  the  bubble,  Joy: 
One  proipect:  loll,  another  (till  we  gain ; 
And  not  a  vanity  is  given  in  vain. 
Ev'n  mean  Self-love  becomes,  by  force  divine, 
The  fcale  to  meafure  others'  wants  bv  thine. 
See  !  and  confefs,  one  comfort  (till  muft  rife ; 
*Tis  this — tho'  Man  's  a  fool,  yet  God  is  wife. 
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ther.— The  happinefs  of  Animals  mutual. — 
Reafon  or  Intlindt  operates  alike  to  the  good  of 
each  Individual. — Reafon  or  Inltin6t  operates 
alfo  to  Society  in  all  animals. — Hozv  jar  So- 
ciety is  carried  by  lnfiincl  .-*-How  much  farther 
by  Reafon. — Of  that  which  is  called  the  State  of 
Nature. — Reafon  inflrucled  by  InJlinB  in  tkt 
Invention  of  Arts,  and  in  the  Forms  of  Society. 
— Origin  of  Political  Societies. — Origin  of  Mo- 
narcky. — Patriarchal  Government. — Origin  of 
true  Religion  and  Government,  from  the  fame 
principle  of  Love. — Origin  of  Superjliticn  and 
Tyranny,  from  the  fame  principle  of  Fear.-r- 
The  injluetice  of  Self  love  operating  to  the  focial 
and  public  Good. — Ref  oration  of  true  Religion 
and  Government  on  their  fir jl  Principle. — Mixed 
Government. — Carious  Forms  of  each,  and  tht 
true  End  of  all. 

Here  then  we  reft  i  '  The  Univerfal  Cau(e 
*  Acts  to  one  end,  but  adts  by  various  laws.' 
In  all  the  madnefs  of  fuperfiuous  health, 
The  train  of  pride,  the  impudence  of  wealth, 
Let  this  great  truth  be  prefent  night  and  clay  j 
But  mod  be  prefent,  if  we  preach,  or  pray. 

Look  round  our  World  ;  behold  the  chain  of 
Combining  all  below  and  all  above.  [Love 

See  plaitic  Nature  working  to  this  end; 
The  (ingle  atoms  each  to  other  tend; 
Attract",  attracted  to  the  next  in  place, 
Form'd  and  impell'd  its  neighbour  to  embrace. 
See  Matter  next,  with  various  life  endued, 
Prefs  to  one  centre  frill,  the  gen'ral  Good. 
See  dying  Vegetables  life  fuitain, 
See  life  diflblving  vegetate  again  : 
All  forms  that  peridi  other  forms  fupply 
(By  turns  we  catch  the  vital  breath,  and  die)  j 
Like  bubbles  on  the  lea  of  Matter  borne, 
They  rife,  they  break,  and  to  that  fea  return. 
Nothing  is  foreign  ;  Parts  relate  to  Whole  j 
One  all-extending,  all-preferving  Soul 
Connects  each  being,  greateft  with  the  lead; 
Made  Beait  in  aid  of  Man,  and  Man  of  Bead ; 
All  ferv'd,  all  (erving:  nothing  (lands  alone; 
The  chain  holds  on,  and  where  it  ends  unknown. 

Has  God,  thou  fool  !  work'd  folely  for  thy 
good, 
Thy  joy,  thy  paftime,  thy  attire,  thy  food  ? 
Who  for  thy  table  feeds  the  wanton  fawn, 
For  him  as  kindly  fpreads  the  flow'ry  lawn. 
Is  it  for  thee  the  lark  afcends  and  lings  ? 
Joy  tunes  his  voice,  joy  elevates  his  wings. 
Is  it  for  thee  the  linnet  pours  his  throat? 
Loves  of  his  own  and  raptures  ("well  the  note. 
The  boundiing  (teed  you  pompoufly  beltride 
Shares  with  his  lord  the  pleafure  and  the  pride. 
Is  thine  alone  the  feed  that  (trews  the  plain  ? 
The  birds  of  heaven  (hall  vindicate  their  grain. 
Thine  the  full  harveil  of  the  golden  year  ? 
Part  pays,  and  juitly,  the  deferving  fteer. 
The  hog  that  ploughs  not,  nor  obeys  thy  call, 
Lives  on  the  labours  of  this  lord  of  all. 

Now,  Nature's  children  (hall  divide  her  care, 
The  fur  that  warms  a  monarch  v.ann'd  a  bear. 
R  4  While 
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While  Man  exclaims,  fSee  all  things  for  my  ufe  ! 
*  See  man  for  mine  !'  replies  a  pamper' d  goofe : 
And  juft  as  fliort  of  reafbn  he  mull  fall, 
Who  thinks  all  made  for  one,  not  one  for  all. 

Grant  that  the  powerful  ftill  the  weak  controul  ; 
Be  Man  the  Wit  and  Tyrant  of  the  whole: 
Nature  that  Tyrant  checks ;  he  only  knowSj 
And  helps  another  creature's  wants  and  woes. 
Say  will  the  falcon,  ftooping  from  above, 
Smit  with  her  varying  plumage,  fpare  the  dove  ! 
Admires  the  jay  the  in  feel's  gilded  wings  ? 
Or  hears  the  hawk  when  Philomela  fmgs  ? 
-Man  cares  for  all:  to  birds  he  gives  his  woods, 
To  beafts  his  pa  (hires,  and  to  rim  his  floods, 
For  lome  his  int'reft  prompts  him  to  provide, 
For  more  his  pleafure,  yet  for  more  his  pride : 
Ali  feed  on  one  vain  Patron,  and  enjoy 
Th'  exten/ive  blelTing  of  his  luxury. 
That  xery  life  his  learned  hunger  craves, 
He  laves  from  famine,  from  the  favage  laves ; 
Nay,  feafts  the  animal  he  dooms  his  feaft, 
And  till  he  ends  the  being,  makes  it  bleft; 
Which  fees  no  more  the  ftroke,  or  feels  the  pain, 
Than  favour'd  Man  by  touch  ethereal  llain. 
The  creature  had  his  feaft  of  life  before; 
Thou  too  muft  perifh  when  thy  feaft  is  o'er ! 
To  each  unthinking  being,  Heaven  a  friend, 
Gives  not  the  uieiefs  knowledge  of  its  end  ! 
To  Man  imparts  it ;  but  with  fuch  a  view 
As,  while  he  dreads  it,  makes  him  hope  it  too  : 
The  hour  conceai'd,  and  ib  remote  the  fear, 
Death  ftill  draws  nearer,  never  feeming  near. 
Great  ftanding  miracle  !  that  Heaven  aflign'd 
Its  only  thinking  thing  this  turn  of  mind. 

Whether  with  Reafon  or  with  InlHncf  bleft, 
Know,'  all  enjoy  that  pow'r  which  luits  them 
To  biifs  alike  by  that  direction  tend,       [be£; 
And  find  the  means  proportion'd  to  their  end. 
Say,  where  full  Initinct  is  tli"*  unerring  guide, 
What  Pope  or  Council  can  they  need  belide  ? 
Reafon,  however  able,  cool  at  heft, 
Cares  not  fot  fervice,  or  but  ferves  when  preft, 
Stays  till  we  call,  and  then  not.  often  near; 
But  honeft  Jnftinct  comes  a  volunteer, 
Sure  never  to  o'erfhcot,  but  juft  to  hit; 
While  ftill  too  wide  or  fnort  is  human  Wit ; 
Sure  by  quick  Nature  happinefs  to  gain, 
Which  heavier  Realbn  labours  at  in  vain. 
This  too  ierves  always,  Reafon  never  long; 
One  muft  go  right,  the  other  may  go  wrong, 
See  then  the  acting  and  comparing  pow'rs 
One  in  their  nature,  which  are  two  in  ours  ; 
And  Reafon  raife  o'er  Initinct  as  yofc  can, 
In  this  'tis  God  directs,  in  that  'tis  Man. 

Who  taught  the  nations  of  the.field  and  wood 
To  fnun  their  poifon,  and  to  chpofe  their  food  ? 
Prefcienr,  the  tides  or  tempefts  to  v.ithftand, 
Build  on  the  wave,  or  arch  beneath  the  fand  ? 
Who  made  the  fpider  parallels  de{\gny 
Sure  as  De  Moivre,  without  rule  or  line? 
Who  bid  the  ftork,  Columbus  like,  explore 
Heav'm   not  his  own,   aud  worlds  unknown 

before  ? 
Who  calls  the  council,  ftates  the  certain  day? 

Who  1  "orms  the  phalanx,  and  who  points  the  way  ? 
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God,  in  the  nature  of  each  being,  founds 
Its  proper  blifs,  and  fets  its  proper  bounds: 
But  as  he  frarn'd  the  Whole,  the  Whole  to  blefs, 
On  mutual  Wants  built  mutual  Happinefs  ; 
So,  from  the  firft,  eternal  order  ran, 
And  creature  link'd  to  creature,  man  toman. 
Whate'er  of  life  all-quick'ning  aether  keeps, 
Or  breathes  thro'  air,  or  fhoots  beneath  the  deeps, 
Or  pours  profufe  on  earth,  one  nature  feeds 
The  vital  flame,  and  fweils  the  genial  leeds. 
Not  man  alone,  but  all  that  roam  the  wood, 
Or  wing  the  Iky,  or  roll  along  the  flood, 
Each  loves  itfelf,  but  not  itfelf  alone  ; 
Each  lex  delires  alike,  till  two  are  one. 
Nor  ends  the  pleafure  with  the  fierce  embrace ; 
They  lovethemfelves,  a  third  time,  in  their  race, 
Thus  beaft  and  bird  their  common  charge  attend, 
The  mothers  nurfe  it,  and  the  iires  defend. 
The  young  difmifs'd  to  wander  earth  or  air, 
There  ftops  the  Initinct,  and  there  ends  the  care ; 
The  link  diftblves,  each  feeks  a  frefh  embrace; 
Another  love  fucceeds  another  race. 

A  longer  care  Man's  helplefs  kind  demands ; 
That  longer  care  contract s  more  lafting  bands  *. 
Reflection,  Reafon,  ftill  the  improve, 
At  once  extena  the  int'reft  and  the  love  : 
With  choice  we  fix,  with  fympathy  we  burnj 
Each  Virtue  in  each  Palfion  takes  its  turn ; 
And  ftill  new  needs,  new  helps,  new  habits  rife, 
That  graft  benevolence  on  charities. 
Still  as  one  brood,  and  as  another  rofe, 
Thefe  nat'ral  love  maintain,  habitual  thofe: 
The  laft  fcarce  ripen'd  into  perfect  Man, 
Saw  helplefs  him  from  whom  their  life  began : 
Mem'ry  and  forecaft  juft  returns  engage; 
That  pointed  back  to  youth,  this  on  to  age  : 
While  piealure,  gratitude,  and  hope  combin'd, 
Still  fpread  the  int'reft,  and  preferv'd  the  kind. 

Nor  think,  in  Nature's ftate  the)'  blindly  trod; 
The  State  of  Nature  was  the  reign  of  God: 
Self-love  and  Social  at  her  birth  began  ; 
Union  the  bond  of  all  things,  and  of  Man. 
Pride  then  was  not;  nor  Arts,  that  Pride  to  aid; 
Manwalk'd  with  beaft,  joint  tenant  of:  he  made* 
The  lame  his  table,  and  the  fame  his  bed; 
No  murder  cloth 'd  him,  and  no  murder  fed. 
In  the  fame  temple,  the  refounding  wood, 
A»  vocal  beings  hymn'd  their  equal  God  : 
Thefhrine  with  gore  unftain'd,  with  gold  un- 

dreft; 
Unbrib'd,  unbloody,  ftood  the  blamelefs  prieft  : 
Heaven's  attribute  was  Univerfal^Care ; 
And  Man's  prerogative  to  rule,  but  fpare. 
Ah  !  how  unlike  the  man  of  times  to  come  1 
Of  half  that  live  the  butcher  and  the  tomb  ; 
Who,  foe  to  Nature,  bears  the  gen'ral  groan, 
Murders  their  fpecies,  and  betrays  his  own. 
But  juft  difeafe  to  luxury  fucceeds, 
And  ev'ry  death  its  own  avenger  breeds; 
The  fury  pafiions  from  that  blood  began, 
And  turn'd  on  Man  a  fiercer  favage,  Man. 

See  him  from  Nature  rifing  flow  to  Art  ! 
To  copy  Inftinct  then  was  Reafon's  part; 
Thus  then  to  Man  the  voice  of  Nature  fpake— 
"  Go,  from  the  Creature6  thy  inftructions  take  : 

**  Learn, 
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"  Learr.fromthebirdswhatfood  the  thickets  yield:  No  ill  could  fear  in  God, 

"  Learn  from  the  beafts  the  phyfic  of  the  held  ; 

"  Thy  arts  of  building  from  the  bee  receive ; 

M  Learn  of  the  mole  to  plough,the  wormto  weave; 

"  Learn  of  the  little  Nautilus  to  fail, 

"  Spread  the  tain  oar,  and  catch  the  driving  gale. 

"  Here  too  all  forms  of  fecial  union  find, 

«•'  And  hence  Let  Reafon,  late,  iir.truft  mankind : 

"  Here  fubterranean  works  and  cities  lee  ; 

*  There  towns  aerial  on  the  waving  tree. 
"  Learn  each  i'mall  People's  genius,  policies, 

*  The  Ant's  republic,  and  the  realm  of  Bees  ; 
"  How  thofe  in  common  all  their  wealth  beftow, 
"  And  Anarchy  without  confufion  know  ; 
P  And  thefe  for  ever,  tho'  a  Monarch  reign, 
°  Their  fep'rate  cells  and  properties  maintain. 
u  Mark  what  unvaried  laws  preferve  each  Hate, 
"  Laws  wife  as  Nature,  and  as  iix'd  as  Fate. 
'•'  In  vain  thy  Reafon  finer  webs  (hall  draw, 
"Entangle  Juftice  in  her  net  of  Law  ; 
"  And  right,  too  rigid,  harden  into  wrong, 
"  Still  for  theftrong  too  weak, the  weaktooftrong. 
u  Yet  go  !  and  thus  o'er  all  the  creatures  fway, 
"  Thus  let  the  wifer  make  the  reft  obey : 

**  And  for  thole  arts  mere  Inftincl  could  afford,;  And,  form'd  like  tyrants,  tyrants  would  believe. 
"  Be  crown'd  as Monarchs, or  as  Gods  ador'd."|Zeal  then,  not  chanty,  became  the  guide! 

Great  Nature  fpoke ;  obfervant  Man  obey'd  j  And  hell  was  built  on  lpite,and  heaven  on  pride. 
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and  underftood 
A  Sovereign  Being  but  a  fov'reign  good. 
True  faith,  true  policy,  united  ran  ; 
That  was  but  love  of  God,  and  this  of  Man. 

Who  firft  taught  fouls  enflav'd,  and  realms  un- 
Th'  enormous  faith  of  many  made  for  one;  [done, 
That  proud  exception  to  all  Nature's  laws, 
T'  invert  the  world,  and  counterwork  its  Caufe? 
Force  firft  made  Conqueft,  and  that  Conqueft 
Till  Superftition  taught  the  Tyrant  awe  ;  [Law, 
Then  ihar'd  the  Tyranny,  then  lent  it  aid, 
AndGods  of  Conqu'rors,Slaves  of  Subjects  made: 
She  'midft  the  lightnings  blaze,  and  thunder's 
found,  [the  ground, 

When  rock'd  the  mountains,  and  when  groan'd 
She  taught  the  weak  to  bend,  the  proud  to  pray, 
To  Pow'r  unleen,  and  mightier  fir  than  they: 
She  from  the  rending  earth,  and  buriling  Ikies, 
Saw  gods  defcend,  3nd  fiends  infernal  rile  : 
Here  tix'd  the  dreadful,  there  the  bleft  abodes ; 
Fear  made  her  Devils,  and  weak  Hope  her  Gods  j 
Gods  partial,  changeful,  pafhonate,  unjult, 
Whofe  attributes  were  Rage,  Revenge,  or  Luft ; 
Such  as  the  fouls  of  cowards  might  conceive, 


Cities  were  built,  Societies  were  made 
Here  role  one  little  ftate ;  another  near 
Grew  by  like  means,'and  join'd  thro'  love  or  fear. 
Did  here  the  trees  with  ruddier  burdens  bend, 
And  there  the  ftreams  in  purer  rills  defcend ! 
WhatWarccuidraviih,Commerce  could  beftow, 
And  he  return'd  a  friend  who  came  a  foe. 
Con verfeand Love  mankind  might  ftrongly  draw, 
WhenLovewasLiberty,andNatureLaw.  [known, 
Thus  ftates  were  form'd;  the  name  of  King  un- 
Till  common  int'reft  plac'd  the  fway  in  one. 
""Twas  Virtue  only  (or  in  arts  or  arms, 
Ditfufing  bieilings,  or  averting  harms), 
The  fame  which  in  a  Sire  the  Sons  obey'd, 
A  Prince  the  Father  of  a  People  made.         [fate 
Till  then,  by  Nature  crown'd,  each  Patriarch 
King,  prieft,  and  parent,  of  his  growing  ftate; 
On  him  their  fecond  Providence,  they  hung  ; 
Their  law  his  eye,  their  oracle  his  tongue. 
He  from  the  wand'ring  furrow  call'd  the  food, 
Taught  to  command  the  fire,  control;!  the  flood, 
Draw  forth  the  monfters  of  th'  abyfs  profound, 
Or  fetch  th*  aerial  eagle  to  the  ground. 
Till  drooping,  fick'ning,  dying  they  began, 
Whom  they  rever'd  as  God,  to  mourn  as  Man  : 
Then,  looking  up  from  fire  to  fire,  explor'd 
One  great  Firft  Father,  and  that  Firftador'd. 
Or  plain  tradition  that  this  All  begun, 
Convey 'd  unbroken  faith  from  fire  to  fon  ; 


Then  facred  feem'd  th'  ethereal  vault  no  more; 
Altars  grew  marble  then,  and  reek'd  with  gore: 
Then  firft  the  Flamen  tailed  living  food, 
Next  his  grim  idol  fmear'd  with  human  blood ; 
With  heaven's  own  thunders  fhook  the  world 
And  play'd  the  god  an  engine  on  bis  foe.  [below, 

So  drives  Self-love,  thro'  juft,  and  thro'  unjuft  j 
To  one  man's  pow'r,  ambition,  lucre,  luft : 
The  fame  Self-love  in  all,  becomes  the  caufe 
Of  what  reftrains  him,  Government  and  Laws. 
For,  what  one  likes,  if  others  like  as  well, 
What  ferves  one  will,  when  many  wills  rebel? 
How  fhall  he  keep,  what,  fleeping  or  awake, 
A  weaker  may  furprife,  a  ftrongertake  ? 
His  iafety  mult  his  liberty  reftrain: 
All  joined  to  guard  what  each  defires-to  gain. 
Forc'd  into  Virtue  thus  by  Self-defence, 
Ev'n  King's  iearn'd  juftice  and  benevolence: 
Self-love  forfook  the  path  it  firft  purfued, 
And  found  the  private  in  the  public  good. 

'Twasthen  the  ftudiousheadorgen'rous  mind, 
Follower  of  God,  or  friend  of  human  kind, 
Poet  or  Patriot,  rofe  but  to  reftore 
The  faith  and  moral  Nature  gave  before; 
Refum'd  her  ancient  light,  not  kindied  new; 
If  not  God  s  image,  yet  his  fhadow  drew  : 
Taught  Powr's  due  uie  to  People  and  to  Kings, 
Taught  nor  to  flack  nor  ft  rain  its  tender  firings. 
The  lefs  or  greater  let  fjb  juftly  true, 


Th-e  worker  from  tlie  work  diftincl  was  known,  That  touching  one  muft  ftrike  the  other  too ; 


And  iimpie  Reafon  never  fought  but  one  : 
Ere  Wit  oblique  had  broke  that  fteady  light, 
Man,  like  his  Maker,  faw  that  all  was  right; 
To  Virtue  in  the  paths  of  Pleafure  trod, 
And  own'd  a  Father  when  he  own'd  a  God. 
Ifove  all  the  faith  and  all  th'  allegiance  then  : 
For  Nature  knew  no  right  divine  in  Mta, 


Till  jarring  int'refts  of  themfelves  create 
Th'  according  mufic  of  a  well-mix'd  ftnte. 
Such  is  the  World's  great  harmony,  that  fprings 
From  Order,  Union,  iu.il  Confent  of  things  •. 
Where  fmall  and  great,  where  weak  and  mighty 

made 
To  ferve,  not  ftiffer ;  ftreugtheo,  not  invade; 

More 
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More  powerful  each  as  needful  to  the  reft, 
And,  in  proportion  as  it  blefles,  bleil  j 
Draw  to  one  point,  and  to  one  centre  bring 
Beaft,  Man,  or  Angel,  Servant,  Lord,  or  King. 
For  forms  of  Government  let  fools  conteft  y 
Whate'er  is  belt  adminiiter'd  is  befl : 
For  Modes  of  Faith  let  gracelefs  zealots  fight: 
His  can  *t  be  wrong  whofe  life  is  in  the  right : 
In  Faith  and  Hope  the  world  will  diiagree, 
But  all  Mankind's  concern  js  Charity  : 
Ail  mull  be  falfe  that  thwart  this  One  great  End : 
And  all  of  God  that  bleis  Mankind,  or  mend. 
Man,  like  the  gen'rous  vine,  fupported  lives! 
The  Strength  he  gains  is  from  the  embrace  he 

gives. 
On  their  own  Axis  as  the  Planets  run, 
Yet  make  at  once  their  circle  round  the  Sun  j 
So  two  confident  motions  act  the  Soul, 
And  one  regards  Itfelf,  and  one  the  Whole 


That  fomething  frill  which  prompts  the  eternal 
For  which  we  bear  to  live,  or  dare  to  die ;  [ligh, 
Which  itill  fo  near  us,  yet  beyond  us  lies  5 
O'erlook'd,  ieen  double,  by  the  fool  and  wife. 
Plant  of  celeftial  feed  !  if  dropt  below, 
Say,  in  what  mortal  foil  thou  deign'lt  to  grow? 
Fair  op'ning  to  (bme  Court's  propitious  thine, 
Or  deep  with  diamonds  in  the  flaming  mine? 
Twin'd  with  the  wreaths  Parnaffian  laurels  yield, 
Or  reap'd  in  iron  harvefts  to  the  field  ?         [toil, 
Whe-e  grows  r  where  grows  it  not  ?  if  vain  our 
We  ought  to  blame  the  culture,  not  the  foil. 
Fix'd  to  no  fpot  is  happinefs  fin  cere, 
'Tis  no  where  to  be  found,  or  ev'ry  where  : 
Tis  never  to  be  bought,  but  always  free;  [thee. 
And  fled  from  monarchy  St.  John,  dwells  with 
Aflc  of  the  Learn  'd  the  way  :  Tne  Learn'd  are 
blind: 
This  bids  to  ferve,  and  that  to  fhun  mankind  ; 


Thus    God  and   Nature  link'd   the   gen 'ralj Some  place  the  :bli&  in  action,  fome  in  eafe; 
frame, 
And,  bade  Self-love  and  Social  be  the  fame. 


EPISTLE    IV. 

ARGUMENT. 

Of  the  Nature  and  State  of  Marty  nmib  refpeel  to 
Happinefs* 

Falfe  Notions  of  Happinefs,  Philofophual  and  Po 
pular. — It  is  the  End  of  all  Men,  and  attain- 
able by  all. — God  intends  Happinefs  to  Ife  equal . 
and  to  be  fo,  it  mujf  be  foetal,  jince  all  particular 
Happinefs  depends  on  general,  and  fine  e  be  go- 
verns by  general  not  particular  Lavjs. — As  it  is 
ttecejfary  for  Order,  and  the  peace  and  welfare 
of  Society,  that  external  goods  fhould  be  unequal, 
Happinefs  is  not  made  to  confifl  in  thefe. — But., 
notwithjlanding  that  inequality,  the  balance  of 
Happinefs  among  mankind  is  kept  even  by  Pro- 
vidence, by  the  two  Pafjions  of  Hope  and  tear. — 
What  the  Happinefs  of  Individuals  is,  as  far  as 
is  confiflent  with  the  conflitution  of  this  ivorld ; 
and  that  the  Good  Man  has  here  the  advantage. 
— The  error  of  imputing  to  Virtue  10 hat  are  only 
the  calamities  of  Nature  or  of  Fortune. — The  folly 
of  expecling  that  God  fhould  alter  his  general 
laws  in  favour  of particulars . — That  we  are  ?iot 
judges  who  are  good;  but  that,  whoever  they  are, 
they  mujl  be  happwft. — That  external  goods  are 
not  the  proper  re-wards,  but  often  inconfijlent 
with,  or  deflruclive  of,  Virtue. — That  even  thefe 
can  make  no  Man  happy  without  Virtue :  In- 
flamed in  R  ichej — Honours — Nobility — G  reatnefs 
— came — Superior  Talents — With  pictures  of  hu- 
man infelicity  in  Men  pofjefjtd  oj  them  all. — That 
Virtue  only  conflitutes  a  Happinefs  whofe  objeel  is 
univerfalj  and  whofe  prof  peel  eternal. — That  the 
perfection  of  Virtue  and  Happinefs  confifls  in  a 
conformity  to  the  Order  of  Providence  here,  and 
a  Refignatipn  to  it  here  and  hereafter* 

O  Happiness  !  our  being's  end  and  aim  ! 
-C-jod,   Pleafure,   Eafe,  Content,  whate'er  thy 
name  j 


r hole  call  it  pleainie,  and  contentment  thefe: 
Some  funk  to  bealts,  find  pleafure  end  in  pain  j 
Some  fwelTd  to  gods,  confefs  ev'n  virtue  vain  \ 
Or  indolent  to  each  extreme  they  fall, 
To  trull  in  ev'ry  thing,  or  doubt  of  all. 

Who  thus  define  it,  fay  they  more  or  lefs 
Than  this,  that  happinefs  is  happinefs  ? 

Take  Nature's  path,  and  mad  opinions  leave  j 
All  ftates  can  reach  it,  and  all  heads  conceive  ; 
Obvious  her  goods,  in  no  extreme  they  dwell ; 
There  needs  but  thinking  right,  and  meaning 

well  ; 
And  mourn  our  various  portions  as  we  pleafe, 
Equal  is  common  fenfc  and  common  eafe. 

Re  nember,  Man,  "  the  Univerfal  Caufe 
-'  Acls  not  by  partial,  but  by  gen'ral  laws  f 
And  makes  what  Happinefs  we  juflly  call 
Sub  lift  not  in  the  good  of  one,  but  all. 
There's  not  a  bleffing  individuals  find, 
But  fome  way  leans  and  hearkens  to  the  kind. 
No  bandit  fierce,  no  tyrant  mad  with  pride> 
No  cavern'd  hermit  refts  felf-fatisfied  : 
Who  moft  to  fhun  or  bate  mankind  pretend, 
Seek  an  admirer,  or  would  fix  a  friend  : 
Abftracr  what  others  feel,  what  others  think, 
All  pleafures  ficken,  and  ail  glories  fink} 
Each  has  his  fhare;  and  who  would  more  obtain, 
Shall  find  the  pleafure  pays  not  half  the  pain. 

Order  is  Heaven's  firfl  law  ;  and  this  confeft, 
Some  are,  and  mull  be,  greater  than  the  reft, 
More  rich,  more  wife ;  but  who  infers  from  hence 
That  fuch  are  happier,  mocks  all  common  fenfe. 
Heaven  to  mankind  impartial  we  confefs, 
If  all  are  equal  in  their  happinefs : 
But  mutual  wants  this  happinefs  increafe  j 
Ail  nature's  diff  'rence  keep's  all  nature's  peace, 
Condition,  circumftance,  is  not  the  thing  ; 
Bliis  is  the  fame  in  fubjecl:  or  in  king: 
In  who  obtain  defence,  or  who  defend, 
In  him  who  is,  or  him  who  finds  a  friend: 
Heaven  breathes  thro'ev'ry  member  of  the  whole 
One  common  blefiing,  as  one  common  foul. 
But  fortune's  gifts  if  each  alike  poflefs'd, 
And  each  were  equal,  mull  not  all  contelt  ? 

If 
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If  then  to  all  men  Happinefs  was  meant, 
God  in  Externals  could  not  place  content. 

Fortune  her  gifts  may  variously  difpofe, 
And  thefe  be  happy  call'd,  unhappy  thofej 
But  Heaven's  juit  balance  equal  will  appear, 
While  thofe  are  plac'd  in  hope,andtheiein  fear: 
Not  prelent  good  or  ill,  the  joy  or  curfe ; 
But  future  views  of  better,  or  of  worfe. 

Oh,  fons  of  earth !  attempt  ye  itill  to  rife, 
By  mountains  pil'd  or.  mountains,  to  the  Ikies? 
Heaven  ftill  with  laughter  the  vain  toil  furveys, 
And  buries  madmen  in  the  heaps  they  raife. 

Know,  all  rhe  <oed  that  individuals  find, 
Or  God  and  Nature  meant  to  mere  mankind, 
Region's  whole  pleaiure,  all  the  joys  of  fenfe, 
Lie  in  three  words,  Health,  Peace,  and  Compe- 
But  health  lubiifts  with  tern perarxealone^tence: 
And  peace,  oh  virtue  !  peace  is  all  thy  own. 
The  good  or  bad  the  gifts  of  fortune  gain  j 
But  the;';  iefs  taite  them,  as  they  worfe  obtain. 
Say,  in  puriuit  of  profit  or  delight, 
Who  rifk  the  moil,  that  take  w  rong  me.ms  or 

right  ? 
Of  vice  or  virtue,  whether  bleit  or  curft,     [firft  ? 
Which  meets  contempt,  or  which  companion 
Count  ail  th'  advantage  profp'rous  Vice  attains, 
'Tis  but  what  Virtue  flies  from,  and  didains; 
And  grant  the  bad  what  happinefs  they  wou'd, 
One  they  muft  want,  which  is,  to  pais  for  good. 
Oh  blind  to  truth^ndGod's  whole  lcheme  below, 
Who  fancy  blifs  to  vice,  to  virtue  woe? 
Who  fees  and  follows  that  great  fcheme  the  beft, 
Belt  knows  the  bieiling,  and  will  molt  be  bieit. 
But  fools  the  good  alone  unhappy  call, 
For  ills  or  accidents  that  chance  to  all. 
See  Falkland  dies,  the  virtuous  and  the  juft  ! 
See  godlike  Turenne  proif  rate  on  the  dull ! 
See  Sydney  bleeds  amid  the  martial  ftrife ! 
Was  this  their  virtue,  or  contempt  of  life? 
Say,  was  it  virtue,  more  tho'  Heaven  ne'er  gave, 
Lamented  Digby  !  funk  thee  to  the  grave  ? 
Tell  me,  if  virtue  made  the  fon  expire, 
Why,  full  of  days  and  honour,  lives  the  lire  ? 
Why  drew  Marfeilles'  goodbilhop  purer  breath, 
When  Nature  ficken'd,and  each  gale  was  death  ? 
Or  why  fo  long  in  life  (if  long  can  be) 
Lent  Heaven  a  parent  to  the  poor  and  me  ? 

What  makes  all  phyfical  or  moral  ill  ? 
There  deviates  nature,  and  here  wanders  will. 
God  fends  not  ill ;  if  rightly  underftood, 
Or  partial  ill  is  univerfal  good, 
Or  change  admits,  or  nature  lets  it  fall, 
Short,  and  but  rare,  till  man  improv'd  it  all. 
We  juit  as  wifely  might  of  Heaven  complain, 
That  righteous  Abel  was  deitroy'd  by  Cain, 
As  that  the  virtuous  fon  is  ftill  at  eafe 
When  his  lewd  father  gave  the  dire  difeafe. 
Think  we,  like  fome  weak  prince,  th'  Eternal 

Caufe 
Prone  for  his  fav'rites  to  reverfe  his  laws  r 

Shall  burning  JEtna.,  if  a  fage  requires, 
Forget  to  thunder,  and  recal  her  fires  ? 
On  air  or  fea  new  motions  be  impreft, 
Oh  blamelefs  Bethel !  to  relieve  thy  breait  ? 


When  the  loofe  mountain  trembles  from  on  high, 
Shall  gravitation  ceafe,  if  you  go  by  ? 
Or  fome  old  temple,  nodding  to  its  fall, 
For  Chartres'  head  referve  the  hanging  wall  » 

But  ftill  this  world  (fo  fitted  for  the  knave) 
Contents  us  not.     A  better  fha'il  we  have? 
A  kingdom  of  the  juft  then  let  it  be  : 
But  firft  confider  how  thole  juft  agree. 
The  good  mull  merit  God's  peculiar  care; 
But  who,  but  God,  can  teirus  who  they  are? 
One  thinks,  on  Calvin  Heaven's  own  Spirit  fell} 
Another  deems  him  inftrument  of  hell. 
If  Calvin  feel  Heaven's  biefling,  or  its  rod, 
This  cries  there  is,  and  that,  there  is  no  God. 
What  fliocks  one  part  will  edify  the  reft, 
Nor  with  one  iyftem  can  they  all  be  blell. 
The  very  beft  will  varioufiy  incline, 
And  what  rewards  your  virtue,  punifli  mine. 
Whatever  is,  is  right. — This  world,  'tis  true, 
Was  made  for  Cacfar — but  for  Titus  too ; 
And  which  more  bleit?  who  chain 'd  his  country 
Or  he  whofe  virtue  ligh'd  to  lofe  a  day  ?        [fay, 

u  But  fometimes  virtue  ltarves  while  vice  is 
"  fed." 
What  then?    Ts  the  reward  of  virtue  bread? 
That  vice  may  merit,  'tis  the  price  of  toil  $ 
The  knave  deferves  it  when  he  tiils  the  foil. 
The  knave  deferves  it  when  he  tempts  the  main, 
Where  folly  fights  for  kings,  or  dives  for  gain, 
The  good  man  may  be  weak,  be  indolent  j 
Nor  is  his  claim  to  plenty,  but  content. 
But  grant  him  riches,  your  demand  is  o'er? 
N  No — lhail  the  good  want  health,  the  good  want 

"  pow'r  ?" 
Add  health  and  pow'r,  and  ev'ry  earthly  thing, 
u  Why  bounded  pow'r?  why  private  ?  why  no 
Nay,  why  external  for  internal  giv'n  ?    [king  ?'• 
Why  is  not  man  a  God,  and  earth  a  heaven  ? 
Who  aik  and  reafon  thus,  will  fcarce  conceive 
God  gives  enough,  while  he  has  more  to  give; 
Immenfe  the  pow'r,  immenfe  were  the  demand ; 
Say,  at  what  part  of  nature  will  they  ftand  ? 

What  nothing  ea^thiy  gives,  or  can  deitroy, 
The  foul's  calm  funlhine,  and  the  heart-felt  joy, 
Is  virtue's  prize  :  a  better  would  you  fix  ? 
Then  give  humility  a  coach  and  fix, 
Juftice  a  conqu'ror's  fword,  or  truth  a  gown, 
Or  public  fpirit  its  great  cure,  a  crown. 
Weak,  foolifh  man  !  will  heaven  reward  us  there 
With  the  lame  train  mad  mortals  wilh  for  here  ? 
The  boy  and  man  an  individual  makes, 
Yet  figh'lt  thou  now  for  apples  and  for  cakes  ? 
Go,  l;ke  the  Indian,  in  another  life 
Expert  thy  dog,  thy  bott.e,  and  thy  wifej 
As  well  as  dream  fuch  trifles  are  ailign"d, 
As  toys  and  empires,  for  a  godlike  mind  : 
Rewards,  that  either  would  to  virtue  bring 
No  joy,  or  be  deilru&ive  of  the  thing: 
How  oft  by  thete  at  lixty  are  undone 
The  virtues  of  a  faint  at  twenty-one  ! 
To  whom  can  riches  give  repute,  or  truft, 
Content  or  pleafure,  but  the  good  and  juit  ? 
Judges  and  ienates  have  been  bought  for  gold; 
Elteem  and  loye  were  never  to  be  Ibid. 

Oh 
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Oh  fool !  to  think  God  hates  the  worthy  mind,   [When  what  V  oblivion  better  were  refign'd, 
The  lover,  and  the  love  of  human  kind,     [clear,  Is  hung  on  high,  to  poifon  half  mankind. 


Whole  life  is  healthful,  and  whofe  confcience 
Becaufe  he  wants  a  thoufand  pounds  a  year. 

Honour  and  fhame  from  no  condition  rife  ; 
Aft  well  your  part,  there  all  the  honour  lies. 
Fortune  in  men  has  fome  fmall  difference  made  ; 
One-flaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters  in  brocade  : 
The  cobler  apron'd,  and  the  parfon  gown'd, 
The  friar  hooded,  and  the  monarch  crown'd. 
"  What  differ  more  (you  cry)  than  crown  and 

"  cowl?" 
I  '11  tell  you,  friend  ;  a  wife  man  and  a  fool, 
You  '11  find,  if  once  the  monarch  acts  the  monk, 
Or,  cobler- like,  the  parfon  will  be  drunk, 
Worth  makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  fellow : 
The  reft  is  all  but  leather  or  prunella,     [firings, 

Stuck  o'er  with  titles,  and  hung  round  with 
That  thou  may  ft  be  by  kings,  or  whores  of  kings, 
Boaft  the  pure  blood  of  an  illuftrious  race, 
In  quiet  flow  from  Lucrece  to  Lucrece  : 
But  by  your  fathers'  worth  if  yours  you  rate, 
Count  me  thofe  only  who  were  good  and  great. 
Go  1    if  your  ancient,  but  ignoble  blood 
Has  crept  thro'  fcoundrels  ever  fince  the  flood, 
Go  1  and  pretend  your  family  is  young; 
Nor  own  your  fathers  have  been  fools  fo  long. 
What  can  ennoble  fots,  or  flaves,  or  cowards  ? 
Alas  1  not  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Howards. 

Look  next  on  greatnefs  ;  fay  where  greatnefs 
lies  ? 
a  Where,  but  among  the  herdes  and  the  wife  ?" 
Heroes  are  much  the  fame,  the  point  's  agreed, 
From  Macedonia's  madman  to  the  Swede  ; 
The  whole  ftrange  purpofe  of  their  lives,  to  find 
Or  make,  an  enemy  of  all  mankind  ! 
Not  one  looks  backward,  onward  Hill  he  goes, 
Yet  ne'er  looks  forward  further  than  his  nofe. 
No  lefs  alike  the  politic  and  wife  ; 
All  lly,  flow  things,  with  circumfpeftive  eyes: 
Men  in  their  loofe  unguarded  hours  they  take, 
Not  that  themfelves  are  wife,  but  others  weak. 
But  grantthat  thofe  can  conquer,  thefe  can  cheat; 
'Tis  phrafe  ibfurd  to  call  a  villain  great: 
Who  wickedly  is  wife,  or  madly  brave, 
Is  but  the  more  a  fool,  the  more  a  knave. 
Who  noble  ends  by  noble  means  obtains, 
Or  failing,  fmiles  in  exile  or  in  chains, 
Like  good  Aurelius  let  him  reign,  or  bleed 
Like  Socrates,  that  man  is  great  indeed. 

What 's  fame?  a  fancy'd  life  in  other's  breath; 
A  thing  beyond  us,  ev'n  before  our  death. 
Juft  what  you  hear,you  ha ve,and  what's  unknown 
The  fame  (my  Lord)  if  Tully's,  or  your  own. 
All  that  we  feel  of  it  begins  and  ends 
In  the  fmall  circle  of  our  foes  or  friends  j 
To  all  beiide  as  much  an  empty  fliade 
An  Eugene  living,  as  a  Csefar  dead  ; 
Alike  or  when,  or  where,  they  fhone,  or  mine, 
Or  on  the  Rubicon  or  on  the  Rhine. 
A  wit  's  a  feather,  and  a  chief  a  rod  ; 
An  honeft  man  '*  the  nobleft  work  of  God. 
Fame  but  from  death  a  villain's  name  can  fave, 
As  juftice  tears  hii  body  from  the  grave  j 


All  fame  is  foreign,  but  of  true  defert ; 
Plays  round  the  head,  but  comes  not  to  the  heart : 
One  felf-approving  hour  whole  years  outweighs 
Of  ft u pi d  ftarers,  and  of  loud  huzzas  j 
And  more  true  joy  Marcellus  exil'd  feels, 
Than  Casfar  with  a  fenate  at  his  heels. 

In  parts  fuperior  what  advantage  lies  ? 
Tell  (for  you  can)  what  is  it  to  be  wife  ? 
'Tis  but  to  know  how  little  can  be  known ; 
To  fee  all  others'  faults,  and  feel  our  own  : 
Condem'd  in  bufinefs  or  in  arts  to  drudge, 
Without  a  fecond,  or  without  a  judge. 
Truths  would  you  teach,  or  fave  a  finking  land  ? 
All  fear,  none  aid  you,  and  few  underftand. 
Painful  pre-eminence  !  yourfelf  to  view 
Aoove  life  's  weaknefs,  and  its  comforts  too. 

Bring  then  thefe  bleflir.gs  to  a  ftrift  account ; 
Make  fair  deductions ;  fee  to  what  they  mount : 
How  much  of  other  each  is  Aire  to  coftj 
How  each  for  other  oft  is  wholly  loft; 
How  inconfiftent  greater  goods  with  thefe ; 
How  fometimes  life  is  rifqu'd,  and  always  eafe: 
Think,  and  if  ftill  thefe  things  thy  envy  call, 
Say,  wouldft  thou  be  the  man  to  whom  they  fall  ? 
To  figh  for  ribbands,  if  thou  art  fo  filly, 
Mark  how  they  grace  Lord  Umbra,  or  Sir  Billy! 
Is  yellow  dirt  the  pailion  of  thy  life  ? 
Look  but  on  Gripus,  or  on  Gripus'  wife! 
If  parts  allure  thee,  think  how  Bacon  fhin'd, 
The  wifeft,  brighteft,  meaneft  of  mankind  ! 
Or  ravifh'd  with  the  whittling  of  a  name, 
See  Cromwell,  damn'd  to  everlafting  fame  ! 
If  all,  united,  thy  ambition  call, 
From  ancient  ftory  learn  to  fcorn  them  all. 
There,  in  the  rich,  the  honour'd,  fam'd,  and 

great, 
See  the  falfe  fcale  of  happinefs  complete ! 
In  hearts  of  kings,  or  arms  of  queens  who  lay, 
How  happy  thofe  to  ruin,  thefe  betray. 
Mark  by  what  wretched  fteps  their  glory  grows* 
From  dirt  and  lea-weed  as  proud  Venice  role; 
In  each  how  guilt  and  greatnefs  equal  ran, 
And  all  that  rais'd  the  hero  funk  the  man  : 
Now  Europe's  laurels  on  their  brows  behold, 
But  ftain'd  with  blood,  or  ill  exchang'd  for  gold : 
Then  fee  them  broke  with  toils,  or  funk  in  eafe, 
Or  infamous  for  plunder'd  provinces. 
Oh  wealth  ill-fated!  which  no  aft  of  fame 
E'er  taught  to  fhine,  or  fanftified  from  fhame  t 
What  greater  blifs  attends  their  clofe  of  life  ? 
Some  greedy  minion,  or  imperious  wife,  - 
The  trophied  arches,  ftoried  halls  invade, 
And  haunt  their  numbers  in  the  pompous  fliade. 
Alas  !  not  dazzled  with  their  noon-tide  ray, 
Compute  the  morn  and  ev'ning  to  the  day; 
The  whole  amount  of  that  enormous  fame, 
A  tale,  that  blends  their  glory  with  their  fhame! 
Know  then  this  truth — (enough  for  man  to 
know) 
"  Virtue  alone  is  happinefs  below." 
The  only  point  where  human  blifs  ftands  ftill, 
And  taftes  the  good  without  the  fall  to  ill : 

Where 
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Where  only  merit  conilant  pay  receives, 

Is  bleft  in  what  it  takes,  and  what  it  gives ; 

The  joy  unequall'd,  if  its  ends  it  gain  ; 

And  it' it  lofe.  attended  with  no  pain: 

Without  fatiety,  tho'  e'er  fo  bleft, 

And  but  more  relifh'd  as  the  more  diftreft: 

The  broadeft  mirth  unfeeling  folly  wears, 

Lefs  plealing  far  than  virtue's  very  tears: 

Good,from  each  object,from  each  place  acquir'd, 

For  ever  exercis'd,  yet  never  tird; 

Never  elated  while  one  man's  opprefl; 

Never  dejected  while  another's  bleft  : 

And  where  no  wants,  no  wifhes  can  remain, 

Since  but  to  wilh  more  virtue,  is  to  gain. 

See  the  fole  blifs  Heaven  could  on  all  bellow  ? 
Which  who  but  feels  can  taite,  but  thinks  can 
know  ! 


And  while  the  Mufenowftoops,  orno^afcend^, 
1  o  man's  low  pallions,  or  their  glorious  ends, 
Teach  me,  like  thee,  in  various  nature  wife, 
I'o  fall  with  dignity,  with  temper  rile  ; 
Form'd  by  thy  converfe,  happily  to  flier 
From  grave  to  gay,  from  lively  to  feverej 
Correct  with  fpirit,  eloquent  with  eafe, 
Intent  to  reafon,  or  polite  to  pledfe. 
Oh !  while  along  the  ftream  of  time  thy  name 
Expanded  files,  and  gathers  all  its  fame, 
Say,  mall  my  little  bark  attendant  fail, 
Purfue  the  triumph,  and  partake  the  gale  ? 
When  ftatefmen,  heroes,  kings,  in  duft  repofe, 
Whole  ions  (hall  b'.uihiheirr'athers  werethy  foes, 
Shall  then  this  verfe  to  future  age  pretend 
Thou  wert  my  guide,  philofopher,  and  friend  ? 
That,  urg'd  by  thee,  I  turn'd  the  tuneful  art, 


That  reafon,  paillon,  anfwer  one  great  aim  j 
That  true  felf-love  and  fociai  are  the  (ame  ; 
That  virtue  only  makes  our  blifs  below  ; 
And  all  our  knowledge  is,  ourfelves  to  know. 


Yet  poor  with  fortune,and  with  learningbiind,|From  (bunds  to  things,  from  fancyto  thehearti 
The  bad  mult  mil's,  the  good  untaught  will  find,(For  wit's  falfe  mirror  held  up  nature's  light; 
Isj  :ves  to  no  feet,  who  takes  no  private  road  ;       Shew'd  erring  pride,  whatever  is,  is  right ; 
But  looks  through  nature,  up  to  nature's  God; 
Purfues  that  chain  which  finks  the  immenfe 

deiign, 
Joins  heaven  and  earth,  and  mortal  and  divine; 
Jjees  that  no  being  any  blifs  can  know, 
But  touches  fome  above,  and  fome  below  j 
Learns,  from  this  union  of  the  riling  whole, 
The  firlt,  hit  purpofe  of  the  human  foul 
And  knows  where  faith,  law,  morals,  all  began, 
Ail  end,  in  love  of  God,  and  love  of  Man. 
For  him  alone,  hope  leads  from  goal  to  goal, 
And  opens  ltill,  and  opens  on  his  foul ; 
Till  lengthen'p  on  to  faith,  and  imcontin'd, 
It  pours  the  blifs  that  fills  up  all  the  mind  ; 
He  fees  why  nature  plants  in  man  alone 
Hope  of  known  blifs,and  faith  inblifs  unknown. 
(Nature,  whole  dictates  to  no  other  kind 
Are  giv'n  in  vain,  but  what  they  leek  they  find) 
Wife  is  her  prefent;  (he  connects  in  this 
His  greatelt  virtue  with  his  greateft  blifs; 
At  once  his  own  bright  profpeci  to  be  bleft, 
And  ftrongeft  motive  to  aflift  the  reft. 

Self  love  thus  pufh'd  to  fociai,  to  divine, 
Gives  theeto  make  thyneighbour'sbleffingthine. 
Is  this  too  little  for  the  boundlefs  heart  ? 
Extend  it,  let  thy  enemies  have  part  j 
Grafp  the  whole  worlds  of  reafon,  life,  andfenfe, 
In  one  clofe  fyftem  of  benevolence  : 
Happier  as  kinder,  in  whate'er  degree, 
And  height  of  blifs  but  height  of  charity. 

God  lovesfrom  whole  toparts:  but  human  foul 
Muft  rife  from  individual  to  the  whole. 
Self-love  but  ferves  the  virtuous  mind  to  wake, 
As  the  fmall  pebble  ltirs  the  peaceful  lake  ; 
The  centre  mov'd,  a  circle  ftraight  fucceeds, 
Another  ltill,  and  ftill  another  fpreads; 
Friend,  parents,neighbour,  firft  it  will  embrace; 
His  country  next;  and  next  all  human  race; 
Wide  and  more  wide,th'  o'erflowingof  the  mind 
Take  ev'ry  creature  in,  of  ev'ry  kind; 
Earth  fmiles  around,with  boundlefs  beauty  bleft, 
And  heaven  beholds  its  image  on  his  breaft. 

Come  then,  myfriend !  mygenius!  comealong$ 
Oh  mailer  of  the  poet,  and  the  fong  ! 


§  17.    Moral  EJfajs.    In  Four  Epiftles.     Pope. 

To  Sir  Richard  Temple,  L.  Cobham. 

epistle    1. 

Yes,  you  defpife  the  man  to  books  confin'd, 
Who  from  his  lludy  rails  at  human  kind  ; 
Tho'  what  he  learns  he  (peaks,  and  may  advance 
Some  gen'ral  maxims,  or  be  right  by  chance. 
The  coxcomb  bird,  i'o  talkative  and  grave, 
That  from  his  cage,  cries  Cuckold,  Whore,  and 
Tho'  many  a  paffenger  he  rightly  call,   [Knave.- 
You  hold  him  no  Philofopher  at  all. 

And  yet  the  fate  of  all  extremes  is  fuch, 
Men  may  be  read,  as  well  as  Books,  too  much. 
To  obfervations  which  ourfelves  we  make, 
We  grow  more  partial  for  th'  obferver's  fake ; 
To  written  wifdom,  as  another's  lefs  :  [guei's. 
Maxims  are  drawn  from  notions,  thefe  from 
There's  fome  peculiar  in  each  leaf  and  grain, 
Some  unmark'd  fibre,  or  fome  varying  vein  ; 
Skill  only  man  be  taken  in  the  grofs  ? 
Grant  but  as  many  forts  of  minds  as  mofs  : 

That  each  from  other  differs,  firft  confefs  : 
Next,  that  he  varies  from  himfelf  no  lefs ; 
Add  nature's,  cuft©m',s,reafon's,  paflion'sftrife, 
And  all  opinion's,  colours  call  on  life. 

Ourdepths  who  fathoms,  or  our  mallows  finds, 
Quick  whirls,  and  fliifting  eddies  of  our  minds  ? 
On  human  actions  reafon  tho'  you  can, 
It  may  be  reafon,  but  it  is  not  man  : 
His  principle  of  action  once  explore, 
That  inftant  'tis  his  principle  no  more. 
Like  following  like,  thro'  creatures  youdifTecl, 
You  lofe  it  in  the    moment  you  detect. 
Yet  more  ;  the  difference  is  as  great  between 
The  optics  feeing,  as  the  objects  feen. 
All  manners  take  a  tinclure  from  our  own  ; 
Or  come  difcolour'd  thro'  ourpallicns  mown. 
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Or  fancy's  peam  enlarges,  multiplies, 
Contracts,  inverts,  and  gives  ten  thoftfand  dyes. 

Nor  will  life's  ftream  for  obfervation  flay  : 
It  hurries  all  too  faft  to  mark  their  way ; 
In  vain  fedate  reflections  we  would  make, 
When  half  our  knowledge  we  muft  ihatch,  not 
Oft  in  the  paflions'  wild  rotatiou  toft,       [take. 
Our  fpring  of  a6Hon  to  ourfelves  is  loft  : 
Tir'd,  not  determin'd,  to  the  laft  we  yield; 
And  what  comes  then  is  malter  of  the  field, 
As  the  laft  image  of  that  troubled  heap, 
When  fenfe  fubfides,  and  fancy  (ports  in  deep 
(Tho'  pair,  the  recollection  of  the  thought), 
Becomes  the  fluff  of  which  our  dream  is  wrough:  j 
Something  as  dim  to  our  internal  view, 
Js  thus,  perhaps,  the  caufeof  moft  we  do, 

True,  fome  are  open,  and  to  all  men  known  ; 
Others  fo  very  dole,  they're  hid  from  none : 
(So  darkneis  ftrikes  the  fenfe  no  lefs  than  light) 
Thus  gracious  Chandos  is  belov'd  at  fight ; 
And  ev'ry  child  hates  Shylock,  tho'  his  foul 
Still  fits  at  fquat,  and  peeps  not  from  its  hole. 
At  half  mankind  when  gen'rous  Manly  raves, 
All  know  'tis  virtue,  for  he  thinks  them  knaves. 
When  univerfal  homage  Umbra  pays, 
All  fay  'tis  vice,  and  itch  of  vulgar  praife. 
When  flatt'ry  glares,  all  hate  it  in  a  queen, 
While  one  there  is  whocharms  us  with  hisfpleen. 

But  thefe  plain  characters  we  rarely  find  : 
Tho'ftrongthebent,yet  quick  the  turns  of  mind: 
Or  puzzling  Contraries  confound  the  whole; 
Or  Affectations  quite  reverfe  the  foul. 
The  dull,  flat  faHehood  ferves  for  policy  : 
And  in  the  cunning,  truth  itfelf 's  a  lie : 
Unthought-of  frailties  cheat  us  in  the  wife: 
The  fool  lies  hid  in  inconfiftencies. 

See  the  fame  man,  in  vigour,  in  the  gout ; 
Alone,  in  company,  in  place,  or  out ; 
Early  at  bufinefs,  and  at  hazard  late; 
Mad  at  a  fox-chace,  wife  at  a  debate ; 
Drunk  at  a  borough,  civil  at  a  ball  ; 
Friendly  at  Hackney,  faithlefs  at  Whitehall. 

Catius  is  ever  moral,  ever  grave, 
Thinks,  who  endures  a  knave  is  next  a  knave, 
Save  juft  at  dinner — then  prefers,  no  doubt, 
A  rogue  with  venifon  to  faint  without. 

Who  would  not  praife  Patricio's  high  defert, 
His  hand  unftain'd,  his  uncorrupted  heart, 
His  comprehenfive  head  !  all  int'refts  weigh'd, 
All  Europe  i'av'd,  yet  Britain  not  betray'd. 
He  thanks  you  not,  his  pride  is  in  piquttte, 
Newmarket  fame,  and  judgment  at  a  bett. 
What  made  (fays  Montaigne,ormore  fage  Char- 
Otho  a  warrior,  Cromwell  a  buffoon  ?      [ron  !) 
A  perjur'd  prince  a  leaden  faint  revere, 
A  godlefs  regent  tremble  at  a  ftar  ? 
The  throne  a  bigot  keep,  a  genius  quit, 
Faithlefs  thro'  piety,  and  dup'd  thro'  wit  ? 
Europe  a  woman,  child,  or  dotard  rule, 
And  juft  her  wifeft  monarch  made  a  fool  ? 

Know,  God  and  Nature  only  are  the  fame  : 
In  man,  the  judgment  flioots  at  flying  game  ; 
A  bird  of  paflage !  gone  as  loon  as  found  ; 
Now  in  th>  moon  perhaps,  now  under  ground, 


In  vain  the  fage,  with  retro fpective  eye, 
Wouldfromth'apparentWhatconcludetheWhy; 
Infer  the  Motive  from  the  Deed,  and  fhew 
That  what  we  chanc'd  was  what  we  meant  to  do. 
Behold  !  if  Fortune,  or  a  Miftrefs  frowns, 
Some  pi ungeinbufinefs,othersfhavetheir  crowns: 
To  eafe  the  foul  of  one  oppreflive  weight, 
This  quits  an  Empire,  that  embroils  a  State ; 
The  lame  aduft  complexion  has  impell'd 
Charles  to  the  Convent,  Philip  to  the  Field. 
Not  always  Actions  fhew  the  man  ;  we  find 
Who  does  a  kindnefs,  is  not  therefore  kind : 
Perhaps  Profperity  becalm'd  his  breaft, 
Perhaps  the  Wind  juft  fhifted  from  the  Eaft. 
Not  therefore  humble  he  who  feeks  retreat, 
Pride  guides  his  fteps,and  bidshimfhunthegreat. 
Who  combats  bravely  is  not  therefore  brave; 
He  dreads  a  death-bed  like  the  meaneft  Have  : 
Who  reafons  wifely  is  not  therefore  wife  ; 
His  pride  in  Reas'ning,  not  in  Acting,  lies. 

But  grant  that  actions  beft  difcover  man  ; 
Take  the  moft  ftrong,  and  fort  them  as  you  can. 
The  few  that  glare,  each  character  muft  mark  ; 
You  balance  not  the  many  in  the  dark. 
What  will  you  do  with  fnch  as  disagree  ? 
Supprefs  them  or  mifcall  them  policy  ? 
Mult  then  at  once  (the  character  to  fave) 
The  plain  rough  Hero  turn  a  crafty  Knave  ? 
Alas !  in  truth  the  man  but  chang'd  his  mind ; 
Perhaps  was  lick,  in  love,  or  had  not  din'd. 
Afk  why  from  Britain  Casfar  would  retreat  ? 
Caefar  himfelf  ,might  whifper,  he  was  beat. 
Why  rifk  the  World's  great  Empire  for  a  Punk  ? 
Casfar  perhaps  might  anfwer,  he  was  drunk. 
But,  fage  hiftorians  !  'tis  your  talk  to  prove, 
One  action  Conduct  ;  one,  heroic  Love. 

'Tis  from  high  life  high  characters  are  drawn; 
A  Saint  in  Crape,  is  twice  a  Saint  in  Lawn  : 
A  Judge  is  juft,  a  Chancellor  juiter  {till  ; 
A  Gownman,  learn'd ;  aBifhop,  what  you  will; 
Wife,  if  a  Minifter  ;  but,  if  a  King,       [thing. 
More  wife,  more  learn'd,  more  juft,  more  ev'ry 
Court-Virtues  bear,  like  Gems,  the  higheit  rate, 
Born  where  Heav'n's  influence  fcarce  can  pene- 
trate : 
In  life's  low  vale,  the  foil  the  Virtue's  like, 
They  pleafe  as  beauties,  here  as  wonders  ftrike. 
Tho'  the  fame  fun  with  all  diffufive  rays 
Blufh  in  the  Rofe,  and  in  the  Diamond  blaze, 
We  prize  the  ftronger  effort  of  his  pow'r, 
And  juftly  fet  the  Gem  above  the  Flow'r. 
'Tis  Education  forms  the  common  mind  ; 
Juft  as  the  twig  is  bent,  the  tree's  inc'in'd. 
Boaftful  and  rough,  your  firft  fon  is  a  'Squire  ; 
The  next  a  Tradefinan,  meek,  and  much  a  liar; 
Tom  ltruts  a  Soldier,  open,  bold,  and  brave  ; 
Will  fneaks  a  Scriv'ner,  an  exceeding  knave 
Is 
A 
A 

Alk  men's  Opinions  :  Scoto  now  fhall  tell 
How  Trade  increafes,  and  the  world  goes  well ; 
Strike  off  his  Penlion,  by  the  fettiug  fun, 
And  Britain,  if  not  Europe,  is  undone. 

That 


/vm  ineaKS  a  stnv  ncr,  an  cxceeujug  muvc  ; 
s  he  a  Churchman  ?  then  he's  fond  of  pow'r  ;  \ 
\.  Quaker?  fly;  a  Prelbyterian  ?  four;  > 

V  fmart  Free-thinker?  all  things  in  an  hour.  J 
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That  gay  Free-thinker,  a  fine  talker  once, 
What  turns  him  now  a  ftupid  filent  dunce  ? 
Some  God,  or  Spirit,  he  has  lately  found : 
Or  chanc'd  to  meet  a  minifler  that  frown'd. 

Judge  we  by  Nature?  Habit  can  efface, 
Int'relt  overcome,  or  Policy  take  place-: 
By  Actions  ?  thofe  Uncertainty  divides; 
By  Paflions  ?  thofe  Diflirnulatiou  hides* 
Opinions  ?  they  ltill  take  a  wider  range : 
Find,  if  you  can,  in  what  you  cannot  change. 

Manners  with  Fortunes,  Humours  turn  with 
Climes, 
Tenets  with  Bocks,  and  Principles  with  Times. 

Search  then  the  Ruling  Paflion  :  There,  alone, 
Thc*vVild  are  conitant,and  theCunningknownj 
The  Fool  confiftent,  and  the  Faife  fincere ; 
Priefts,  Princes,  Women,  no  diflemblers  here. 
This  clue  once  found,  unravels  all  the  reft, 
The  proipect  clears,and  Wharton  (lands  confeft. 
Wharton,  the  fcorn  and  wonder  of  our  days, 
Whole  ruling  paflion  was  the  Luft  of  Praiie: 
Born  with  whate'er  could  win  it  from  the  wife, 
Women  and  Fools  mufl  like  him,  or  he  dies  : 
Tho'  wond'ring  Senates  hung  on  all  he  fpoke, 
The  Club  mult  hail  him,  Mailer  of  the  Joke. 
Shall  parts  fo  various  aim  at  nothing  new  ? 
He'll  mine  a  Tully  and  a  Wilmot  too  : 
Then  turns  repentant,  and  his  God  adores 
With  the  fame  fpirit  that  he  drinks  and  whores  ; 
Enough  if  all  around  him  but  admire, 
And  now  the  Punk  applaud,  and  now  the  Friar. 
Thus  with  each  gift  of  nature  and  of  art, 
And  wanting  nothing  but  an  honeft  heart ; 
Grown  all  to  all,  from  no  one  vice  exempt ; 
And  mofc  contemptible  to  (hun  contempt : 
His  paflion  ftill  to  covet  gen'ral  praife, 
His  life,  to  forfeit  it  a  thoufand  ways  ; 
A  conilant  bounty  which  no  friend  has  made  : 
An  Angel  Tongue, which  no  man  can  periuade; 
A  Fool,  with  more  of  Wit  than  half  mankind  : 
Too  ram  for  Thought,  for  Action  too  reflnM : 
A  Tyrant  to  the  wife  his  heart  approves  j 
A  Rebel  to  the  very  king  he  loves  ; 
He  dies,  fad  outcaft  of  each  church  and  Irate, 
And,  harder  lliil  !  flagitious,  yet  not  great. 
Alk  you  why  Wharton  broke  thro'  ev'ry  rule  ? 
'Twas  all  for  fear  the  Knaves  fhould  call  hira 

Fool. 
Nature  well  known,  no  prodigies  remain, 
Comets  are  regular,  and  Wharton  plain. 
Yet,  in  this  fearch,  the  wifell  may  miilake, 
If  lecond  qualities  for  firlt  they  take. 
When  Cataline  by  rapine  fwelTd  his  (lore  ; 
When  Cacfar  made  a  noble  dame  a  whore  ; 
In  this  the  Luft,  in  that  the  Avarice 
Were  means,  not  ends  ;  Ambition  was  the  vice. 
That  very  Czefar,  born  In  Scipio's  days, 
Had  aim'd,  like  him,  by  Chaftity,  at  praife. 
Lucullus,  when  frugality  could  charm. 
Had  roafted  turnips  in  the  Sabin  farm. 
In  vain  th'  obierver  eyes  the  builder's  toil  ; 
But  quite  miftakes  the  fcaffold  for  the  pile. 

In  this  one  paflion  man  can  ftrength  enjoy, 
As  Fits  give  vigour  juft  when  they  deftroy, 


Time,  that  on  all  things  lays  his  lenient  hand, 
Vet  tames  not  this  5  it  (licks  to  our  laft  fand. 
Confiftent  in  our  follies  and  our  fins, 
Here  honeft  Nature  ends  as  (lie  begins. 

Old  Politicians  chew  on  wifdom  paft, 
And  totter  on  in  buiinefs  to  the  laft  ; 
As  weak,  as  earneft  ;  ar.d  as  gravely  out, 
As  fobcr  Lanefb'row  dancing  in  the  gout. 

Behold  a  rev'rend  lire,  who  want  of  grace 
Has  made  the  father  of  a  namelefs  race, 
Shov'd  from  the  wall  perhaps,  or  rudely  preft 
By  his  own  lbn,  that  pafles  by  unbleft : 
Still  to  his  wench  he  crawls  oh  knocking  kneet, 
And  envies  ev'ry  fparrow  that  he  fees. 

A  Salmon's  belly,  Helluo,  was  thy  fate  j 
The  doctor  cail'd,  declares  all  help  too  late  : 
"  Mercy  !"  cries  Helluo,  "  mercy  on  my  foul! 
"  Is  there  no  hopt- ?— Alas!  then  bring  the  jowl.'" 

The  frugal  crone,whom  praying  priefts  attend, 
Still  ftrives  to  lave  the  hallow'd  taper's  end, 
Collefts  her  breath  as  ebbing  life  retires, 
For  one  puff  more,  and  in  that  puff  expires. 

"  Odious!  in  woollen !  'twould  afaintprovoke, 
(Were  the  laft  words  that  poor  Narcifla  fpoke) 
"  No,  let  a  charming  chintz  and  Bruffels  lace 
"  Wrap  mycold  limbs,and  ihade  my  lifelefs  face: 
*'  One  would  not,  fure,  be  frightful  when  one's 

"  dead— 
*  And — Betty — give  this  cheek  a  little  red." 

The  courtier  fmooth,  who  forty  years  had. 
An  humble  fervant  to  all  human  kind,  [fhin'd 
Juft  brought  out  this,  when  fcarce  his  tongue 

could  ftir, 
u  If — wherel'm  going — I  could  ferveyou,  Sir?^ 

"  I  give  and  I  devife"  (old  Euclio  laid, 
And  figh'd)  •'  my  lands  and  tenements  to  Ned.,% 
Your  money,  Sir? — "  My  money,  Sir,  what  all? 
"  Why — if  I  muft — (then  wept)  I  give  it  Paul," 
The  manor,  Sir  ? — "themanor!  hold,"  he  cried, 
"  Not  that, — I  cannot  part  withthat" — anddied. 

And  you,  brave  Cobham,  to  the  lateft  breath, 
Shall  feel  your  ruling  paflion  ftrong  in  death  : 
Such  in  thofe  moments,  as  in  all  the  paft, 
"  Oh  lave  my  country,  Heaven  !"  (hall  be  your 
laft. 

EPISTLE      II. 

To  a  Lady, 

Of  the  Ch^r afters  of  IVomen. 

Nothing  fotrue  as  what  you  once  let  fall, 
•'  Moll  women  have  no  characters  at  all." 
Matter  too  foft  a  lafting  mark  to  bear, 
And  heft  dillinguiuYd  by  black,  brown,  or  fair. 
How  many  pictures  of  one  nymph  we  view, 
All  how  unlike  each  other,  all  how  true  ! 
Arcadia's  countels,  here,  in  ermin'd  pride, 
Is  there  Paftora  by  a  fountain  fide* 
Here  Fannia,  leering  on  her  own  good  man  j 
And  there  a  naked  Leda  with  a  fwan. 
Let  then  the  fair  one  beautifully  cry, 
In  Magdalene's  loofe  hair  and  lifted  eye, 
Or  drelt  in  fmiles  of  fweet  Cecilia  ftiine, 
Withfimp'ring  angels^  palms,  and  harps  diving; 

Whether 
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Whether  the  charmer  finner  it,  or  faint  it, 
If  folly  grow  romantic,  I  muft  paint  it. 

Come  then,  the  colours  and  the  ground  pre- 
Dip  in  the  rainbow,  trick  her  oft  in  air ;  [pare  ; 
Choofe  a  firm  cloud,  before  it  fail,  and  in  it 
Catch,  ere  (he  change,theCynthia  of  this  minute. 

Rufa,  whole  eye  quick  glancing  o'er  thePark, 
Attracts  each  light  gay  meteor  of  a  fpark, 
Agrees  as  ill  with  Rufa  ftudying  Locke, 
As  Sappho's  diamonds  with  her  dirty  finock  ; 
Or  Sappho  at  her  toilet's  greai'y  talk, 
With  Sappho  fragrant  at  an  ev'ning  mafk  : 
So  morning  infecls  that  in  muck  begun, 
Shine,  buzz,  and  fly-blow  in  the  letting  fun. 

How  foft  is  Silia  !   fearful  to  offend  ; 
The  frail  one's  advocate,  the  weak  one's  friend  ! 
To  her,  Califta  prov'd  her  conducl  nice; 
And  good  Simplicius  alks  of  her  advice. 
Sudden,  the  ftorms  1  Ihe  raves !  You  tip  the  wink, 
Bnit  fpare  your  cenfure  ,*  Silia  does  not  drink. 
All  eyes  may  fee  from  what  the  change  arofe  ; 
All  eyes  may  fee — a  pimple  on  her  nofe. 

Papillia,  wedded  to  her  am'rous  fpark, 
Sighs  for  the  lhades — "  How  charming  is  a  park ! " 
A  park  is  purchas'd;  but  the  fair  he  lees 
Allbath'din  tears — "Oh  odious, odious  trees!" 

Ladies,  like  variegated  tulips,  fhow, 
*Tis  to  their  changes  half  their  charms  we  owe; 
Fine  by  defect,  and  delicately  weak,  • 
Their  happy  fpots  their  nice  admirer  take. 
'Twas  thus  Calypfo  once  each  heart  alarm' d, 
Aw'd  without  virtue,  without  beauty  eharm'd ; 
Her  tongue  bewitch'd  as  oddly  as  her  eyes ; 
Lefs  wit  than  mimic,  more  a  wit  than  wife ; 
Strange  graces  Hill,  and  ilronger  flights  fhe  had, 
Was,  juft  not  ugly,  and  was  jull  not  mad  ; 
Yet  ne'er  fo  lure  our  pafRon  to  create, 
As  when  Hie  touch'd  the  brink  of  all  we  hate. 

Narcilla's  nature,  tolerably  mild, 
To  make  a  wafh,  would  hardly  flew  a  child ; 
Has  ev'n  been  prov'd  to  grant  a  lover's  pray'r, 
And  paid  a  tradefman  once  to  make  him  flare ; 
Gave  alms  at  Eafter,  in  a  Chriftian  trim, 
And  made  a  widow  happy,  for  a  whim. 
Why  then  declare  good-nature  is  her  fcorn, 
When  'tis  by  that  alone  Ihe  can  be  borne  ? 
Why  pique  all  mortals,  yet  affect  a  name  I 
A  fool  to  pleafure,  yet  a  ilave  to  fame : 
Now  deep  in  Taylor  and  the  Book  of  Martyrs, 
NowdrinkingcitronwithhisGraceandChartres: 
Nowconfcience  chills  her,and  fiowpaflion  burns; 
And  atheifm  and  religion  take  their  turns; 
A  very  Heathen  in  the  carnal  part, 
Yet  ftill  a  fad  good  Chriitian  at  her  heart. 

,  See  Sin  in  Hate  majeftically  drunk; 
Proud  as  a  peerefs,  prouder  as  a  punk ; 
Chalte  to  her  hulband,  frank  to  all  beude, 
A  teeming  miftrefs,  but  a  barren  bride. 
What  then  ?  let  biood  and  body  bear  the  fault, 
Her  head 's  untouched,  that  noble  feat  of  thought: 
Such  this  day's  doctrine — in  another  fit 
She  fins  with  poets  thro'  pure  love  of  wit. 
What  has  not  hYd  her  bofom  or  her  brain  ? 
Cajfar  and  Tallboy,  Charles  and  Chariema'iie. 


As  Helluo,  late  dictator  of  the  fesfft, 
The  nofe  of  haut-gout,  and  the  tip  of  tafte, 
Critiqu'd  your  wine,  and  analyc'd  your  meat, 
Yet  on  plain  pudding  deign'd  at  home  to  eat : 
So  Philomede,  lecVnng  all  mankind, 
pn  the  foft  pafflon,  and  the  tafle  refined, 
Th'  addrefs,  the  delicacy,  floops  at  once, 
And  makes  her  hearty  meal  upon  a  dunce. 

Flavia  's  a  wit,  has  too  much  fenfe  to  pray; 
To  toaft  our  wants  and  wifhes,  is  her  way, 
Nor  alks  of  God,  but  of  her  liars,  to  give 
The  mighty  blefiing,  "  while  wc  live,  to  live." 
Then  all  for  death,  that  opiate  of  the  foul ! 
Lucretia's  dagger,  Rofhmonda's  bowl. 
Say,  what  can  caufe  fuch  impotence  of  minu  ? 
A  fpark  too  fickle,  or  a  fpoufe  too  kind. 
Wife  wretch!    with    pleafures    too   refln'd   to 
With"  too  much  fpirit  to  be  e'er  at  eafe ;   [pleafe ; 
With  too  much  quicknefs  ever  to  be  taught ; 
With    too   much   thinking   to  have  common 

thought ; 
You  purchaic  pain  with  all  that  joy  can  give, 
And  die  of  nothing  but  a  rage  to  live. 

Turn  then  from  wits ;  and  look  on  Simo's 

mate ; 
No  afs  fo  meek,  no  afs  fo  obflinate. 
Or  her  that  owns  her  faults,  but  never  mends, 
Becaufe  Ihe  's  lion  ell,  and  the  bell  of  friends, 
Or  her,  whofe  life  the  church  and  fcandal  fhare, 
For  ever  in  a  palfion,  or  a  pray'r. 
Or  he,  who  laughs  at  Hell,  brat  (like  her  Grace) 
Cries,  "Ah!  how  charming,  if  there's  no  fuch 

"  place!'' 
Or  who  in  iweet  vicitfitude  appears 
Of  mirth  and  opium,  ratafie  and  tears, 
The  daily  anodyne,  and  nightly  draught, 
To  kill  thole  foes  to  fair  ones,  time  and  thought ! 
Woman  and  fool  are  too  hard  things  to  hit ; 
For  true  no-meaning  puzzles  more  than  v.  it. 
But  what  arc  thele  to  great  Atoffa's  mind  ? 
Scarce  once  herfelf,  by  turns  all  womankind  ! 
Who,  with  herfelf,  or  others,  from  her  birth 
Finds  all  her  life  one  warfare  upon  earth: 
Shines  in  expoiing  knaves,  and  painting  fools, 
Yet  is  whatever  fhe  hates  and  ridicules. 
No  thought  advances,  but  her  eddy  brain 
Whifks  it  about,  and  down  it  goes  again. 
Full  lixty  years  the  world  has  been  her  trade, 
The  wiieil  fool  much  time  has  ever  made. 
From  lovclefs  youth  to  unrcfpe&ed  age, 
No  paiiion  gratified,  except  her  rage, 
So  much  the  fury  flill  outran  the  wit, 
The  pleafure  mifs'd  her,  and  the  fcandal  hit. 
Who  breaks  with  her,  provokes  revenge  from 

Hell; 
But  he  's  a  bolder  man  who  dares  be  well. 
Her  ev'ry  turn  with  violence  purfu'd, 
No  more  a  florm  her  hate  than  gratitude  : 
To  that  each  paffion  turns  or  foon  or  late; 
Love,  if  it  makes  her  yield  muft  make  her  hate : 
Superiors  !  death  !  and  equals  !  what  a  curfe  ! 
But  an  inferior  not  dependant !  worfe. 
Offend  her,  and  fhe  knows  not  to  forgive; 
Oblige  her,  and  fhe  11  hate  you  while  you  live. 

But 
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But  die,  and  (he  Ml  adore  you — then  the  bull 
And  temple  rife — then  full  again  to  duit. 
Lull  night,  her  lord  was  all  that  *s  good  and  great  ; 
A  knave  this  morning,  and  his  will  a  cheat. 
Strange  !  by  the  means  defeated  of  the  ends, 
By  fpirit  robb'd  of  pow'r,  by  warmth  of  friends, 
By  wealth  of  followers  !  without  one  diilrels 
Sick  of  herfelf,  thro'  very  felfilhnefs! 
Atolla,  curs'd  with  ev'ry  granted  pray'r, 
Chilctlefs  with  all  her  children,  wants  an  heir. 
To  heirs  unknown  defcends  th'  unguarded  itore, 
Or  wanders,  Heaven  -directed,  to  the  poor. 

Pictures  like  thcie,  dear  Madam,  to  delign, 
Alk  no  firm  hand,  and  no  unerring  line ; 
Some  wand'ring  touches,  fome  reflected  light, 
Some  flying  ltroke  alone  can  hit  'em  right : 
For  how  mould  equal  colours  do  the  knack  ? 
Cameieons  who  can  paint  in  white  and  black  ? 

'•  Yet  Chloe  fare  was  form'd  without  a  (pot." 
Nature  in  her  then  err'd  not,  but  forgot. 
"  With  ev'ry  pleafing,  ev'ry  prudent  part, 
•*  Say,  what  can  Chloe  want  r — She  wantsa  heart. 
She  (peaks,  behaves,  and  acts  juii  as  (he  ought  5 
But  never,  never  reached  one  gen'rous  thought. 
Virtue  (he  finds  too  painful  an  endeavour  j 
Content  to  dwell  in  decencies  for  ever. 
So  very  reafonable,  fo  unmov'd, 
As  never  yet  to  love,  or  to  be  lov'd. 
She,  while  her  lover  pants  upon  her  bread, 
Can  mark  the  figures  on  an  Indian  cheft ; 
And  when  (he  fees  her  friend  in  deep  defpair, 
Obferves  how  much  a  chintz  exceeds  mohair ! 
Forbid  it,  Heav'n !  a  favour  or  a  debt 
She  e'er  (hould  cancel-— but  (he  may  forget. 
Safe  is  your  fecret  (fill  in  Chloe's  ear; 
But  none  of  Chloe's  (hall  you  ever  hear. 
Of  all  hysr  dears  (he  never  ilander'd  one, 
But  cares  not  if  a  tljoufand  are  undone. 
Would  Chloe  know  if  you  're  alive  or  dead  ? 
She  bids  her  footman  put  it  in  her  head. 
Chloe — is  prudent — Would  you  toe  be  wife  ? 
Then  never  break  your  heart  when  Chloe  dies. 

One  certain  portrait  may  (I  grant)  be  feen, 
Which  Heaven  has  varnim'd  out  and  made  a 

Queen : 
The  fame  for  ever  !  and  defcrib'd  by  all 
With  truthand  goodnefs,as  with  crown  and  ball. 
Poets  heap  virtues,  Painters  gems  at  will, 
And  lhew  their  zeal,  aud  hide  their  want  of  (kill. 
'Tis  well — but,  Artids !  who  can  paint  or  write, 
To  draw  the  naked  is  your  true  delight. 
That  robe  of  quality  fo  ftruts  and  (wells, 
None  fee  what  parts  of  nature  it  conceals: 
Th'  exacted  traits  of  body  or  of  mind, 
We  owe  to  models  of  an  humble  kind. 
If  QueenuSerry  to  drip  there  's  no  compelling, 
Tis  from  a  handmaid  we  mud  take  a  Helen. 
From  peer  or  bilhop  'tis  no  eafy  thing 
To  draw  the  man  who  loves  his  God,  or  king ; 
Alas  !  I  copy  (or  my  draught  would  fail) 
From  honed  Mah'met,  or  plain  Parfon  Hale. 

But  grant,  in  public,  men  fometime^  are 
mown, 
A  woman's  ieen  in  private  life  alone; 


Our  bolder  talents  in  full  light  difplay'd; 
Your  virtues  open  faired  in  the  (hade. 
Bred  to  difguife,  in  public  'tis  you  hide; 
There  none  didinguifh  'twixt  your  (hame  or 
Weaknefs  or  delicacy ;  all  (0  nice,  [pride, 

That  each  may  feem  a  virtue  or  a  vice. 

In  men  we  various  ruling  paflions  find} 
In  women,  two  almoit  divide  the  kind ; 
Thofe,  only  fix'd,  they  fird  or  lad  obey, 
The  love  of  pleafure  and  the  love  of  fway. 

That,  nature   gives  j  and  where  the  lelTon 
taught 
Is  but  to  pleafe,  can  pleafure  feem  a  fault  ? 
Experience,  this;  by  man's  opprefiion  curd, 
They  feek  the  (econd  not  to  lofe  the  fird. 

Men,  fome  to  bus  nefs,  fome  to  pleafure  take, 
But  ev'ry  woman  is  at  heart  a  rake: 
Men,  fome  to  quiet,  fome  to  public  (irife  ; 
But  ev'ry  lady  would  be  queen  for  life. 
Yet  mark  the  fate  of  a  whole  (ex  of  queens  ! 
Pow'r  all  their  end,  but  beauty  all  the  means : 
In  youth  they  conquer  with  io  wild  a  rage, 
As  leaves  them  fcarce  a  (ubjeft  in  their  age: 
For  foreign  glory,  foreign  joy,  they  roam,  j 
No  thought  of  peace  or  happinefs  at  home. 
But  wifdom's  triumph  is  well-tim'd  retreat, 
As  hard  a  fcience  to  the  fair  as  great ! 
Beauties,  like  tyrants,  old  and  friendlefs  grown, 
Yet  hate  repofe,  and  dread  to  be  alone  ; 
Worn  out  in  public,  weary  ev'ry  eye, 
Nor  leave  one  figh  behind  them  when  they  die. 

Pleafures  the  fex,  as  children  birds  purfuej 
Still  out  of  reach,  yet  never  out  of  view; 
Sure,  if  they  catch,  to  fpoil  the  toy  at  mod, 
To  covet  Hying,  and  regret  when  lod : 
At  lad,  to  follies  youth  could  fcarce  defend, 
It  grows  their  age's  prudence  to  pretend; 
Aftiam'd  to  own  they  gave  delight  before, 
Reduc'd  to  feign  it  when  they  give  no  more: 
As  hags  hold  (abbaths,  lefs  for  joy  than  fpite, 
So  thefe  their  merry,  miferable  night ; 
Still  round  and  round  the  ghofts  of  beauty  glide, 
And  haunt  the  places  wherejheir  honour  died. 

See  how  the  world  its  veterans  rewards  I 
A  youth  of  frolics,  an  old  age  of  cards  ; 
Fair  to  no  purpofe,  artful  to  no  end, 
Young  without  lovers,  old  without  a  friend; 
A  fop  their  palfion,  but  their  prize  a  fot, 
Alive,  ridiculous,  and  dead,  forgot! 

Ah,  friend  !  to  dazzle  let  the  vain  defign ; 
To  raife  the  thought  and  touch  the  heart  be  thine  i 
That  charm  (hall  grow,  while  what  fatigues  the 

ring, 
Flaunts  and  goes  down  an  unregarded  thing: 
So  when  the  fun's  broad  beam  has  tir'd  the  fight, 
All  mildafcends  the  moon's. more fober  light; 
Serene  in  virgin  modedy  ihe  (hines, 
And,  unobferv'd,  the  glaring  orb  declines. 

Oh!  bled  with  temper,  whofe  unclouded  ray 
Can  make  to-morrow  cheerful  as  to-day; 
She  who  can  love  a  filter's  charms,  or  hear 
Sighs  for  a  daughter  with  unwounded  ear; 
She  who  ne'er  ani'wers  till  a  hulband  cools; 
Or,  or  if  ike  rules  him,  never  fcews  ihe  rules  : 
S  Charms 
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Charms  by  accepting,  by  fubmitting  fways, 
Yet  has  her  humour  rr.oft,  when  lhe  obeys: 
Let  Fops  or  Fortune  fly  which  way  they  will 
:Difdains  all  lofs  of  tickets,  orcodille; 
Spleen,  vapours,  or  fmall-pox,  above  them  all, 
And  millrefs  of  herielf,  tho'  china  fall. 

And  yet,  believe  me,  good  as  well  as  ill, 
Woman  's  at  belt  a  contradiction  Hill. 
Heaven,  when  it  ltrives  to  polifh  all  it  can, 
Its  lall  belt  work,  but  forms  a  fofter  man; 
Picks  From  each  (ex,  to  make  the  tav'rite  bleft, 
Your  love  of  pleafure,  our  deiire  of  reit: 
Blends,  in  exception  to  all  gen'ral  rules, 
Your  taite  of  follies  with  our  fccrn  of  fools; 
Referve  with  franknefs,  art  with  truth  allied, 
Courage  with  lbftnefs,  modeily  with  pride  5 
Fix'd  principles,  with  fancy  ever  new, 
Shakes  all  together,  and  produces — You. 

Be  this  a  woman's  fame;  with  this  unbleft, 
Toads  live  a  fcorn,  and  queens  may  die  a  jeft. 
This  Phoebus  promis'd  (I  forget  the  year) 
When  thole  blue  eyes  firft  open'd  on  the  fphere ; 
Afcendant  Phoebus  watch'd  that  hour  with  care, 
Averted  half  your  parents'  fimple  prayYj 
And  gave  you  beauty,  but  denied  the  pelf 
That  buys  your  lex  a  tyrant  o'er  itielf. 
The  gen'rous  god,  who  wit  and  gold  refines, 
And  ripens  fptrits,  as  he  ripens  mines, 
Kept  drofs  for  duchefie3,the  world  fliall  know  it, 
To  you  gave  fenfe,  good-humour,  and  a  poet. 

EPISTLE    III. 

7'o  Allen,  Lord  Bathurfi. 

V.  Who  mall  decide,  when  doctor*  difagree, 
And  foundeft  cafuiits  doubt,  like  you  and  mc  ? 
You  hold  the  word,  from  Jove  to  Momus  given, 
That  mau  was  made  the  Handing  jell  of  heaven  : 
And  gold  but  lent  to  keep  the  fools  in  pi  ay, 
For .fome  to  heap,  and  fome  to  throw  away. 

But  I,  who  think  more  highly  of  our  kind 
(And  fiirely,  Heaven  and  t  are  of  a  mind,) 
Opine,  that  nature,  as  in  duty  bound, 
Deep  hid  the  thining  milchicf  under  ground : 
JBut  when  by  man's  audacious  labour  won, 
Fiam'd  forth  this  rival  to  its  fire  the  fun, 
TlteJi  careful  Heaven  fuppliedtwo  forts  of  men  ; 
To  fquander  tiiefe,  and  thole  to  .hide  agen: 

Like  doctors  thus,  when  much  difpute  has 
We  find  our  tenets  juil  the  lame  at  lall.    [pafs'd, 
Both  fairly  owning,  riches  in  effect 
No  grace  of  Heaven,  or  token  of  th'  eleel  j 
Giv'n  to  the  fool,  the  mad,  the  vain,  the  evil, 
To  Ward,  to  Waters,  Chartres,  and  the  Devil. 

B.  What  nature  wants,  commodious  gold  be- 
*Tis  thus  we  eat  the  bread  another  low  s..  [ltows ; 

P.  But  how  unequal  it  bellows  obterve, 
'Tti  thus  we  riot,  while  who  ihw  it  ftarve: 
What  nature  wants  (a  phrafe  1  mull  diilrufl) 
Extends  to  luxury,  extends  to  lull: 
fjfcful,  I  grant*  it  Serves  what  life  requires; 
But,  dreadful  too,  the  dark  ailaflin  hires, 

B.  Trade  it  may  help,  fociety  extend: 

ft  B  at  lurei  the  pirate,  and  corrupts  the  friend . 


B.  It  rai  fes  armies  in  a  nation's  aid :     [tray'd. 

P.  Bat  bribes  a  lenate,  and  the  land's  be- 
In  vain  may  heroes  fight,  and  patriots  rave, 
If  fecret  gold  lap  on  from  knave  to  knave. 
Once,  we  con'fefs,  beneath  the  patriot's  cloke, 
From  the  crack'd  bag  the  dropping  guinea  i'poke, 
And, jingling  down  theback-llairs,told  thecrew, 
"  Old  Cato  is  as  great  a  rogue  as  you." 
Blell  paper-credit !  lait  and  befl  fupply  ! 
That  lends  corruption  lighter  wings  to  fly  ! 
Gold,  imp'd  by  thee, can  eompafs  hardell  things; 
Can  pocket  ih;es,  can  fetch  or  carry  kings  ; 
A  fingle  leaf  mall  waft  an  army  o'er, 
Or  (hip  off  fenates  to  fome  ditlant  more; 
A  leaf,  like  Sibyl's,  fcatter  to  and  fro 
Our  fates  and  fortunes,  as  the  wind  lhall  blow : 
Pregnant  with  thoufands  flits  the  {crap  unfeen, 
And  lilent  fells  a  king,  or  buys  a  queen. 

Oh  1  that  inch  bulky  bribes  as  all  might  fee, 
Still,  as  of  old,  encumber'd  villany  ! 
Could  France  or  R.ome  divert  our  brave  deiigns 
With  all  their  brandies,  or  with  all  their  wines  ? 
What  could  they  more  than  knights  and  'fquires 

confound, 
Or  water  ail  the  quorum  ten  miles  round  ? 
A  llatefman's  il umbers  how  this  fpeech  would 
"  Sir,  Spain  has  fentathoufandjars  of  oil ;  [fpoil  ! 
1 "  Huge  bales  of  Britilh  cloth  blockade  the  door : 
"  A  hundred  oxen  at  your  levee  roar." 

Poor  avarice  one  torment  more  would  find  ; 
Nor  could  profulion  fquander  all  in  kind. 
Allride  his  cheefe  Sir  Morgan  might  we  meet ; 
And  Worldly  crying  coals  from  ltreet  to  ilreet; 
Whom,  with  a  wig  fo  wild,  and  mien  fo  maz'd, 
Pity  mi  flakes  for  fome  poor  tradefman  craz'd. 
Had  Colepepper's  whole  wealth  been  hops  and 
Could  he  himfelfhave  lent  it  to  the  dogs  ?  [hogs, 
His  Grace  will  game  :  to  White's  a  bull  be  ltd, 
With  fpurning  heels  and  with  a  butting  head. 
To  While's  be  carried,  as  to  ancient  games, 
Fair  couriers,  vales,  and  alluring  dames. 
Shall  then  Uxorio,  if  the  (bakes  he  fweep, 
Bear  home  fix  whores,  and  make  his  lady  weep. 
Or  fott  Adonis,  fo  perfum'd  and  fine, 
Drive  to  St.  James's  a  whole  herd  of  fwine? 
O  filthy  check  on  all  induftrious  (kill, 
To  fpoil  the  nation's  lall  great  trade,  Quadrille ! 
Since  then,  my  lord,  on  kich  a  world  we  fall, 
What  fay  you  ?  B.  Say  5  Why  take  it,  gold  and  all. 

P.  What  riches  give  us,  let  us  then  inquire: 
Meat,  fire,  and  clothes.  B.  What  more  ?  P.  Meat, 

clothes,  and  fire. 
Is  this  too  little?  would  you  more  than  live? 
Alas !  'tis  more  than  Turner  finds  they  give. 
Alas  !    'tis  more  than  (all  his  viiions  pall) 
Unhappy  Wharton,  waking,  found  at  lait ! 
What  can  they  give  ?  to  dying  Hopkins,  heirs  j 
To  Chartres,  vigour  j  Japhet,  nofe  and  ears? 
Can  they,  in  gems  bid  pallid  Hippia  glow? 
In  Fulvia's  buckle  eafe  the  throbs  below? 
Or  heal,  old  Narles,  the  obfeener  ail, 
With  all  th'  embroidery  plafler'd  at  thy  tail? 
They  might  (wereHarpax  not  too  wife  to  fpend) 
Give  Harpax  felf  th*  bleiling  of  a  friend; 

Or 
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Or  find  fome  doctor  that  would  fave  the  life 
Of  wretched  Shylock,  fpite  of  Shylock's  wife: 
But  thouiands  die,  without  or  this  or  that ; 
Die,  aud  endow  a  college,  or  a  cat ! 
To  ibme,  indeed,  Heaven  grants  the  happier  fate, 
T'  enrich  a  baitard,  or  a  ion  they  hate. 

Perhaps  you  think  the  poor  might  have  their 
part  ?  [heart. 

Bond  damns  the  poor,  and  hates  them  from  his 
The  grave  Sir  Gilbert  holds  it  for  a  rule, 
That  ev'ry  man  in  want  is  knave  or  fool: 

*  God  can  not  love  ,  'iaysBlunt,with  tearlefs  eyes) 

*  The  wretch  he  itarves' — and  pioufly  denies : 
But  the  good  bifhop,  with  a  meeker  air, 
Admits,  and  leaves  them,  Providence's  care. 

Yet  to  be  jult  to  thei'e  poor  men  of  pelf, 
Each  does  but  hate  his  neighbour  as  himfelf: 

tn'dto  the  mines,  an  equal  fate  betides 
The  flave  that  digs  it,  and  the  flave  that  hides. 

B,  Who  i\iirer\i  ihus,merecharity  mould  own, 
Mult  act  on  motives  powerful,  tho'  unknown 

P.  Some  war,fome  p!ague,or  famine  theyforefee, 
Jiome  revelation  hid  from  you  and  me. 

-v  Shylock  wants  a  meal,  the  caufe  is  found; 
lie  thinks  a  loaf  will  rife  to  fifty  pound. 
What  made  directors  cheat  in  South-fea  year? 
To  live  on  ven'fon  when  it  fold  fo  dea", 
Afk  you  why  Phryne  the  whole  auction  buys  ? 
Phryne  forelees  a  general  excife. 
Why  flie  and  Sappho  raifethat  mon (Irons  fum  ? 
Alas  !  they  fear  a  man  will  colt  a  plum. 

Wife  Peter  fee3  the  world's  refpect  for  gold, 
And  therefore  hopes  this  nation  may  be  fold: 
Glorious  ambition!  Peter,  fwell  thy  fiore. 
And  be  what  Rome's  great  Didius  was  before-. 
The  crown  of  Poland,  yenai  twice  an  age, 
To  juft  three  millions  (tinted  modeit  Gage. 
But  nobler  fcenes  Maria's  dreams  unfold, 
Hereditary  realms,  and  worlds  of  gold. 
C-3ng<  uial  fouls  !  wbofe  life  one  av'rice  joins, 
And  one  fate  buries  in  th'  Aultrian  mines. 

Much-injur'd  Blunt!  whybearsheBritain'shate? 
A  wizard  told  him  in  thefe  words  our  fate: 
*'  At  length  corruption,  li!-.f-  a  gen'ral  flood 
"  (So  long  by  watchful  minifters  withstood), 
f<  Shall  deluge  all ;  and  av'rice,  creeping  on, 
(i  Spread  like  a  low-born  miff,  and  blot  the  fun ; 
«*  Statefman  and  patriot  ply  alike  the  flocks, 
'■  Peen?ls  and  butler  (hare  alike  the  box, 
"  And  judges  job,  and  bifhops  bite  the  town, 
(i  And  mighty  dukes  pack  cards  for  half  a  crown. 
•"  See  Britain  funk  in  lucre's  fordid  charms. 
*'  And  France  rcveng'd  of  Anne's  and  Edward's 
"  arms  !"  [brain, 

'Twas  no  court  badge,  great  Seriv'ner !  flr'd  thy 
Nor  lordly  luxury,  nor  c;ty  gain: 
No,  'twas  thy  righteous  end,  afbam'd  to  fee 
Senates  degen'rate,  patriots  difagree, 
And  nobly  wiihing  party-rage  to  ceafb, 
To  buy  both  fides,  and  give  thy  country  peace, 

"  All  this  is  madnefs,"  cries  a  ibber  (age  : 
But  who,  my  friend,  has  reafon  in  his  rage  ? 
*'  The  ruling  paiiion,  be  it  what  it  will, 
fi  The  ruling  pa/lion  conquers  reaibn  Hill." 


Lefs  mad  the  wildefi  whim fy  we  can  frame, 
Than  even  that  paifion,  it  it  has  no  aim; 
For  though  fuch  motives  folly  you  may  call, 
The  folly's  greater  to  have  none  at  all. 

Hear  then  the  truth :  "  *Tis  heaven  each  paflion. 
"  fends, 
"  And  different  men  directs  to  different  ends, 
"  Extremes  in  nature  equal  good  produce} 
"  Extremes  in  man  concur  to  gen'ral  uie." 
Afk  we  what  makes  one  keep,  and  one  bellow  ? 
That  Pow'r  who  bids  the  ocean  ebb  and  flow, 
Bids  feed-time,  harvefc,  equal  couri'e  maintain, 
Thro'  reconcil'd  extremes  of  droughLand  rain, 
Builds  life  on  death,  on  change  duration  founds, 
Andgivesth' eternal  wheels  toknowtheir  rounds, 

Riches,  like  infecls,  when  conceal'd  they  lie, 
Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  their  ieafon  fly. 
Who  fees  pale  Mammon  pine  amidft  his  ftore, 
Sees  but  a  backward  fteward  for  the  poor: 
This  year  a  refervoir,  to  keep  and  fpare  ; 
The  next,  a  fountain,  (pouting  thro'  his  heir, 
In  lavifh  ltreams  to  quench  a  country's  third ; 
And  men  and  dogs  fhail  drink  him  till  they  burfl, 

Old  Cotta  fham'd  his  fortune  and  his  birth, 
Yet  was  not  Cotta  void  of  wit  or  worth : 
What  tho'  (the  life  of  barh'rous  fpits  forgot) 
Kis  kitchen  vied  in  coolnefs  with  his  grot  ? 
His  court  with  nettles,  moats  with  ere  lies  itor'd, 
With  foups  unbought  and falads  bleft  his  board  ? 
If  Cotta  iiv'd  on  pulfe,  it  was  no  more 
Than  Bramins,  Saints,  and  Sages  did  before; 
To  cram  the  rich  was  prodigal  expence; 
And  who  would  take  the  poor  from  Providence  ? 
Like  fome  loneChartreux  (lands  the  good  old  hall, 
Silence  without,  and  fails  within  the  wall: 
No  rafter'd  roofs  with  dance  aud  tabor  found, 
No  noontide  bell  invites  the  country  round  j 
Tenants  with  fighs  the  imokelefs  tow'rs  furvey, 
And  turn  th'  unwilling  fteeds  another  way  : 
Benighted  wanderers,  the  foreft  o'er, 
Curfe  the  favd  candle,  and  unop'ning  door  ; 
Wl lite  the  gaunt  maftiif",  growling  at  the  gate, 
Affrights  the  beggar,  whom  he  longs  to  cat. 

Not  fo  his  fon,  he  mark'd  this  overlight, 
And  then  miitook  reverie  of  wrong  for  right. 
(For  what  to  than  will  no  great  knowledge  need ; 
But  what  to  follow  is  a  talk  indeed.) 
Vet  .f ure,  of  qualities  deferving  praife, 
More  go  to  ruin  fortunes  than  to  raife, 
What  ilaughter'd  hecatombs,  with  floods  of  wine, 
Fill  the  capacious  'fquire,  and  deep  divine! 
Yet  no  mean  motive  this  pnofufion  draws, 
His  oxen  perifli  in  his  country's  caufe  $ 
'Tis  George  and  Liberty  that  crowns  the  cup, 
And  zeal  for  that  great  home  which  eats  him  up. 
The  woods  recede  around  the  naked  feat, 
The  lylvans  groan  —no  matter— rfor  the  fleet: 
Next  goes  his  wool— toclothe  our  valiant  bands; 
Laft,  for  his  country's  love,  he  fells  h  s  lands. 
To  town  he  comes, completes  the  nation's  hope, 
And  heads  the  bold  train- bands,  and  burns  a 

pope. 
And  fhall  not  Britain  now  reward  his  toils, 
Britain,  that  pays  her  patriots  witf)  her  fpoiu  ? 
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In  vain  at  court  the* bankrupt  pleads  his  caufe  5 
His  thank  lefs  country  leaves  him  to  her  laws. 

The  fenfe  to  value  riches,  with  the  art 
T'  enjoy  them,  and  the  virtue  to  impart, 
Not  meanly,  nor  ambition (ly  purfued. 
Not  funk  by  iloth,  nor  rais'd  by  fervitude  ; 
To  balance  fortune  by  a  juft  expence, 
join  with  economy,  magnificence  ; 
With  fplendour,  charity  ;  with  plenty,  health'. 
Oh  teach  us,  Bathurft !  yet  unfpoird  by  wealth ! 
That  feeret  rare,  between  the  extremes  to  move, 
OF  mad  good-nature,  and  of  mean  ielf-love. 

B.  To  worth  or  want  well  weigh'd  be  bounty 
And  eafe  or  emulate  the  care  of  Heaven  ;  [given, 
(Whole  meafnre  full  overflows  on  human  race) 
Mend  fortune^  fault,  and  juftify  her  grace. 
Wealth  in  the  grofs  is  death,  but  life  diftus'd; 
As  poifon  heals,  in  juft  proportion  us'd : 
In  heaps,  like  ambergris,  a  ftink  it  lies  : 
But  well  difpers'd  is  incenfe  to  the  Ikies, 

P.  Whoftarvesby  nobles,  or  with  nobles  eats  ? 
The  wretch  that  trufls  them,  and  the  rogue  that 

cheats. 
Is  there  a  lord,  who  knows  a  cheerful  noon 
Without  a  fiddler,  flatt'rer,  or  buffoon  ? 
Whofe  table  wit  or  modeil  merit  mare, 
Unelbow'd  by  a  gamefter,  pimp,  or  play'r? 
Who  copies  yours,  or  Oxford's  better  part, 
To  eafe  th"  oppreft,  and  raife  the  finking  heart  ? 
Where'er  he  mines,  O  fortune  gild  tlie  fcene, 
And  angels  guard  him  in  the  golden  meanl 
There  Englifti  bounty  yet  awhile  may  ftand, 
And  honour  linger  ere  it  leaves  the  land. 

But  all  our  praties  why  mould  lords  engrofs? 
Rife,  honeft  Mufe  !  and  fing  the  Man  of  Rofs  : 
Pleas'd  Vaga  echoes  thro'  her  winding  bounds, 
And  rapid  Severn  hoarfe  applaufe  refounds. 
"Who  hung  with  woods  you  mountain's  fultiy 

brow  -p 
From  theory  rock  who  bade  the  waters  flow  ? 
Not  to  the  fides  in  ufelefs  columns  toft, 
Or  in  proud  falls  magnificently  loft, 
But  clear  and  artlcfs,  pouring  through  the  plain 
Health  to  the  fkk,  and  folace  to  the  fwain. 
Whofe  ca  tale  way  parts  the  vale  with  fhady  rows  ? 
Whofe  feats  the  weary  traveller  repofer 
Who  tauglit  that  heaven  directed  (bire  to  rife? 
"  The  Man  of  Re-fs,"  each  lilping  babe  replies. 
Behold  the  marketplace  with  poor  oerfpreadi 
The  Man  of  Rofij  divides  the  weekly  bread: 
He  feeds  yon  alms-feoufe,  neat,  but  void  of  itate, 
Where  age  and  want  fit  fmiling  at  the  gate 3 
HimportionMma(ids,apprenticM  orphans  bleisM, 
The  young  who  labour,  and  the  old  who  reft. 
?s  any  fick  ?  the  Man  of  Rofs  relieves, 
Prefcribes,attends,themed'cinemakes,  and  gives, 
Is  there  a  variance?  enter  but  his  door, 
!Balk'dare  the  courts,  and  conteft  is  no  more. 
Despairing  quacks  with  curies  fled  the  place, 
And  vile  attorneys,  now  an  ufelefs  race. 

B.  Thrice  happy  man  enabled  to  purine 
What  all  fo  wifli,  but  want  the  pow'r  to  do  ! 
Oh  fay,  what  funis  that  geffi'rous  hand  fupply  ? 
Wiut  wines  xq  i'well  that  fcoundlels  charity! 
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P.  Of  debts  and  taxes,  wife  and  children  clear, 
This  man  pollels'd  five  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
Blufh,  grandeur,  blufli !  proud  courts,  withdraw 

your  blaze ! 
Ye  little  ftars  !  hide  your  dimininVd  rays. 

B.  Andwhat?  nomonument,infcription,ftone? 
His  race,  his  form,  his  namealmoft  unknown  ? 

P.  Who  builds  a  church  toGod,and  not  to  fame, 
Will  never  mark  the  marble  with  his  name ! 
Go,  fearch  it  there,  where  to  be  born  and  die, 
Of  rich  and  poor  makes  all  the  hiltory ; 
Enough,  that  virtue  fill'd  the  fpace  between  ; 
Prov'd  by  the  ends  of  being,  to  have  been. 
When  Hopkins  dies,  a  thoufand  lights  attend 
The  wretch,  who  living  fav'd  a  candle's  end; 
Should' ring  God's  altar  a  vile  image  Hands, 
Belies  his  features,  nay  extends  his  hands; 
That  live-long  wig  which  Gordon's  i'elf  might 
Eternal  buckle  takes  in  Parian  ftone.        [own, 
Behold  what  bleflings  wealth  to  life  can  lend  ! 
And  fee  what  comfort  it  affords  our  end. 
In  the  worft  inn's  worft  room,  with  mat  half  hung, 
The  floors  of  plaifter,  and  the  walls  of  dung. 
On  once  a  flock-bed,  but  repair'd  with  ftraw, 
With  tape-tied  curtains,  never  meant  to  draw, 
The  George  and  Garter  dangling  from  that  bed 
Where  tawdry  yellow  ftrove  with  dirty  red, 
Great  Villiers  lies — alas!  how  changM  from  him 
That  life  of  pleafure,  and  that  foul  of  whim  ! 
Gallant  and  gay,  in  Cliveden's  proud  alcove, 
The  bow'r  of  wanton  Shrewfbury  and  love  ; 
Or  juft  as  gay,  at  council,  in  a  ring 
Of  mimic  ftatefmen,  and  their  merry  king, 
No  wit  to  flatter  left  of  all  his  ftore  ! 
No  fool  to  laugh  at,  which  he  valued  more. 
There,  victor  of  his  health,  of  fortune,  friends, 
And  fame — this  lord  of  ufelefs  thoufands  ends. 

His  grace's  fate  fage  Cutler  could  fore  fee, 
And  well  (he  thought)  advisM  him,  "  Live  like 

"  me." 
As  well  his  grace  replied,  "  Like  you,  Sir  John ! 
"  That  I  can  do,  when  all  I  have  13  gone." 
Refolve  me,  Realbn,  which  of  thefe  is  worfe, 
Want  with  a  full,  or  with  an  empty  purfe  ? 
Thy  life  more  wretched,  Cutler,  was  confefs'd  -, 
Arife,  and  tell  me,  was  thy  death  more  blefs'd  ? 
Cutler  faw  tenants  break,  and  houfes  fall, 
For  very  want 5  he  could  not  build  a  wall. 
His  only  daughter  in  a  ft  ranger's  pow'r,        v 
For  very  want;  he  could  not  pay  a  dow'r. 
A  few  grey  hairs  his  rev'rend  temples  crown'd, 
Tuas  very  want  that  fold  them  for  two  pound. 
What  even  -denied  a  cordial  at  his  end, 
Baniflfd  the  doctor,  and  expell'd  the  friend  ! 
What  but  a  want,  which  you  perhaps  think  mad, 
Yet  numbers  feel  the  want  of  what  he  had ! 
Cutler  and  Brutus,  dying,  both  exclaim, 
1  Virtue  !  and  wealth  !   what  are  ye  but  a  name  !" 
Say,  for  f'uch  worth  are  other  worlds  prepared ! 
Or  are  they  both  in  this  their  own  reward  ? 
A  knotty  point !  to  which  we  now  proceed. 
But  you  are  tir'd — I'll  tell  a  tale — B.  Agreed. 

P.  Where  London's  column,  pointing  at  the 
Like  a  tall  bully.,  lilts  the  head*  and  lies  j  .[fkies, 


There 
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There  dwelt  a  citizen  of  fober  fame, 
A  plain  good  man,  and  Balaam  was  his  name  ;] 
Keiigious,  punctual,  frugal,  and  fo  forth; 
His  word  would  p:ifs  for  more  than  he  was  worth.  | 
One  fbiid  difh  his  week-day  meal  affords, 
And  added  pudding  fblemniz'd  the  Lord's; 
Conitant  at  church  and  'change ;  his  gains  were 

lure, 
His  givings  rare,  /live  farthings  to  the  poor. 

The  devil  was  piqu'd  fuch  faintfhip  to  behold, 
And  long'd  to  tempt  him,  like  good  Job  of  old : 
But  Satan  now  is  viler  than  of  yore, 
And  tempts  by  making  rich,  no't  making  poor. 


EPISTLE    IV. 


To  Ktchard  Bojle,  Earl  of  EurVington. 

'Tis  ftrange,  the  mifer  fhould  his  cares  employ 
To  gain  thole  riches  he  can  ne'er  enjoy  : 
Is  it  lei's  ftrange,  the  prodigal  fhould  wafle 
His  wealth,  to  purchaie  what  he  ne'er  can  tafle  ? 
Nor  for  himfelf  he  iees,  or  hears,  or  eats  ; 
Artilts  mull  choofehis  pictures,  mufic,  meats  : 
He  buys  for  Topham,  drawings  and  defigns  ; 
For  Pembroke  ilatues,  dirty  gods,  and  coins  ; 
Rare  monkilh  manuscripts  for  Hearne  alone  ; 


Rous'd  by  the  prince  of  air,  the  whirlwinds  {weep  And  books  for  Mead,  and  butterflies  forSloane 
The  (Urge,  and  plunge  his  father  in  the  deep ;       Think  we  ail  thefe  are  for  himfelf?  No  more 


Then  full  againft  his  Cornifh  lands  they  roar, 
And  two  rich  fhipwrecks  blefs  the  lucky  more. 

Sir  Balaam  now,  he  lives  like  other  folks; 
He  takes  his  chirpingpint,  and  cracks  his  jokes: 
"  Live  like  your'clf,"  was  foon  my  lady's  word  ; 
And  lo!  two  puddings  fmok'd  upon  the  board.,  Heaven  vifits  with  a  talte  the  wealthy  fool, 

Afleep  and  naked  as  an  Indian  lay,  And  needs  no  rod  but  Ripley  with  a  rule 


Than  his  fine  wife,  alas  !  or  finer  whore. 

Forwbat  has  Virro  painted, built,and  planted ? 
Only  to  fhew  how  many  taites  he  wanted. 
What  brought  Sir Viito's  ill-got  wealth  to  wafte  ? 
Some  daemon  whifper'd,  **  Vifto  !  have  a  tafte." 


An  honefl  factor  ftole  a  gem  away ; 


{See!  fportive  fate,  to  punifh  awkward  pride, 


He  pledged  it  to  the  knight ;  the  knight  had  wit, ;  Bids  Bubo  build,  and  fends  him  fuch  a  guide  : 


So  kept  the  diamond,  and  the  rogue  was  bit 
Some  fcruplerofe,butthusheeas'dhis  thought: 
**  I  '11  now  give  llxpence  where  I  gave  a  groat; 
"  Where  once  I  went  to  church, ]  '11  now  go 

"  twice, 
"  And  am  fo  clear  too  of  all  other  vice." 

The  tempter  law  his  time  ;  the  work  he  plied ; 
Stocks  and  fubferiptions  pour  on  ev'ry  fide, 
'Till  all  the  dajmon  makes  his  full  defcent 
In  one  abundant  fhow'r  of  cent,  per  cent. 
Sinks  deep  within  him,  and  pofleffes  whole, 
Then  dubs  director,  and  fecures  his  foul. 

Behold  Sir  Balaam,  now  a  man  of  fpirit, 
Afcribes  his  gettings  to  his  parts  and  merit ; 
What  late  he  call'd  a  bleiling,  now  was  wit, 
And  God's  good  providence,  a  lucky  hit. 
Things  change  their  titles,  as  our  manners  turn  : 
His  compting-houfe  employ 'd  the  Sunday  morn: 
Seldom  at  church  ('twas  fuch  a  buiy  life), 
But  duly  fent  his  family  and  wife. 
There  (fo  the  devil  ordain'd)  one  Chriftmas-tide 
My  good  old  lady  catebAi  a  cold,  and  died. 

A  nymph  of  quality  admires  our  knight; 
He  marries,  bows  at  court,  and  grows  polite  ; 


A  Handing  fermon,  at  each  year's  expence, 
That  never  coxcomb  reach 'd  magnificence  ! 

You  fhow  us  Rome  was  glorious,  not  profufe, 
And  pompous  buildings  once  were  things  of  ufe. 
Yet  fhall  (my  Lord)  your  juft,  your  noble  rules 
Fill  half  the  land  with  imitating  fools ;     [take, 
Who  random  drawings  from  your  meets  fhall 
And  of  one  beauty  many  blunders  make  ; 
Load  fome  vain  church  with  old  theatric  itate  ; 
Turn  arcs  of  triumph  to  a  garden- gate  ; 
Reverfe  your  ornaments,  and  hang  them  all 
On  fome  patch'd  dog-hole  ek'd  with  ends  of  wall; 
Then  clap  four  llices  of  pilafter  on  't, 
That,  lae'd  with  bits  of  rulHc,  makes  a  front: 
Shall  call  the  winds  thro''  long  arcades  to  roar, 
Proud  to  catch  cold  at  a  Venetian  door ; 
Confcious  they  art  a  true  Palladiau  part, 
And  if  they  ltarve,  they  ftarve  by  rules  of  art. 

Oft  have  you  hinted  to  your  brother  peer, 
A  certain  truth,  which  many  buy  too  dear: 
Something  there  is  more  needful  than  expenfc, 
And  fomething previous  ev'n  to  tafte — 'tis  fenle: 
Good  fenfe,  which  only  is  the  gift  of  Heaven, 
And,  andtho'  no  fcience,  fairly  worth  the  feven  : 


Leaves  the  dull  cits,  and  joins  (topleafethefair) !  A  light,  which  in  yourfelf  you  mull  perceive  ; 


The  well-bred  cuckolds  in  St.  James's  air: 
Firft,  for  his  fon  a  gay  commiflion  buys, 
Who  drinks,  whores,  fights,  and  in  a  duel  dies. 
His  daughter  flaunts  a  vifcount's  tawdry  wife  ; 
She  bears  a  coronet  and  p — x  for  life. 
In  Britain's  fenate  he  a  feat  obtains, 
And  one  more  penlioner  St.  Stephen  gains. 
My  lady  foils  to  play  -.  fo  bad  her  chance, 
He  mult  repair  it ;  takes  a  bribe  from  France ; 
The  Houfe  impeach  him,  Coningfby  harangues; 
The  Court  forfake  him,  and  Sir  Balaam  hangs  ; 
Wife,  fon,  and  daughter,  Satan  !  are  thy  own, 
His  wealth,  yet  dearer,  forfeit  to  the  crown  ; 
The  devil  and  the  king  divide  the  prize, 
And  fad  Sir  Balaam  curies  God  and  dies. 


Jones  and  Le  Notre  have  it  BOt  to  give. 

To  build,  to  plant,  whatever  you  intend, 
To  rear  the  column,  or  the  arch  to  bend, 
To  fwell  the  terrace,  or  to  fink  the  grot ; 
In  all,  let  nature  never  be  forgot; 
But  treat  the  goddefs  like  a  moeieit;  feir, 
Nor  over-drefs,  nor  leave  her  wholly  bare  j 
Let  not  each  beauty  ey'ry  where  be  f'pied, 
Where  half  the  lkill  is  decently  to  hide. 
He  gains  all  points  who  pleaiingly  confounds 
Supriies,  varies .,  and  conceals  the  bounds. 

Confult  the  genius  of  the  place  in  all  ; 
That  tells  the  waters  or  to  rife  or  fall  ; 
Or  help  th'  ambitious  hill  the  heavens  to  fcale, 
Or  icoops  in  circling  theatres  the  \al«; 

S3  Call* 


i$2  ELEGANT    EXTRACTS, 

Calls  in  the  country,  catching  opening  glades, 
Joins  willingwoods,and  varies/hades  from  (hades; 
Now  breaks,  or  now  direcls,  tfT  intending  lines  5 
Paints  as  you  plant,  and,  as  you  work,  deligns. 

Still  follow  fenfe,  of  ev'ry  art  the  fold, 
Parts  anfwering  parts  (hall  llide  into  a  whole  ; 
Spontaneous  beauties  ail  around  advance, 
Start  ev'n  from  difikulty,  ftrike  from  chance  5 
Nature  (hall  join  you  ;  time  (hall  make  it  grow 
A  work  to  wonder  at — perhaps  a  Stow. 

Without  it,  proud  Verfailles  !  thy  glory  falls  ; 
And  Nero's  terraces  defert  their  walls  : 
The  vaft  parterres  a  thoufand  hands  (hall  make, 
Lo !  Cobham  comes,  and  floats  them  with  a  lake : 
Or  cut  wide  views  thro1  mountains  to  the  plain, 
You  '11  wifh  your  hill  or  fhelter'd  feat  again. 
Ev'n  in  an  ornament  its  place  remark, 
Nor  in  an  hermitage  fet  Dr.  Clarke. 
Behold  Villario's  ten  years  toil  complete; 
His  Quincunx  darkens,  his  Efpaliers  meet; 
The  wood  fupports  the  plain,  the  parts  unite, 
And  ftrength  of  (hade  contends  with  ftrength  of 
A  waVingglow  the  bloomy  beds  difpiay,   [light ; 
Blufhing  Ifi  bright  diveriities  of  day, 
With  iiiver-quiv'iing  rills  meander'd  o'er-— 
Enjoy  them,  you  !  Villario  can  no  more  ; 
TirV.  of  the  fcene  parterres  and  fountains  yield, 
He  finds  at  la  ft  he  better  likes  a  field. 

Thro1  his  young  woods  how  pleas'd  Sabinus 
Or  fa te  delighted  in  the  thick'ningfhade,[ftray'd, 
With  annual  joy  the  reddening  (hoots  to  greet, 


Book  IT. 


Or  fee  theftretcbing  branches  Ions:  too  meet ! 
His  fon's  fine  tafte  an  op'ner  villa  loves, 
Foe  to  the  dryads  of  his  father's  groves; 
One  boundlefs  green,  or  flouriih'd  Carpet  views, 
With  all  the  mournful  family  of  yews; 


Unwater'd  fee  the  droooing  fea-horfe  mourn, 
And  (wallows  rood  in  Nilus'  dufty  urn. 
My  lord  advances  with  majeftic  mien, 
Smit  with  the  mighty  pleafure  to  be  i'een  : 
But  foi"':— b)r  regular  approach— not  yet — 
Firftthro'  the  length  of  yon  hot  terrace  fweat  5 
Andwhen  up  ten  fteep  (lopes  you've  dragg'dyour 
Jultat  his  itudy  door  he  '11  blefsyour  eyes.[thighs, 

His  ftudy  !  with  what  authors  is  it  ftor'd  ? 
In  books,  not  authors,  curious  is  my  lord  ; 
To  all  their  dated  backs  he  turns  you  round, 
Thefe  Aldus  printed,  thofe  Du  Sueil  has  bound* 
Lo,  fome  are  vellum;  and  the  reft  as  good 
For  all  his  lordfhip  knows,  but  they  are  wood. 
For  Locke  or  Milton  'tis  in  vain  to  look; 
Thefe  (helves  admit  not  any  modern  book. 

And  now  the  chapel's  filver  bell  you  hear, 
That  fummons  you  to  all  the  pride  of  pray'r: 
Light  quirks  of  mufic,  broken  and  uneven, 
Make  the  foul  dance  upon  a  jig  to  heaven. 
On  painted  ceilings  you  devoutly  ffcare, 
Where  fpravvl  the  faints  of  Verrio  or  Laguerre, 
Or  giidtd  clouds  in  fair  expansion  lie, 
And  bring  all  Paradife  before  your  eye. 
To  reit  the  cuihion  and  foft  dean  invite, 
Who  never  mentions  hell  to  ears  polite. 

But  hark  !  the  chiming  clocks  to  dinner  call  J 
A  hundred  tootfteps  fcrape  the  marble  hall : 
The  rich  buffet  well-colour'd  ferpents  grace, 
And  gaping  Tritons  fnew  to  warn  your  face. 
Is  this  a  dinner  ?  this  a  genial  room  ? 
No,  'tis  a  temple,  and  a  hecatomb  ! 
A  folemn  facrifice,  perform 'd  in  ftate  ; 
You  drink  by  meafure,  and  to  minutes  eat. 
So  quick  retires  each  flying  courfe,  you  'd  fwear 
Sancho's  dread  doctor  and  his  wand  were  there. 


The  thriving  plants,  ignoble  broomfticks  made,   Between  each  act  the  trembling  falvers  ring, 
Now  (weep  thofe  alleys  they  were  born  to  (hade.  I  From  fouptofweet-wine,  and  God  blefs  the  king* 
At  Timon's  villa  let  us  pafs  aday*     [away  I    !  In  plenty  fiarving,  tantaliz'd  in  (late, 


Where  all  cry  out,  "  What  films  are  thrown 
So  proud,  fo  grand  ;  of  that  ftupendous  air, 
Soft  and  agreeable  come  never  there* 
Grentnefs,  with  Timon,  dwells  in  fuch  a  draught 
As  brings  ail  Brobdignag  before  your  thought. 
To  compafs  tiiisj  his  building  is  a  town, 
His  pond  an  ocean,  his  parterre  a  down  : 
Who  hutmuft  laugh,  the  malier  when  he  fees> 
A  purty  in  feci,  (hiv  ring  at  a  breeze  ! 
.T,o,  what  huge  heaps  of  iittlenefs  around  ! 
The  whole  a  labour'd  quarry  above  ground. 
Two  Cupids  fquirt  before  :"  a  lake  behind 
Improves  the  keennefs  of  the  northern  wind. 
His  gardens  next  your  admiration  call; 
Cn  ev'ry  fide  you  look,  behold  the  wall! 
No  pleating  intricacies  intervene, 
No  artful  wihinefs  to  perplex  the  fecne  ; 
Grove  nods  at  grove,  each  alley  has  a  brother, 
And  half  the  platform  ji iff.  refleCTs  the  other. 
The  furl  hing  eye  inverted  nature  fees, 
Trees  cut  to  ftati*e<SJ  ftatues  thick  as  trees; 
With  here  a  fountain  never  to  be  play'd  ; 
And  there  a  fummer-hoV.fb  that  knows  nofhade  ; 
Here  Amphitrite  fails  thro'  rftyTtle  bow'rs ij 
There  gladiators  fight,  or  die  in  fiow'rs} 


And  complaifantly  help'd  to  all  I  hate, 
Treated,  carefs'd,  and  tir'd,  I  take  my  leave, 
Sick  of  his  civil  pride  from  morn  to  eve; 
I  curfe  fuch  lavifh  cofl,  and  little  fkill, 
And  fwear  no  day  was  ever  pafs'd  Co  ill  ! 

Yet  hence  the  poor  are  cloth'd,  the  hungryfed$ 
Health  to  himfelf,  and  to  his  infants  bread 
The  lab'rer  bears  :  what  his  hard  heart  denies* 
His  charitable  vanity  fupplies. 

Another  age  iiuol  fee  the  golden  ear 
Imbrown  the  (lope,  and  nod  on  the  parterre, 
Deep  harvcit  bury  all  his  pride  has  plann'd, 
And  laughing  Ceres  re-affume  the  land. 

Who  then  (hall  grace,  or  who  improve  the  foil  ? 
Who  plants  like  Bathurft,  or  who  builds  like 
'Tis  ufe  alone  that  fan6f  ifies  expenfe,  [Boyle. 
And  fplendour  borrows  all  her  rays  from  fenfe, 

His  father's  acres  who  enjoys  in  peace, 
Or  makes  his  neignbour  glad,  if  he  increafe; 
Whole  cheerful  tenants  blefs  their  yearly  toil, 
Yet  to  their  lord  owe  more  than  to  the  foil ; 
Whofe  ample  lawns  are  not  aiham'tl  to  feed 
The  milky  heifer  and  deferving  fteed  ; 
Whofe  riling  forefts,  not  for  pride  or  fhow, 
But  future  buildings,  future  navies,  grow: 

Let 
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Let  his  plantations  itretch  from  down  to  down, 
Firft  fliade  a  country,  and  then  raife  a  town. 

You  too  proceed  !   make  felling-arts your  care, 
Erecl  new  wonders,  and  the  old  repair; 
Jones  and  Palladio  to  themfclves  reilore. 
And  he  whate'er  Virtruvius  was  before: 
Till  kings  call  forth  th'  ideas  of  your  mind 
(Proud  to  accomplilh  What  filch  hands  deiign'd), 
Bids  harbours  open,  public  ways  extend  j 
Bid  temples,  worthier  of  the  Cod,  afcend  ; 
Bid  the  broad  arch  the  dang'rous  Hood  contain, 
The  mole  projected  break  the  roaring  main; 
Back  to  his  bounds  their  fubjeci  lea  command, 
And  roll  obedient  rivers  thro'  the  land  ; 
Thefe  honours  peace  to  happy  Britain  brings  : 
Thefe  are  imperial  works,  and  worthy  kings. 


§   18.     EpiftU  to  Mr.  Addifon,  occafioned  by 
his  Dialogues  on  Medals.         Pope. 

See  the  wild  wra(le  of  all-devouring  years  ! 
How  Rome  her  own  fad  fepulchre  appears, 
With  nodding  arches,  broken  temples  fpread! 
The  very  tombs  now  vaniih'd  like  their  dead  ! 
Imperial  wonders  rais'd  on  nations  fpoil'd, 
Where,  mix'd  with  (laves,  the  groaning  martyr 

toil'd  : 
Huge  theatres,  that  now  unpeopled  woods, 
Now  drain'd  a  diflant  country  of  her  floods  : 
Fanes,  which  admiring  gods  with  pride  furvey, 
Statues  of  men  fcarce  leis  alive  than  they! 
Some  felt  the  iilent  ftroke  of  mould'ring  age, 
Some  hoftile  fury,  fome  religious  rage. 
Barbarian  blindnels,  Chriilian  fceal  confpire, 
And  Papal  piety,  and  Gothic  fire. 
Perhaps,  by  its  own  ruin  fav'd  from  f?ame, 
Some  buried  marble  half  preferves  a  name; 
That  name  the  learn'dwith  fierce  dilputes  purine, 
And  give  to  Titus  old  Vefpaiian's  due. 

Ambition  iigh'd  :  flie  found  it  vain  to  trull 
The  faithlefs  column  and  the  crumbling  bull ; 
Huge  moles,  whofe  fhadow  (Iretch'd  from  (bore 

to  fliore,  • 
Their  ruins  perifli'd,  and  their  place  no  more ! 
Convinc'd,  (he  now  contracts  her  vail  deiign, 
And  all  her  triumphs  (brink  into  a  coin. 
A  narrow  orb  each  crowded  conqueft  keeps  ; 
Beneath  her  palm  here  fed  Judea  weeps. 
Now  fcantier  limits  the  proud  arch  confine, 
And  fcarce  are  ktn  the  proilrate  Nile  or  Rhtne; 
And  fmall  Euphrates  thro''  the' piece  is  roll'd, 
And  little  eagles  wave  their  wings  in  gold. 

The  Medal,  faithful  to  its  charge  of  fame,     , 
Th  ro'  climes  an  d  ages  bears  each  form  and  name  ; 
In  one  (hort  view  fubjecled  to  our  eve, 
Gods,  emp'rors,  heroes,  (ages,  beauties,  lie. 
With  (harpen'd  fight  pale  antiquaries  pore, 
Tii'  infcription  value,  but  the  ruft  adore. 
This  the  blue  varnifh,  that  the  gteen  endears, 
The  facred  ruil  of  twice  ten  hundred  years 
To  gain  Pefcennius  one  employs  his  fchemes; 
One  grafps  a  Cecrops  in  ecllatic  dreams. 
Poor  Vadius,  long  with  learned  ink-en  devour'd, 
Can  taite  no  pkafure  lincc  his  Ihield  was  fcour'd  : 


And  Curio,  reftlefs  by  the  fair  one's  fide. 
Sighs  for  an  Otho,  and  neglecls  his  bride. 

Theirs  is  the  vanity,  the  learning  thine: 
Toucird  by  thy  hand,  again  Rome's  glories  fhine, 
Her  gods  and  godlike  heroes  rife  to  view, 
And  all  her  faded  garments  bloom  a-new. 
Nor  blufh,  thefe  (Indies  thy  regard  engage ; 
Thefe  plcas'd  the  fathers  of  poetic  rage  : 
The  verie  and  fculpture  bore  an  equal  part, 
And  art  reflected  images  to  art. 

Oh  when  ihall  Britain,  confcious  of  her  ckiim, 
Stand  emulous  of  Greek  and  Roman  fame  ? 
In  living  medals  fee  her  wars  enroird, 
1  And  vanquifh'd  realms  fupply  recording  gold? 
j  Here,  riling  bold,  the  patriot's  honeft  face  ; 
There,  warriors  frowning  in  hiiloric  hrais : 
Then  future  ages  with  delight  (hall  fee 
How  Plato's,  Bacon's,  Newton's,  looks  agree  \ 
Or  in  fair  feries  laurell'd  bards  be  mown, 
A  Virgil  there,  and  here  an  Addifon. 
Then  (hall  thyCraggs  (and  let  me  call  him  mine  ) 
On  the  call  ore,  another  Pollio,  mine} 
With  afpecl:  open  mall  erecl  his  head, 
And  round  the  orb  in  lairing  notes  be  read, 
"  Statefman,  yet  friend  to  truth  !  of  foul  iincere, 
"  In  aclion  faithful,  aad  in  honour  clear; 
"  Who  broke  no  promife,  ferv'd  no  private  end, 
"  Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  loft  no  friend  : 
""Ennobled  by  himfelf,  by  all  approv'd, 
"  Andprais'd,  unenvied,  by  the  Mufe  he  lov*d.,> 


§  19.  Epijileto  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  being  the  Prologue 
to  the  Satires.       Pope. 

P.  Shut,  (hut  the  door,  good  John,  fatigu'et 

I  fcid, 
Tye  up  the  knocker;  fay  I'm  fick,  I'm  dead. 
The  Dog- liar  rages  !  nay  'tis  pall  a  doubt, 
All  Bedlam,  or  Parnaflus,  is  let  out : 
Fire  in  each  eye,  and  papers  in  each  hand, 
They  rave,  recite,  and  madden  round  the  land. 

What  walls  can  guard  me,  or  what  (hades  can* 
hide  ?  [glide  j 

They  pierce  my  thickets,  thro*  my  grot  they 
By  land,  by  water,  they  renew  the  charge  ; 
They  ftop  the  chariot,  and  they  board  the  barge, 
No  place  is  facred,  not  the  Church  is  free, 
ftv'n  Sunday  (nines  no  Sabbath  day  to  me  :• 
Then  from  the  Mint  walks  forth  the  man  of 
Happy  !  to  catch  me  iuft  at  dinner  time,  [rhyme, 

Is  there  a  Parfon,  much  beams 'd  in  beer, 
A  maudlin "Poete is,  a  rhyming  Peer, 
A  Clerk,  foredoom'd  h?s  father's  fottl  to  crofs. 
Who  pens  a  Stanza  when  he  mould  engrofs? 
Is  there,  who,  lock'd  from  ink  and  paper  (crawls 
Wi  thdefp'  rate  charcoal  round  his  darken  d  walls? 
All  Hy  to  Twit'iiam,  and  in  humble  drain 
Apply  to  me,  to  keep  them  mad  or  vain. 
Arthur,  whofe  giddy  ion  neglects  the  lav  3, 
Imputes  to  me  and  my  danm'd  works  th   caufe§ 
Poor  Cornus  fees  his  frantic  wife  elope  j 
And  caries  Wit,  and  Poetiy,  and  P^pe.  [long 

Friend  to  my  Life  !  (which  did  not  you  pre* 
The  world  had  wanted  many  au  idle  long,) 
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What  Drops  or  Nojlrum  can  this  plague  remove  ? 
Or  which  mult  end  me,  a  Fool's  wrath  or  love  ? 
A  dire  dilemma !  either  way  I  'm  fped ; 
If  foes,  they  write  j  if  friends,  they  read  me  dead. 
Seiz'd  and  tied  down  to  judge,  how  wretched  I ! 
Who  can't  be  filent,  and  who  will  not  lie: 
To  laugh,  were  want  of  goodnefs  and  of  grace} 
And  to  be  grave,  exceeds  all  pow'r  of  face : 
I  fit  with  fad  civility,  I  read 
With  honefl  anguilh,  and  an  aching  head  j 
And  drop  at  laft,  but  in  unwilling  ears, 
This  faving  counfel, '  keepyourpiece  nineyears.' 
Nine  years  !  cries  he,  who  high  in  Drury-lane, 
Lull'd  by  foft  Zephyrs  thro'  the  broken  pane, 
Rhymes  ere  he  wakes,  and  prints  before  Term 
Oblig'd  by  hungerand  requeft  of  friends ;  [ends. 
*■  The  piece,  you  think,  is  incorrect  ?  why  take  it ; 

*  I  am  all  fubmiffion,  what  you'd  have  it  make  it.' 
Three  things  another's  modeft  wifhes  bound, 

My  Friendfhip,  and  a  Prologue,  and  Ten  Pound, 
Pitholeon  fends  to  me:  *  you  know  his  Grace: 

*  I  want  a  Patron  5  aik  him  for  a  Place/ 
Pitholeon  libell'd  me—'  but  here  's  a  letter  [ter 
'  Informs  you,  Sir,  'twas  when  he  knew  no  bet- 
'  Dare  you  refufe  him  ?  Curl  invites  to  dine  ; 

'  He  '11  write  a  "Journal,  or  he  '11  turn  Divine.' 
Blefs  me  !  a  packet. — '  'Tis  a  llranger  lues, 
'  A  Virgin  Tragedy,  an  Orphan  Mule.' 
If  I  diflike  it,  '  Furies,  death  and  rage!' 
If  I  approve,  '  Commend  it  to  the  ltage.'  [ends, 
There  (thank  my  liars !)  my  whole  commiflion 
The  players  and  I  are,  luckily,  no  friends. 
Fir'd  that  the  houfe  reject  him,  •  'Sdeath,  I'll 
'  print  it,  [Lintot.' 

*  And  lhame  the  fools — Your  int'reft,  Sir,  with 
Lintot,  dull  rogue  !  will  think  your  price  too 

*  Not,  Sir,  if  you  revife  it,  and  retouch.'  [much : 
All  my  demurs  but  double  his  attacks  j 
At.lait  he  wiipers,  'Do;  and  we  go  macks."' 
Glad  of  a  quarrel,  ftraight  I  clap  the  door : 
Sir,  let  me  fee  your  works  and  you  no  more. 

'Tis  lung,  when  Midas'  ears  began  to  fpring 
(Midas,  a  (acred  perfbn  and  a  king,), 
His  very  Minifter  who  fpied  them  tirit 
(Some  lay  his  Queen)  was  forc'd  to  fpeak,  or 
And  is  not  mi.ie,  my  friend,  a  forer  cafe,  [burft. 
When  ev'ry  coxcomb  perks  them  in  my  face  ? 

A.  Good  friend,  forbear!  you  deal  in  dang'rous 
things, 
I  'd  never  name  Queens,  Minifters,  or  Kings ; 
Xeep  clofe  to  Ears,  and  thofe  let  AfTes  prick, 
'Tis  Nothing — P.  Nothing,  if  they  biteand  kick? 
Out  with  it,  Dunciad !  let  the  fecret  pafs, 
That  fecret  to  each  fool,  that  he's  an  Afs :    [lie  ? 
The  truth  once  told  (and  wherefore  mould  we 
The  Queen  of  Midas  llept,  and  fo  may  I. 

You  think  this  cruel  ?  take  it  for  a  rule, 
No  creature  (marts  fo  little  as  a  fool. 
Let  peals  of  laughter,  Codrus,  round  thee  break, 
Thou  unconcern *d  eanithear  the  mighty  crack: 
Pit,  box,  and  galPry  in  convullions  hurl'd, 
T  hcu  ftand'lt  unfhook  amidft  a  buriting  world. 
Who  ihames  a  Scribbler?  break  one  cobweb  thro' 
He  ipins  ike  iiight  ieif-pleaiing  thread  anew  : 


Deftroy  his  fib  or  fophiftry  in  vain, 
The  creature  's  at  his  dirty  work  again, 
Thron'd  on  the  centre  of  his  thin  defigns, 
Proud  of  a  vatt  extent  of  flimfy  lines  ! 
Whom  have  [  hurt?  has  Poet  yet,  or  Peer, 
Loft  the  arch'd  eyebrow,  or  Parnaifian  fneer ; 
And  has  not  Colley  ftill  his  lord,  and  whore? 
His  butchers  Henly,  his  frce-mafons  Moor  ? 
Does  not  one  table  Bavius  ftill  admit  ? 
Still  to  one  Bifhop  Philips  feems  a  Wit? 
Still  Sappho — A.  Hold,  for  God's  fake—you'll 

offend, 
No  names — becalm— learn  prudence  ofafriend: 
I  too  could  write,  and  I  am  twice  as  tall ;     [all, 
Butfoes  like  thefe — P.  OneFlatt'rer  's  worfe  than 
Of  all  mad  creatures,  if  the  learn'd  are  right, 
It  is  the  flaver  kills,  and  not  the  bite. 
A  fool  quite  angry  is  quite  innocent: 
Alas  !  'tis  ten  times  worfe  when  they  repent. 

One  dedicates  in  high  heroic  profe, 
And  ridicules  beyond  a  hundred  foes: 
One  from  all  Grub-ftreet  will  my  fame  defend, 
And,  more  abufive,  calls  himlelf  my  friend. 
This  prints  my  Letters,  that  expects  a  bribe, 
And  others  roar  aloud,  '  Subfcribe,  fubfcribe/ 

There  are  who  to  my  perfon  pay  the  court, 
I  cough  like  Horace,  and,  tho'  lean,  am  fhort. 
Ammous  great  fon  one  moulder  had  too  high  ; 
Such  Ovid's  nofej  and,  'Sir!  you  have  an  Eye'— • 
Go  on,  obliging  creatures,  make  me  fee 
All  that  difgrac'd  my  Betters  met  in  me. 
Say  for  my  comfort,  languifhing  in  bed, 
'  Jufl  fo  immortal  Maro  held  his  head  ;' 
And  when  1  die,  be  fure  you  let  me  know 
Great  Homer  died  three  thoufand  years  ago. 

Why  did  I  write  !  what  fin  to  me  unknown 
Dipp'd  me  in  ink,  my  parent's,  or  my  own? 
As  yet  a  child,  nor  yet  a  fool  to  fame, 
I  lifp'd  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came. 
I  left  no  calling  for  this  idle  trade, 
No  duty  broke,  no  father  difobey'd        [Wife, 
The  Mufe  but  ferv'd  to  eafe  fome  Friend,  not 
To  help  me  thro'  this  long  difeafe,  my  Life  j 
To  fecond,  Arbuthnot !  thy  Art  and  Care, 
And  teach  the  being  you  preferv'd  to  bear. 

Bur  why  then  publilh?  Granville  the  polite, 
And  knowing  Waljht  would  tell  me  I  could  write ; 
Well-natur'd  Garth,  inflam'd  with  early  praife, 
And  Congreve  lov'd,  and  S<wift  endur'd  my  lays  j 
The  courtly  Talbot,  Somers,  Sheffield  read ; 
Ev'n  mitred  Kozhefler  would  nod  the  head  ; 
And  St.  John's  felf  (great  Dryden's  friend  be- 
With  open  arms  receiv'd  one  Poet  more,    [fore) 
Happy  my  ftudies,  when  by  thefe  approv'd  ! 
Happier  their  Author  when  by  thefe  belov'd  ! 
From  thefe  the  world  will  judge  of  men  and 

books, 
Not  from  the  Burnet s,  Oldmixons,  and  Cooks. 

Soft  were  ray  numbers,  who  could  take  offence 
While  pure  Defcription  held  the  place  of  Senfe  ? 
Like  gentle  Fanny's  was  my  flow'ry  theme, 
A  painted  miltrefs,  or  a  purling  ftream. 
Yet  then  did  Gildon  draw  his  venal  auill  j 
I  wilh'd  the  man  a  dinner,  and  fat  Hill. 

Yet 
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Yet  then  did  Dennis  rave  in  furious  fret; 
I  never  anfwer'd,  I  was  not  in  debt. 
If  want  provok'd,  or  madnefs  made  them  print, 
I  wag'd  no  war  with  Bedlam  or  the  Mint. 

Did  fome  more  fober  Critic  come  abroad; 
If  wrong,  I  fmilM;  if  right,  I  kifs'd  the  rod. 
Pains,  reading,  itudy,  are  their  juit  pretence; 
And  all  they  want  is  fpirit,  tafte,  and  fenfe. 
Commas  and  ncints  they  fet  exactly  right ; 
And  'twere  a  iin  to  rob  them  of  their  mite. 
Yet  ne  er  one  Qwrig  of  laurel  grae'd  the'e  ribalds, 
From  Uafhirg  Beniley  down  to  piddling  Til-aids  ; 
Eachwighl  w  ho  reads  not.andbutlcansandfpells, 
Each  Word  catcher,  that  lives  on  fyllables, 
Ev'n  fuch  fmail  Critics  fome  regard  may  claim, 
Prelc  rv'd  in  Mihcn's  or  in  Shaifpeare's  name. 
Pretty  !  in  Amber  to  obferve  the  forms 
Of  hairs  or  ftraws,  or  dirt,  or  grubs,  or  worms ! 
The  things  we  know  are  neither  rich  nor  rare, 
But  wonder  how  the  devil  they  got  there. 

Were  others  angry  :  I  excus'd  them  too; 
Weil  might  they  rage,  I  gave  them  but  their  due. 
A  man's  true  merit  'tis  not  hard  to  find  ; 
But  each  man's  fecret  ftandard  in  his  mind, 
That  calling-weight  pride  adds  to  emptinefs, 
This  who  can  gratify  ?  for  wh.o  can  guej's  ? 
The  Eard  whom  pilfer'd  Pallorals  renown, 
Who  turns  a  Perfian  tale  for  half  a  crown, 
Juft  writes  to  make  his  barrennefs  appear, 
And  "ft  rains,  from  hard  bound  brains,  eight  lines 

a  year; 
He,  who  it  ill  wanting,  tho'  he  lives  on  theft, 
Steals  much,  fpends  little,  yet  has  nothing  left : 
And  He,who  now  to  fenfe,  now  nonfenfe  leaning, 
Means  not,  but  blunders  roundabout  a  meaning, 
And  He,  whofe  fuftian  's  fo  fuhlimely  bad, 
It  is  not  poetry,  but  profe  run  mad: 
All  thefe,  my  modeil  Satire  bade  tranjlatey 
And  own'd  that  nine  fuch  Poets  made  a  Tate. 
How  did  they  fume,  and  ftamp,  and  roar  and 
And  fvvear,  not  Addifon  himfelf  was  lafe.  [chafe ! 

Peace  to  ail  fuch !  but  were  there  one  whofe 
fires 
True  Genius  kindles,  and  fair  Fame  infpires; 
Blell  with  each  talent  and  each  art  to  pleafe, 
And  born  to  write,  converfe,  and  live  with  e^k : 
Should  fuch  a  man,  too  fond  to  rule  alone, 
Bear,  like  the  Turk,  no  brother  near  the  throne, 
View  him  with  fcornful,  yet  with  jealous  eyes, 
And  hate  for  arts  that  caus'd  himfelf  to  rife  ; 
Damn  with  faint  praife,  ailent  with  civil  leer, 
And,  without  fneering,  teach  the  reft  to  fneer; 
Willing  to  wound,  and  yet  afraid  to  ftrike, 
Juft  hint  a  fault,  and  helitate  dillike; 
Alike  referv'd  to  blame,  or  to  commend, 
A  tim'rous  foe,  and  a  fufpicious  friend; 
Dreading  ev'n  Fools,  by  Flatterers  beiieg'd, 
And  fo  obliging,  that  he  ne'er  oblig'd  ; 
Like  Cato,  gives  his  little  Senate  laws, 
And  lit  attentive  to  his  own  applaufe  ; 
While  Wits  and  Templars  ev'ry  fentence  raife, 
And  won  'er  with  a  fooiifn  face  of  praife — 
Who  but  muft  laugh,  if  fuch  a  man  there  be  ? 
Whc  won  \  if  Atticub  were  he ? 


What,  tho'  my  name  ftood  rubric  on  the  walls, 
Or  plafter'd  polls,  with  claps,  in  capitals  ? 
Or  liuoking  forth,  a  hundred  hawkers  load, 
On  wings  of  winds  came  flying  all  abroad? 
I  lbught  no  homage  from  the  race  that  write  : 
I  kept,  like  Afian  monarchs,  from  their  fight  5 
Poems  I  heeded  (now  be-rhym'd  fo  long) 
No  more  than  thou,greatGeorge!  a  birthday  long. 
I  ne'er  with  wits  or  witlings  pafs'd  my  days, 
To  fpread  about  the  itch  of  verfe  and  praife  3 
Nor,  like  a  puppy,  dangled  thro'  the  town, 
To  fetch  and  carry  ling-long  up  and  down; 
Nor  at  rehearfals  fweat,  and  mouth 'd,  and  cry'd, 
With  handkerchief  and  orange  at  my  fide ; 
But  fick  of  fops,  and  poetry,  and  prate, 
To  Buj'o  left  the  whole  CajlaUan  ftate. 

Proud,  as  Apollo  on  his  forked  hill, 
Sat  full  blown  Bnfo,  ptiff'd  by  ev'ry  quill  j 
Fed  with  foft  dedication  all  day  long, 
Horace  and  he  went  hand  in  hand  in  lbng. 
His  library  (where  bulls  of  poets  dead 
A: id  a  true  Pindar  ftood  without  a  head) 
Receiv'd  of  wits  an  undiltinguim'd  race, 
Who  firft  his  judgment  aik'd.and  then  a  place : 
Much  they  extoll'd  his  pictures,  much  his  feat, 
And  tiatter'd  ev'ry  day,  and  fome  days  eat: 
Till  grown  more  frugal  in  his  riper  days, 
He  paid  fome  bards  withport,andlbmewithpraife; 
To  fome  a  dry  rehearial  was  allign'd ; 
And  others  (harder  ftill)  he  paid  in  kind. 
Dry  den  alone  (what  wonder  !)  came  not  nigh; 
Dryden  alone  efcap'd  this  judging  eye: 
But  ftill  the  great  have  kindnefs  in  referve; 
He  help'd  to  bury  whom  he  help'd  to  ftarve. 

May  fome  choice  patron  blefs  each  grey  goofe 
May  ev'ry  Ba-vius  have  his  Bufo  ftill !         quill ! 
So  when  a  ltateiman  wants  a  day's  defence, 
Or  envy  holds  a  whole  week's  war  with  fenfe: 
Or  limple  pride  for  flatt'ry  makes  'demands, 
May  Dunce  by  Dunce  be  whiftled  off  my  hands ! 
Bleft  be  the  great  for  thole  they  take  away, 
And  thole  they  left  me,  for  they  left  me  Gay; 
Left  me  to  fee  neglecled  Genius  bloom, 
Neglected  die,  and  tell  it  on  his  tomb  : 
Of  all  thy  blamelels  life  the  lble  return, 
My  Verfe  and  QueenuV  ry  weeping  o'er  thy  urn. 

O  let  me  live  my  own,  and  die  fo  too! 
(To  live  and  die  is  all  I  have  to  do)  : 
Maintain  a  Poet's  dignity  and  eafe, 
Andfeewhat  friends,and  readwhatbooks  I  pleafe. 
Above  a  patron,  tho'  I  condefcend 
Sometimes  to  call  a  minifter  my  friend. 
I  was  not  born  for  courts  or  great  affairs  : 
I  pay  my  debts,  believe,  and  lay  my  pray'rs  ; 
Can  fleep  without  a  poem  in  my  head, 
Nor  know  if  Dennis  be  alive  or  dead. 

Why  am  I  afle'd  what  next  lhall  fee  the  li^ht  ? 
Heavens  !  was  I  born  for  nothing  but  to  w  rite  ? 
Has  life  no  joys  for  me  ?  or  (to  be  grave) 
Have  I  no  friend  to  ferve,  no  foul  to  five  ?  [doubt 
"  I  found  himclofe  with  S<wijV — '  Indeed  ?  no 
(Cries  prating  Balbiu)  fomething  will  come  out. 
*Tis  all  in  vain,  deny  it  as  I  will ; 
No,  iuch  a  Genius  never  can  lie  ftill;' 

And 
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And  then  for  mine  obligingly  miftakes 
The  firft  lampoon  Sir  U "ill  or  i?#/>0  makes. 
Poor  guiltlefs  I !  and  can  I  chooie  but  fmile, 
When,  ev'ry  coxcomb  knows  me  by  my  jiyle  ? 

Curd  be  the  verfe,  how  well  foe*er  it  flow, 
That  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  foe, 
Give  virtue  fcandal,  innocence  a  fear, 
Or  from  the  (bft-ey'd  virgin  iteal  a  tear ! 
But  he  who  hurts  a  harmiefs  neighbours  peace, 
Infults  fallen  worth,  or  beauty  in  didrefs  ; 
Who  loves  a  lie,  lame  (lander  helps  about, 
Who  writes  a  libel,  or  who  copies  out ; 
That  fop  whole  pride  a  (feels  a  patron's  name, 
Yet  ablent  wounds  an  author's  honed  fame; 
Who  can  your  merit  felfijhly  approve, 
And  (how  the  fenfe  of  it  without  the  love ; 
Who  has  the  vanity  to  call  you  Friend, 
Yet  wants  the  honour  injur'd  to  defend  ; 
Who  tells  whate'er  you  think,  whate'er  you  fay, 
And,  if  he  lie  not,  muft  at  lead  betray  : 
Who  to  the  d:<an  and  jil-ver  bell  can  fwear, 
And  fees  at  Camions  what  was  never  there  ; 
Who  reads  but  with  a  lull  to  mifapoly, 
Make  fatire  a  lampoon,  and  fiftion  lie — 
A  la(h  like  mine  no  honed  man  mall  dread, 
But  all  fuch  babbling  blockheads  in  his  Head. 

Let  Sporus  tremble. — A.  What  !  that  thing  of 
(ilk? 
Spcri/s,  that  mere  white  curd  of  afs's  milk  ? 
Satire  or  (enfe,  alas !  can  Sporus  feel  ? 
Who  breaks  a  butterfly  upon  a  wheel  ? 

P.  Yet  let  me  flap  this  bug  with  gilded  wings, 
This  painted  child  of  dirt,  thatilinks  and  (tings  ; 
Whofe  buzz  the  witty  and  the  fair  annoys, 
Yet  wit  ne'er  tades,  and  beauty  ne'er  enjoys  : 
So  well-bred  fpaniels  civilly  delight 
Jn  mumbling  of  the  game  they  dare  not  bite. 
Eternal  fmiles  his  emptinefs  betray, 
As  (hallow  dreams  run  dimpling  all  the  way. 
Whether  in  florid  impotence  he  ("peaks, 
And,astheprompterbreathes,thepuppetiqueaks, 
Or  at  the  ear  of  Eve,  familiar  toad, 
Half  froth,  half  venom,  (pits  him felf  abroad, 
Jn  puns,  or  politics,  or  tales,  or  lies, 
Or  fpite,  or  (bint,  or  rhymes,  or  blafphemies. 
His  wit  all  fee -law,  between  that  and  this  ;      > 
Now  high,  now  low,  now  mader  up,  now  mifs,  J 
And  he  himfelf  one  vile  antithefis.  j 

Amphibious  thing!  that  acting  either  part, 
The  trifling  head,  or  the  corrupted  heart  ; 
Fop  at  the  toilet,  fiatt'rer  at  the  board, 
J\Tow  trips  a  lady,  and  now  drurs  a  lord. 
JZ'vSs  tempter  thus  the  rabbins  have  exprefs'd: 
A  cherub's  face,  a  reptile  all  the  red. 
Beauty  that  (hocks  you,  parts  that  none  will  trud. 
Wit  that  can  creep,  and  pride  that  licks  the  dud. 

Not  fortune's  worflvipper,  nor  faihion's  fool, 
Not  lucre's  madman,  nor  ambition's  tool, 
Not  proud,  nor  (ervile;  be  one  Poet's  praife, 
That,  if  he  pleas'd,  he  pleas'd  by  manly  ways : 
That  Hatt'ry  ev'n  to  Kings  he  held  a  (hame, 
And  thought  a  lie  in  verie  or  prole  the  fame : 
That  not  in  Fancy's  maze  he  wander'd  long, 
But  doop'd  to  Truth,  and  moraliz'd  Ids  fong: 


That  not  for  Fame,  but  Virtue's  better  end, 
He  dood  the  furious  foe,  the  timid  friend, 
The  damning  critic,  half-approving  wit, 
The  coxcomb  hit,  or  fearing  to  be  hit; 
Laugh 'd  at  the  lofs  of  friends  he  never  had, 
The  dull,  the  proud,  the  wicked,  and  the  mad; 
The  didant  threats  of  vengeance  on  his  head> 
The  blow  unfelr,  the  tear  he  never  (bed; 
The  tale  reviv'd,  the  lie  fo  oft  o'erthrown, 
Th'  imputed  trafh  and  dulnefs  not  his  own  ; 
The  morals  blacken'd  when  the  writings  'fcape, 
The  libell'd  perfon,  and  the  piclur*d  lhape; 
Abufe  on  all  he  lov'd,  or  lov'd  him,  (bread  ; 
A  friend  in  exile,  or  a  father  dead  ; 
The  whifper  that,  to  greatnels  dill  too  near, 
Perhaps  yet  vibrates  on  his  Sov'reign's  ear- 
Welcome  for  tliee,  fair  Virtue!  all  the  pad; 
For  thee,  fair  Virtue  !  welcome  even  the  lajl  f 

A.  But  why  infult  the  poor,  adront  the  great? 

P.  A  knave  's  a  knave  to  me  in  ev'ry  date ; 
Alike  my  fcorn  if  he  fucceed  or  fail, 
Sporus  at  court,  or  Japhet  in  a  jail, 
A  hireling  fcribbler,  or  a  hireling  peer, 
Knight  of  the  pod  corrupt,  or  of  the  (hire  j 
If  on  a  pillory,  or  near  a  throne, 
He  gain  his  Prince's  ear,  or  lofe  his  own. 

Yet  foft  by  nature,  more  a  dupe  than  witj 
Sappho  can  tell  you  how  this  man  was  bit ; 
This  dreaded  Sat'rid  Dennis  will  confefs 
Foe  to  his  pride,  but  friend  to  his  didrefs : 
So  humble,  he  has  knock'd  at  TibaWs  door, 
Has  drunk  with   Cibber,  nay  has  rhym'd  for 

Msor. 
Full  ten  years  (lander'd,  did  he  once  reply  ? 
Three  thoufand  funs  went  down  on  V/elfted's  He ; 
To  pleafe  a  Miftrefs,  one  afpers'd  his  life; 
He  lafti'd  him  not,  but  let  her  be  his  wife: 
Let  Budgel  charge  low  Grubjlreet  on  his  quill, 
And  write  whate'er  he  pleas'd,  except  his  Will} 
Let  the  two  Curls  of  Town  and  Court  abufe 
His  father,  mother,  body,  foul,  and  mufe. 
Yet  why  ?  that  Father  held  it  for  a  rule, 
It  was  a  (in  to  call  our  neighbour  fool: 
That  harmiefs  Mother  thought  no  wife  a  whore: 
Hear  this,  and  (pare  his  family,  James  Moor  I 
Unfported  names,  and  memorable  long  ! 
If  there  be  force  in  Virtue  or  in  Song. 

Of  gentle  blood  (part  ihed  in  Honour's  caufe, 
While  yet  in  Britain  Honour  had  applaufe) 

parent  fprung.— /i.  What  fortune,  pray?— 
P.  Their  own  ; 
And  better  got  than  BeJ1ia\  from  the  throne. 
Horn  to  no  Pride,  inheriting  no  Strife, 
Nor  marrying  Difcord  in  a  noble  wife; 
Stranger  to  civil  and  religions  rage, 
i  The  good  man  walk'd  innoxious  through,  his  nge, 
No  Courts  he  law,  no  Suits  would  ever  try, 
Nor  dar'd  an  Oath,  nor  hazarded  a  Lie 
Unlearn 'd,  he  knew  no  fchoolmm's  fubtle  art: 
No  language  but  the  language  of  the  heart. 
By  nature  honed,  by  experience  wile, 
Healthy  by  temp'rance,  and  by  cxercile; 
His  life,  tho'  long,  to  fteknefs  pafs'd  unknown, 
His  death  was  infant,  and  without  a  groan. 

O  grant 
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O  grant  me  thus  to  live,  :  i  to  die  ! 

Who  iprung  from  Kings  lhall  know  lefs  joy 
than  r. 

O  Friend !  may  each  domeflic  blifs  be  thine  ! 
Be  no  impleading-  Melancholy  mine: 
Me  let  the  tender  office  long  engage, 
To  rock  the  cradle  ol  tgej 

ii  lenient  arts  extend  a  Mother's  breath, 
Make  languor  fmilejand  fmooth  the  bed  of  death; 
Explore  the  thought,  explain  the  afking  eye, 
And  keep  awhile  one  parent  from  the  iky  ! 
On  cares  like  thefe,  if  length  of  days  attend, 
Ma\-  Heaven,tobicf  sthoieday  s,preferve  my  friend, 
Prelerve  him  facial,  cheerful,  and  ferene, 
And  juil  as  rich  as  when  he  ferv'd  a  Queen. 

A.  Whether  that  bleiTing  be  denied  or  given, 
Thus  far  was  right,  the  reit  belongs  to  Heaven. 


§20.  Satires  and Epijf/es  of  Horace  imitated.  Pope. 

SATIRE    I. 

To  Mr.  Forte/cue. 

r\  There  are  (I  fcarcecan  think  it,  but  am  told) 
There  are  to  whom  my  Satire  feems  too  bold  j 
Scarce  to  wife  Peter  complaifant  enough, 
And  fomething  laid  ofChartresmuch  too  rough. 
The  lines  are  weak,  another's  pleas'd  to  fay  j 
Lord  Fanny  ipins  a  thousand  fuch  a  day. 
Tim'rous  by  nature,  of  the  rich  in  awe, 
I  come  to  counfel  learned  in  the  law  : 
You  '11  give  me,  like  a  friend  both  fage  and  free, 
Advice  ;  and  (as  you  ufe)  without  a  fee. 
F.  I  'd  write  no  more. 

A.  Not  write  ?  but  then  I  think : 
And  for  my  foul  I  cannot  deep  a  wink* 
I  nod  in  company,  I  wake  at  night ; 
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Abufe  the  city's  beft  good  men  in  metre, 
And  laugh  at  peers  that  put  their  truit  in  Peter. 
Ev'n  thole  you  touch  not,  hate  you. 

P.  What  mould  ail  them  * 

F.  A  hundred  fmart  in  Timon  and  in  Balaam. 
The  fewer  ftill  you  name,  you  wound  the  more ; 
Bond  is  but  one,  but  Harpax  is  a  fcore. 

P.  Each  mortal  has  his  pleafure  :  none  deny 
Scarfdale  his  bottle,  Darty  his  ham-pye ; 
Ridotta  lips  and  dances,  till  lhe  fee 
The  doubling  luftres  dance  as  fait  as  (he; 

F — loves  the  ienate,  Hockley  hole  his  brother, 
Like  in  all  elfe  as  one  egg  to  another. 
I  love  to  pour  out  all  myfelf,  as  plain 
As  downright  Shippen,  or  as  old  Montaigne  : 
In  them,  as  certain  to  be  lov'd  as  feem 
The   foul    ftood   forth,    nor   kept  a   thought 

within : 
In  me  what  foots  (for  foots  I  have)  appear, 
Will  prove  at  lealt  the  medium  mult  be  clear* 
In  this  impartial  glafs  my  Mule  intends 
Fair  to  expole  myfelf,  my  foes,  my  friends; 
Publiih  the  preient  age  ;  but  where  my  text 
Is  vice  too  high,  referve  it  for  the  next: 
My  foes  lhall  wifli  my  life  a  longer  date, 
And  ev"ry  friend  the  lefs  lament  my  fate. 
My  head  and  heart  thus  flowing  thro''  my  quill* 
Verfeman  or  Profeman,  term  me  which  you  will, 
Papift  or  Protellant,  or  both  between, 
Like  good  Erafmus,  in  an  honeit  mean, 
In  moderation  placing  all  my  glory, 
While  Tories  call  me  Whig, and  Whigs  a  Tory* 

Satire's  my  weapon,  but  I  'm  too  difcreet 
To  run  a-muck,  and  tilt  at  all  I  meet  j 
I  only  wear  it  in  a  land  of  hectors, 
[Thieves,  fupercargoes,  (harpers,  and  directors. 
■  Save  but  our  army!  aud  let  Jove  incruft 
Swords,  pikes,  and  guns,  with  everhfting  ruft! 


Fools  rulh  into  my  head,  and  lb  I  write. 

f.You  could  notdoaworfe  thing  for  your  life,  j  Peace  is  my  dear  delight — not  Fleury's  more: 


Why,  if  the  nights  feetn  tedious,  take  a  wife : 
Or  rather  truly,  if  your  point  be  reit, 
Lettuce  and  cowilip  wine — probatum  efi. 
But  talk  with  Celfus,  Celfus  will  advife 
Hartihorn,or  fomething  that  lhall  clofeyoureyes. 
Or,  if  you  needs  mult  write,  write  Casiar's  praile ; 
You  il  gain  at  le.fft  a  knighibcoJ,  or  the  bays. 
P.  What  f  like  Sir  Richard,  rumbling,  rough, 


But  touch  me,  and  no  miniiler  lb  fore. 
WTho'er  offends*  at  fome  unlucky  time 
Slides  into  verfe,  and  hitches  in  a  rhyme, 
Sacred  to  ridicule  his  whole  life  lon& 
And  the  fad  burthen  of  fome  merry  fon?". 

Slander  or  poifon  dread  from  Delia's  i 
Hard  words,  or  hanging,  if  your  judge  be  1  sgc: 
From  furious  Sappho  icarce  a  milder  fate, 


and  fierce,  [the  verie,  p-x'd  by  her  love,  or  libeli'd  by  her  hate, 

With  Arms,  and  George,  and  Bruniwick  crowd   Its  proper  pow'r  to  hurt,  each  creature  feels  ; 
Rend  with  tremendous  found  your  ears  ai  under, 
With  gun,  drum,  trumpet,  blunde'rbufs,   and 

thunder? 
Or  nobly  wild,  with  Budgel's  fire  and  force, 
Paint  angels  trembling  round  his  falling  horfe  ? 
F.  Then  all  your  IVIufe's  fofter  art  diiplay, 


Let  Carolina  fmooth  the  tuneful  lay, 
Lull  with  Amelia's  liquid  name  the  Nine, 
And  fweetly  flow  thro'  all  the  royal  line. 

P.  Alas  !  few  verfes  touch  their  nicer  ear  5 
They  fcarcecan  bear  their  Laureate  twice  a  year ; 
And  juiily  Caefar  fcorns  the  poet's  lays ; 
It  is  to  hJJory  he  traits  for  praife. 

F.  Better  be  Cibber,  I  '11  maintain  it  ftill, 
Than  ridicule  all  taite,  biafpheme  quadrille, 


Bulls  aim  their  horns,  and  ailes  lift  their  hec 
'Tis  a  bear's  talent  not  to  kick,  but  hug; 
And  no  man  wonders  he  's  not  ftungby  pug. 
So  drink  with.  Waters,  or  with  Chart  res  eat ; 
They'll  never  poifon  you,  they'll  only  cheat. 

Then,  learned  Sir  !   (to  cut  the  matter  ihort} 
Whate'er  my  fate,  or  well  or  iil  at  Court, 
Whether  old  age,  with  faint  out  cheerful  ray, 
Attends  to  gild  the  ev'ti'mg  of  my  day  ; 
Or  death's  black  wing  already  be  dnpfay'd, 
To  wrap  me  in  the  uni  venal  (hade  j 
Whether  the  darken'd  room  to  mule  invite, 
Or  whiten'd  wall  provoke  tbe  fltewer  to  write^ 
In  durance,  exile,  Bedlam,  or  the  Mint, 
Like  Lee  or  Bud-cl,  I  w£l  rhyme  and  prir.t. 


a  68 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS, 


Book  I  J. 


F.  Ahs,  young  man  !  your  days  can  ne'er  be 
In  ftow'r  of  age  you  periih  for  a  long  !     [long  ; 
Pknrts  and  directors,  Shyloek  and  his  wife, 
Will  club  their  teiters  now  to  take  your  life  ! 

P.  What  ?  arm'd  for  virtue  when  I  point  the 
pen, 
Brand  the  bold  front  of  ihamelefs  guilty  men  ; 
Dafh  the  proud  gamefter  in  his  gilded  car; 
3>are  the  mean  heart  that  lurks  beneath  ayfor; 
Can  there  be  wanting,  to  defend  her  cauie, 
Lights  of  the  church,  or  guardians  of  the  laws  ? 
Could  penfion'd  Boileau  laih  in  honeft  ftrain 
Flatterers  and  bigots  even  in  Louis'  reign  ? 
Could  Laureate  Dryden  pimp  and  friar  engage, 
Yet  neither  Charles  nor  James  be  in  a  rage  ? 
And  I  not  ftrip  the  gilding  off  a  knave, 
Unplac'd,  unpention'd,  no  man  's  heir  or  fiave  r 
I  will,  or  perifh  in  the  gen'rous  caufe: 
3-Iear  this,  and  tremble  !   you  who  Teape  the 
Yes,  while  I  live,  no  rich  or  noble  knave    [laws. 
Shall  walk  the  world  in  credit  to  his  grave. 
To  virtue  only  and  her  friends  a  friend, 
The  world  beiide  may  murmur  or  commend. 
Know,  all  the  diitant  din  that  world  can  keep, 
Hoik  o'er  my  grotto,  and  but  froths  my  fleep. 
There,  my  retreat  the  belt  companions  grace, 
Chiefs  out  of  war,  and  ftatefmen  out  of  place. 
There  St.  John  mingles  with  my  friendly  bowl 
The  feaft  of  reaibn  and  the  flow  of  fool : 
And  he, whole  lightning  piere'd  th'Iberian  lines, 
Now  foims  my  quincunx,  and  now  ranks  my 
Ortames  the  genius  of  the  It  unborn  plain,  [vines; 
Almoft  as  quickly  as  he  conquer'd  Spain. 

Envy  muft  own,  I  live  among  the  great, 
No  pimp  of  pleafure,  and  no  ipy  of  itate  ; 
"With  eyes  that  pry  not,  tongue  that  ne'er  repeats, 
Fond  to  fpread  friendships,  but  to  cover  heats  •, 
To  help  who  want,  to  forward  who  excel ;    [tell ; 
This,  all  who  know  me  know;  who  love  me, 
And  he  unknown  defame  me,  let  them  be 
Scribblers  to  peers,  alike  are  mob  to  me. 
-This  is  my  plea,  on  this  I  reft  my  caufe — 
What  faith  my  counlel,  learned  in  the  laws  ? 

F.  Your  plea  is  good;  but  ftill  I  fay,  beware  ! 
Laws  are  explain'd  by  men — !b  have  a  care. 
It  itands  on  record,  that  in  Richard's  times 
A  man  was  hang'd  for  very  honeft  rhymes  1 
Con iu It  the  ftatute,  quart.  I  think  it  is, 
Edivardii  fext.  or  prim,  et  quint.  Eliz. 
See  Libels,  Satires — here  you  have  it — read. 

P.  Libels  and  Satires !  lawlefs  things  indeed  ! 
But  grave  Epiftles,  bringing  vice  to  light, 
Such  as  a  King  might  read,  a  Bifhop  write, 
Such  as  Sir  Robert  would  approve — 

F.  Indeed? 
The  cafe  is  alter'd — you  may  then  proceed ; 
In  inch  a  cauie  the  plaintiff  ivill  lie  hifs'd, 
My  lords  the  judges  laugh,  and  you  're  diimiiVd. 

SATIRE    II. 

To  Mr.  Bethel. 

What,  and  how  great,  the  virtue  and  the 
To  live  on  little  with  a  cheerful  heart,        [.in. 


(A  doctrine  fage,  but  truly  none  of  mine), 
Let 's  talk,  my  friends,  but  talk  before  we  dine. 
Not  when  a  gilt  buffet's  reflected  pride 
Turns  you  from  found  philofophy  aiide ; 
Not  when  from  plate  to  plate  your  eye-balls  roll, 
And  the  brain  dancing  to  the  mantling  bowl. 

HearBethel'sSermon,one  notvers'd  infchools, 
But  ftrong  in  fenfe,  and  wife  without  the  rules* 
Go  work,  hunt,  exercife  !  (he  thus  began) 
Then  fcom  a  homely  dinner  if  you  can. 
Your  wine  lock'd  up,  your  butler  itroU'd  abroad, 
Or  fifn  denied  (the  river  yet  unthaw'd), 
If  then  plain  bread  and  milk  will  do  the  feat, 
The  pleafure  lies  in  you,  and  not  the  meat. 

Preach  as  I  pleafe,  I  doubt  our  curious  men 
Will  choofe  a  pheafant  ftill  before  a  hen; 
Yet  hens  of  Guinea  full  as  good  I  hold, 
Except  you  eat  the  feathers  green  and  gold. 
Of  carps  and  mullets  why  prefer  the  great, 
(ThoY  cut  in  piece's  ere  my  Lord  can  eat), 
Yet  for  fmall  turbots  fuch  efteem  profefs  ? 
Because  God  made  thefe  large,,  the  other  lefs. 
Oldrield,  with  more  than  harpy  throat  endued, 
Cries,  "  Send  me, gods !  a  whole  hog  barbecued  !** 
O  blaft  it,  (bath  winds,  till  a  llench  exhale 
Rank  as  the  ripenefs  of  a  rabbit's  tail ! 
By  what  criterion  do  yon  eat,  d'ye  think, 
If  this  is  priy.'d  for  fweetnefs,  that  for  ftink? 
When  the  tir'd  glutton  labours  thro'  a  treat. 
He  finds  no  relifh  in  the  fweeteft  meat ; 
He  calls  for  fomething  bitter,  fomething  four, 
And  the  rich  feaft  concludes  extremely  poor : 
Cheap  eggs,  and  herbs,  and  olives  ftill  we  fee  j 
Thus  much  is  left  of  old  Simplicity  ! 
The  Robin-red-breaft  till  of  late  had  reft, 
And  children  facred  held  a  Martin's  neft. 
Till  Becca-iieas  fold  (o  dev'lilh  dear 
To  one  that  was,  or  would  have  been,  a  Peer. 
Let  me  extol  a  Cat  on  oy Iters  fed, 
I'll  have  a  party  at  the  Bedford-head  $ 
Or  ev'n  to  crack  live  Crawfifh  recommend, 
I'd  never  doubt  at  Court  to  make  a  friend. 
'Tis  yet  in  vain,  I  own,  to  keep  a  pother 
About  one  vice,  and  fall  into  the  other  : 
Between  Excels  and  Famine  lies  a  mean; 
Plain,  but  not  fordid ;  tho'  not  fplendid,  clean. 
Avidien,  or  his  Wife  (no  matter  which, 
For  him  you  '11  call  a  dog,  and  her  a  bitch) 
Sell  their  prefented  partridges  and  fruits, 
And  humbly  live  on  rabbits  and  on  roots : 
One  half-pint  bottle  ferves  them  both  to  dine, 
And  is  at  once  their  vinegar  and  wine. 
But  on  fome  lucky  day  (as  when  they  found 
Aloft  Bank  bill,  orheard  their  fon  was  drown'd) 
At  fuch  a  feaft,  old  vinegar  to  ipare, 
Is  what  two  fouls  fo  gen'rous  cannot  bear : 
Oil,  though  it  ftink,  they  drop  by  drop  impart; 
j  But  foufe  the  cabbage  with  a  bounteous  heart. 

He  knows  to  live  who  keeps  the  middle  itate, 
And  neither  leans  on  this  fide  nor  on  that ; 
Nor  ftops  for  one  bad  cork  his  butler's  pay  j 
Swears,  like  Albutius,  a  good  cook  away  $ 
Nor  lets,  like  Nacvius,  ev'ry  error  pafs; 
The  mufty  wine,  foul  cloth,  or  greafy  glafs. 

Now 
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Now  hear  what   bleffings  Temperance  can 
bring: 
(Thus  faid  our  friend,  and  what  he  faid  I  fing) 
Firit  Health :  the  itoniach  (cranun'd  from  ev'ry 

diih, 
A  tomb  of  boil'd  and  roaft,  and  flefh  and  fifh, 
Where  bile,  and  wind,  and  phlegm,  and  acid  jar, 
And  all  the  man  is  one  inteitine  -war) 
Remembers  oft  the  lchool-feoy's  fimple  fare, 
The  template  fleeps,  and  Spirits  light  as  air. 

How  pale  each  worfhipful  and  rev' rend  gueft 
Rife  from  a.  Clergy  or  a  City  feaft! 
What  life  in  all  that  ample  body,  fay? 
What  hcivenly  particle  inipires  the  clay? 
The  foul  fub  fides,  and -wickedly  inclines 
To  feem  but  mortal,  even  in  found  Divines. 

On  morning  wings  how  active  fprings  the  mind 
That  leaves'! he  load  of  yetberday  behind  ! 
Hew  eafy  ev'ry  labour  it  puriiiesi 
How  coming  to  the  Poet  ev'ry  Muie! 
Not  but  we  may  exceed  lome  holy  time, 
Or  tir'd  in  fearch  of  Truth,  or  fearch  of  Rhyme  ; 
111  health  fomejuft  indulgence  may  engage, 
And  more,  the  fieknefs  of  long  life,  Old  Age; 
For  fainting  Age  what  cordial  drop  remains, 
If  our  intemp'rate  Youth  the  velfel  drains  ? 

Ourfathers  praised  rank  Ven'fon.  You  fuppofe, 
Perhaps,  young  meul  our  fathers  had  no  nofe. 
Not  {'01  a  Buck  was  then  a  week's  repaft, 
And  'twas  their  point,  I  ween,  to  make  it  lafi: ; 
More  pleas'd  to  keep  it  till  their  friends  could 

come, 
Than  eat  the  fweeteit  by  themselves  at  home. 
Why  had  not  I  in  thole  good  times  my  birth, 
Ere  coxcomb  pyes  or  coxcombs  were  on  earth  ? 

Unworthy  he,  the  voice  of  Fame  to  hear, 
That  fweeteft  mulic  to  an  honeft  ear 
(For,  faith,  Lord  Fanny !   you  are  in  the  wrong ; 
The  world's  good  word  is  better  than  a  long), 
Who  has  not  learn'd,frefli  fturgeon  and  ham-pye 
Are  no  rewards  for  want  and  infamy  ? 
When  luxury  has  lkk'd  up  all  thy  pelf, 
Curs'd  by  thy  neighbours,  thy  truitees,  thyfelf ; 
To  friends,  to  fortune,  to  mankind  a  fbame, 
Think  how  pofterity  will  treat  thy  name  ; 
And  buy  a  rope,  that  future  times  may  tell 
Thou  had  at  leaft  beftow'd  a  penny  welL 
Xi  Right,"  -cries  hisLordihip,  "for  a  rogue  in  need 
*l  To  have  a  taite,  is  infolea.ee  indeed  : 
"  In  me,  'tis  noble,  fuits  my  birth  and  Hate, 
<c  My  wealth  unwieldy,  and  my  heap  too  great." 
Then,  like  the  Sun,  let  Bounty  fprcad  her  ray, 
And  fhine  that  fuperliuity  away. 
O  Impudence  of  wealth  !  with  all  thy  ftore, 
How  dar'lt  thou  let  one  worthy  man  be  poor? 
Shall  half  the  new-built  churches  round  thee  fall? 
Make  Qua)'*,  build  Bridges,  or  repair  Whitehall 
Or  to  thy  Country  let  that  heap  be  lent, 
As  M — o's  was,  but  not  at  five  per  cent. 
Who  thinks  that  fortune  cannot  changs  her 
.     rnind, 
Prepares  a  dreadful  jeft  for  all  mankind- 
And  who  ftands  fafeit  ?  tell  me,  is  it  he 


Or,  bleft  with  little,  whofe  preventing  care 
In  peace  provides  fit  arms  again  it  a  war  i 
Thus  Bethel  fpoke,  who  always -fpealcs  his 
thought, 
And  always"  thinks  the  very  thing  he  ought  s 
His  equal  mind  I  copy  what  I  can, 
And  as  I  love,  would  imitate,  the  man- 
In  South-iea  days  not  happier,  when  furrnisM 
The  lord  of  thouiands,  than  if  now  excu%d-% 
In  forefl:  planted  by  a  father's  hand, 
Than  in  five  acres  now  of  rented  land. 
Content  with  little,  I  can  piddle  here 
On  brocoli  and  mutton  round  the  year  j 
But  ancient  friends  (tho'  poor,  or  out  of  play}, 
That  touch  my  bell,  I  cannot  turn  away- 
'Tis  true,  no  turbots  dignify  my  boards  $ 
Butgudgeous,flounders,whatmyThame5arTcynlE- 
I'o  Hounilow  heath  I  point,  and  Banfted-down  ; 
Thence  comes  yourrnutton,  andiheie  chicks  my 

own : 
From  yon  old  walnut  tree  a  uiow'r  malt  fail; 
And  grapes,  long  ling'ring  on  my  only  wall, 
And  figs  from  ilandand  and  efpalier  join  ; 
The  devil  is  in  you,  if  you  cannot  dine:   [placei; 
Then  cheerful  healths  (your  miftrefs  fhall  have 
And,  what  's  more  rare,  a  poetfhall  fay  grace- 
Fortune  not  much  of  humbling  me  can  boaiii 
Tho'  double  tax'd,  how  little  have  I  loftl 
My  life's  amufements,have  been  juft  the  fame 
Before  and  ater  Handing  armies  came. 
My  lands  are  fold,  my  father's  houfe  is  gone: 
I  '11  hire  another's;  is  not  that  my  own,     [gate 
And  yours,  my  friends  ?  thro'  whole  free  op'ning 
None  comes  too  early,  none  departs  too  late; 
For  I  who  hold  fage  Homer'i;  rule  the  belt, 
Welcome  the  coming,  fpeed  the  going  guefct. 
"  Pray  Heaven  it  lalt !  (cries  Swift)  as  you  go  on: 
"  I  wifh  to  God  thi6  houfe  had  been  your  own. 
"  Pity!  to  build,   without  a  fon  or  wife; 
"  Why,  you'll  enjoy  it  only  all  your  life.""' 
Well,  if  the  ufe  be  mine,  can  it  concern  one, 
Whether  the  name  belong  to  Pope  or  Vernon? 
What 's  properly?  dear  Swift !  you  fee  it  alter 
From  you  to  me,  from  me  to  Peter  Walter; 
Or,  in  a  mortgage,  prove  a  lawyer's  fhare; 
Or,  in  a  jointure,  vanifh  from  the  heirj 
Or  in  pure  equity  (the  cafe  not  clear) 
The  Chancery  tikes  your  rents  for  twenty  year'. 
At  belt,  it  fails  to  ibme  ungracious  fon,  [own." 
Who  cries,  "  My  father 's  damn'd,  and  all 's  my 
Shades,  that  to  Bacon  could  retreat  afford. 
Become  the  portion  of  a  booby  lord ; 
And  Henfley.once proud  Buckingham's  delight 
Slides  to  a  fcriv'ner,  or  a  city  knight. 
Let  lands  and  houfes  have  what  lords  they  will, 
Let  us  be  fix'd,  and  our  own  mailers  iliil. 


Th  Firji  Epijile  of  the  Firjl  Bock  of  Horace 
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To  Lord  Bolingbrokt. 

St.  JoifN,  whofe  love  indulg'd  my  labours p*u% 
That  Iprtads  imd  fwells  in  puff  d  profperity  j    J  Mat  urei  rav  prcient,  and  lliaii  bound  rav  lait  * 
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Why  will  you  break  the  Sabbath  of  my  clays  ? 
ftlow  lick  alike  of  envy  and  of  praife. 
Public  too  long,  ah  let  me  hide  my  age  ! 
See,  modeft  Cibber  now  has  left  the  ltage  j 
Our  Gen'rals,  now,  retir'd  to  their  eitates, 
Hang  their  old  Trophies  o'er  the  Garden  gates; 
In  Life's  cool  ev'ning,  fatiate  of  applaufe, 
Nor  fond  of  bleeding  even  in  Brunfwick's  < 

A  voice  there  is,  that  whiipersin  my  ear,  [hear) 
(*Tis  Reaion's  voice,  which  fometimes  one  can 
■*  Friend  Pope !  be  prudent,  let  your  Mule  take 
*'  And  never  gallop  Pegafus  to  death  ;  [breath, 
*£  Left  ftiff  amd  ftately,  void  of  fire  or  force, 
"You  limp,  like  Biackmore,  on  a  Lord  Mayor's 
•*  horie.V 

Farewell,  then,Verfe,  and  Love,  and  ev'ry  toy, 
The  rhymes  and  rattles  of  the  man  or  boy ; 
"What  right,  what  true,  what  fit  we  juftly  call, 
Lei  this  be  all  my  care — for  this  is  All : 
To  lay  this  harveft  up,  and  hoard  with  hafte, 
That  ev'ry  day  will  want,  and  molt,  the  lalt. 
But  ail:  not  to  what  Doctors  T  apply  ; 
Sworn  to  no  matter,  of  no  iccl  am  T. 
As  drives  the  ttorm,  at  any  door  I  knock  ; 
And  houfe  with  Montaigne  now,  or  now  with 
Sometimes  a  Patriot,  active  in  debate,     [Locke. 
Mix  with  the  World,  and  battle  for  the  State, 
Free  as  young  Lyttleton  her  en  life  purine, 
fctili  true  to  Virtue,  and  as  warm  as  true  : 
Sometimes  with  Ariitippus,  or  St.  Paul, 
Indulge  my  candour,  and  grow  all  to  all; 
JBack  to  my  native  moderation  Hide, 
And  win  my  way  by  yielding  to  the  tide. 

Long,  as  to  him,  who  works  for  debt,  the  day, 
Long  as  the  night  to  her  whofe  Love  's  away, 
Long  as  the  year's  dull  circle  feems  to  run 
When  the  brhk  Minor  pants  for  twenty-one; 
'So  ilow  th'  unprofitable  moments  roll, 
That  lock  tip  all  the  functions  of  my  foul  ; 
That  keep  me  from  myielf,  and  dill  delay    ■ 
Life's  mllant  bufmefs  to  a  future  day  : 
That  talk,  which  as  we  follow,  or  del  pile, 
The  eidelt  is  a  fool,  the  youngeii:  wife: 
Which  done,  the  pooreifc  can  no  wants  endure  5 
And,  which  not  done,  the  richer!  muft  be  poor. 

Late  as  it  is,  I  put  myllif  to  fehool, 
And  feel  feme  comfort  not  to  be  a  fool. 
Weak  tho'  I  am  of  limb,  and  fliort  of  fight, 
Far  from  a  Lynx,  rind  not  a  Giant  quite; 
I  '11  do  what  Mead  and  Chefti  kn  ad, vile, 
To  keep  tbefe  limbs,  and  to  preferve  thefe  eyes. 
Not  to  go  back,  is  fomewhat  to  advance; 
And  men  mult  walk  at  leait  before  they  dance. 

Say,  does  thy  flood  rebel,  thy  bofom  move 
"With  wretched  Av'rice,  or  as  wretched  Love  ? 
Know,  there  are  words  and  fpells  which  can  con- 
Between  the  Fit?,  this  Feyer  of  the  foul ;     [trol, 
Know,  there  are  rhymes,  which,  freih  and  freih 

applied, 
Will  cure  the  arrnnt'/l  puppy  of  his  pride. 
JBe  furious,  envious,  dothful,  mad,  or  drunk, 
fclave  to  a  wife,  or  vaffal  to  a  punk, 
A  Switz,  a  High  Dutch,  or  a  Low  Dutch  bear  ; 
AH  that  we  ai*.  is  but- a  patient  car. 


'Tis  the  firft  Virtue,  Vices  to  abhor; 
And  the  firft  Wifdom,  to  be  a  Fool  no  more. 
But  to  the  world  no  bugbear  is  lb  great 
As  want  of  figure,  and  a  I 
To  either  India  fee  the  Merchai 
Scar'd  at  the  fpeclre  of  pale  Povei 
See  him,  with  pains  of  body,  pa<  foul, 

Burn  through  the  Tropic,  free/  tolel 

Wilt  thou  do  nothing  for  a  11 
Nothing,  to  mak  friend  1 

To  ftop  thy  foolifh  views*  Ihy  long  dc 
And  eafe  thy  heart  of  all  it  admires  ? 

Here  Wifdom  pails:  '«  ftrft,  be  boldl 

"  As  Gold  to  Silver,  Vi       3  is  to  Gold." 
There,London\s  voice:  "Get  money, moneyftill! 
"  And  then  let  Virtue  follow,  if  me  will." 
This,  this  the  faving  doctrine  preach'd  to  ail, 
From  low  St.  James's  up  to  high  St.  Paul ! 
From  him  whofe  (mills  (land  quiver'd  at  his  ear, 
To  him  who  notches  racks  at  Weftminiler. 

Barnard  in  fpirit,  fenfe,  and  truth  abounds; 
"  Pray  then,  what  wants  he  ?"  Fourfcorethoufand 

pounds; 
A  penfion,  or  fuch  harnefs  for  a  flave 
As  Bug  now  has,  and  Dormant  would  have. 
Barnard,  thou  art  a  Cir,  with  all  thy  worth; 
But  Bug  and  D*i,  their  Honours  and  {o  forth. 

Yet  ev'ry  child  another  long  will  fmg: 
u  Virtue,  brave  boys !  'tis  Virtue  makes  a  King." 
True,  confeious  Honour  is  to  feel  no  fin  ; 
He  *s  arm'd  without  th.at  's  innocent  within: 
He  this  thy  fcreen,  and  this  thy  wall  of  bra (s. 
Compar'd  to/this,  a  Minilier  's  an  Afs. 

A  nd  fay,  to  which  lhall  our  applaufe  belong, 
This  new  Court  jargon,  or  the  good  old  long  ? 
The  modern  language  of  corrupted  peers, 
Or  what  was  fpoke  at  Creffy  or  Poitiers  ? 
Who  coun  (el s  belt !  who  whi  fpers, "  Be  but  great, 
"  With  praife  or  infamy,  leave  that  to  fate  ; 
u  (?et  Place  and  Wealth,  if  poMible  with  ffrace; 
"  If  not,  by  any  means  get  Wealth  and'Piace;" 
For  what  ?  to  have  a  box  where'Eunuchs  i]n^y 
And  foremoft  in  the  circle  eye  a  King. — 
Or  he,  who  bids  thee  face  with  fteady  view      ^ 
ProudFortune,andlook(hallowGreatneis  thro';  J- 
A  nd,  while  he  bidsthee,  fets  th'  Example  too  ?  j 
If  inch  a  doctrine  in  St  James's  air 
Shouh i chance  to  m:'.ke  the  wx-ll-d reft  rabble  fiarej 
If  honeft  S*z  take  feandaj  at  a  Spark 
That  lefa  admires  the  Palace  than  the  Park, 
Faith  I  mall  give  the  anfwer  Reynard  gave  i 
"  1  cannot  like,  dread  Sir,  your  Royal  Cave  ; 
u  Becaufe  I  lee,  by  all  the  tracks  about, 
"  Full  many  a  beak  goes  in,  but  none  come  out." 
Adieu  to  Virtue,  if  you  're  once  a  Slave  ; 
Send  her  to  Court,  you  fend  her  to  her  grave. 

Well,  if  a  King's  a  Lion,  at  the  lead 
The  people  are  a  many-headed  heall: 
Can  they  direct  what  mea hires  to  purflie, 
Who  know  themfelves  fo  little  what  to  do? 
Alike  in  nothing  but  one  luft  of  gold, 
Jtlft  half  the  land  would  buy,  and  half  be  fold; 
Fhe  ir  country's  weal  thou  rmightierMiferrxlrain, 
Or  crols,  to  plunder  provinces,  the  main ; 

The 
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The  reil,  fome  farm  the  poor-box,  fome  the  pews 
Some  keep  aflemblics,  and  would  keep  the  ftews 
Some  with  fat  bucks  on  childlefs  dotards  fawn  ; 
Some  win  rich  widows  by  their  chine  and  brawn 
While  with  the  lilent  growth  often  per  cent. 
In  dirt  and  darknefs,  hundreds  itink  content. 
Of  all  thefe  ways,  if  each  purines  his  own, 
Satire,  be  kind,  and  let  the  wretch  alone: 
But  fliew  me  one  who  has  it  in  his  pow'r 
To  act  confident  with  himielf  an  hour. 


EPISTLE    .YI. 

To  Mr.  Murray. 

"  Not  to  admire,  is  all  the  art  I  know 
"  To  make  men  happy,  and  to  keep  them  fo." 
(Plain  truth,  dear  Murray  !  needs  no  ilow'rs  of 

fpeech ; 
So  take  it  in  the  very  words  o^c  Creech). 

This  vault  of  air,  this  congregated  bail, 


Sir  Job  laird  forth,  the  evening  bright  and  ftil1,  Self-centred  fun,  and  itars  that  rile  and  fall, 
"  y.o  place  on  earth  (he  cried)  like  Greenwich  There  are,  my  friend  !  whofe  pbiloibp  : 

"  hill  ?"  Look  thro1  and  trull  the  Ruler  with  hi 


3 


Up  {tarts  a  palace,  lo  !  th'  obedient  bafe  ^ 
Slopes  at  its  foot,  the  woods  its  fides  embrace,  * 
The  lilver  Thames  reflects  its  marble  face.  J 
Now  let  fome  whimfy,  or  that  devil  within  \ 
Which  guides  all  thofe  who  know  not  what( 

they  mean, 
But  give  the  Knight  (or  give  his  Lady)  fpleen 
'  Away,  away !  take  all  your  fcaffolds  down, 
'  For  mug's  the  word  :  my  dear  !  we  '11  live  in 
town.' 
Atam'rous  Flavio  is  the  (locking  thrown; 
That  very  night  he  longs  to  lie  alone. 
The  fool  whole  wife  elopes  fome  thrice  a  quarter. 
For  matrimonial  folace  dies  a  martyr. 
Did  ever  Proteus,  Merlin,  any  witch,  1 

Transform  themielves  lb  ft  ran  eel  y  as  the  rich  r  ^ 


> 


Well,but  the  poor — thepoorhave  the  fame 
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To  him  commit  the  hour,  the  day,  r 
And  view  this  dreadful  all  without  a  re 

Admire  we  then  what  earth's  low  em 
!  Arabian  fhores,  or  Indian  leas  in; 
All  the  mad  trade  of  fools  and  flaves  for  gold  ?  J 
!Or  popularity,  or  Mars  and  ft  rings  ? 
The  mob's  applaufes,  or  the  gifts  of  kings? 
Say  with  what  eyes  we  ought  at  courts  to  gaze, 
And  pay  the  great  our  homage  of  amaze  ? 

If  weak  the  pleafure  that  from  thefe  can  fpring, 
The  fear  to  want  them  is  as  we 

iher  we  dread,  or  whether  we  dcfire-, 
In  either  cafe,  believe  me,  we  admire  -, 
Whether  we  joy  or  grieve,  the  lame  the  curfe, 
Surprise!  at  better,  or  furpris'd  at  worie. 
Thus,  good  or  bad  to  one  extreme  betray     . 
Th*  unba'.anc'd  mind,  and  match  the  man  away, 


They  change  their  weeklv  barber,  weekly  news,  For  virtue's  felt  may  too  much  zeal  be  had  ; 
Prefer  a  new  japanner  to  their  hhoes,  jTr.e  woril  of  madmen  is  a  faint  run  mad. 

Difcharge  their  garrets,  move  their  beds,  and  run  Go  then,  and  if  you  can,  admire  the  (late 
(They,  know  not  whither)  in  a  chaiieaiui  one;  iOf  beaming  diamonds,  and  reflected  plate: 


They  hire  their  fculler,  and  when  once  aboard 
Grow  nek,  and  damn  the  climate  like  a  lord. 

You  laugh,  half  beau,  half  floven,  if  I  ftand, 
My  wig  all  powder,  and  all  fnuff  my  band  ; 
You  laugh,  if  coat  and  breeches  llrangely  vary, 
White  gloves,  and  linen  worthy  lady  Mary. 
But  when  no  prelate's  lawn  with  hair-fhirt  lin'd 
Is  half  fo  incoherent  as  my  mind, 
When  (each  opinion  with  the  next  at  ftrife, 
One  ebb  and  flow  of  follies  all  my  life) 
I  plant,  root  up ;  I  build,  and  then  confound; 


Procure  a  tafte  to  double  the  iurprife. 

And  gaze  on  Parian  charms  with  learned  eyes  * 

Be  ftruck  with  bright  brocade,  or  Tynan  dye, 

Our  birth-day  nobles'  fpiendid  livery. 

If  not  fo  pleas'd,  at  council-board  rejoice, 

To  fee  their  judgments  hang  upon  thy  voice; 

From  morn  to  night,  at  fenate,  rolls,  and  hall, 

Plead  much,  read  more,  dine  late,  or  not  at  all. 

But  wherefore  all  this  labour,  all  this  ftrife  ? 

For  fame,  for  riches,  for  a  noble  wife  ? 

Shall  one  whom  nature,  learning,  birth  confpir'4 


Turn  round  to  fquare,andfo[uare  again  to  round, 'To  form,  not  to  admire  but  be  admir'd, 


You  never  change  one  mufcle  of  your  face, 
You  think  this  madnefs  but  a  common  cafe, 
Nor  once  to  Chancery  nor  to  Hale  apply  t 
Yet  hang  your  lip,  to  fee  a  feam  awry  ! 
Carelefs  how  ill  I  with  myfelf  agree, 
Kind  to  my  drel's,  my  figure,  not  to  me. 
Is  this  my  guide,  philolbpher,  and  friend  ? 
This  he  who  loves  me, and  who  ought  to  mend  ; 
Who  ought  to  make  me  (what  he  can,  or  none) 
That  man  divine  whom  wifdom  calls  her  own  ; 
Great withouttitle.withoutfortunebieil;  [prell ; 
Kick  even  when  plunder'd,  honour'd  while  op- 
Lov'd  withoutyouth,andfollow'd  without  pow'r; 
At  home,  tho'  exil'd ;  free,  tho'  in  the  Tow'r: 
In  nhort,  that  reas'nmg,  high,  immortal  thing; 
lull  lefs  than  Jove*  and  much  above  a  king, 


jSigh  while  lus  Chloe,  blind  to  wit  and  worth, 
|  Weds  the  rich  dullnefs  of  feme  ion  of  earth  ? 
Yet  time  ennobles  or  degrades  each  line  ; 
It  brighten'd  Craggs's,  and  may  darken  thine: 
And  what  is  fame  ?  the  meanelt  have  their  day  j 
The  greateft  can  but  blaze,  and  pafs  away. 
Grac'd  as  thou  art  with  all  the  pow'r  of  words  ; 
So  known,  fo  honour'd,  at  the  Houfe  of  Lords  i 
Confpicuous  fcene!  another  yet  is  nigh, 
(More  f.lent  far)  where  kings  and  paets  lie  e 
WhereMurray(iongenough  his  country's  pride) 
Shall  be  no  more  than  Tuliy,  or  an  Hyde  ! 

Rack'd  with  fciatics,  martyr'd  with  the  Hone, 
WiiJ  any  mortal  let  himfelf  alone  ? 
See  Ward  by  batter'd  beans  invited  over, 
And  defp'rate  mifery  lays  hold  on  Dover. 


Nay,halfinheaven— except(what's  mighty  odd)  jThe  cafe  is  eafier  in  the  mind's  dileafe; 
A  fit  of  vapours  clouds  this  demi-god  ?  There  all  men  maybe  cur'd  whene'er  they  pleafe, 

I  Would 
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Would  ye  be  bleft  ?  defpife  low  joys,  low  gains ;} 

Difdain  what  ever  Cornbury  difdains  : 

JBe  virtuous,  and  be  happy  for  your  pains.       * 

But  art  thou  one  whom  new  opinions  (way, 
One  who  believes  as  Tindal  leads  the  way; 
Who  virtue  and  a  church  alike  difowns; 
Thinks  that  but  words,  and  this  but  brick  and 

ftones  ? 
$]y  then  on  all  the  wings  of  wild  defire, 
Admire  what'er  the  maddeft  can  admire. 
Is  wealth  thy  paflion  ?  Hence  I  from  pole  to  pole 
Where  winds  can  carry,  or  where  waves  can  roll, 
For  Indian  fpices,  for  Peruvian  gold, 
Prevent  the  greedy,  or  outbid  the  bold  : 
Advance  thy  golden  mountain  to  the  ikies ; 
On  the  broad  bale  of  fifty  thoufand  rife, 
.Add  one  round  hundred, and  (if  that  'snot  fair) 
Add  fifty  more,  and  bring  it  to  a  fquare. 
For,  mark  th'  advantage,  jufl  fo  many  fcore 
Will  gain  a  wife  with  half  as  many  more ; 
Procure  her  beauty,  make  that  beauty  chafte  ; 
And  then  fuch.  friends — as  cannot  fail  to  laft. 
A  man  of  wealth  is  dubb'd  a  man  of  worth  j 
Venus  mall  give  him  form,  and  Anftis  youth. 
(Believe  me,  many  a  German  prince  is  worfe, 
Who,  proud  of  pedigree,  is  poor  of  purfe) 
His  wealth  brave  Timon  glorioully  confounds  ; 
Alk'd  for  a  groat,  he  gives  a  hundred  pounds  j 
Or,  if  three  ladies  like  a  lucklefs  play, 
Takes  the  whole  houfe  upon  the  poet's  day. 

Now  in  fuch  exigences  not  to  need, 
Upon  my  word,  you  mull  be  rich  indeed; 
A  noble  fuperfluity  it  craves, 
Not  for  yourfelf,  but  for  your  fools  and  knaves  ; 
Something, which  for  yourhonour  they  maycheat, 
And  which  it  much  becomes  you  to  forget. 
If  wealth  alone  then  make  and  keep  us  bleft, 
Still,  ftill  be  getting  ;  never,  never  reft. 

But  if  to  pow'r  and  place  your  paflion  lie,. 
If  in  the  pomp  of  life  confifts  the  joy, 
Then  hire  a  (lave,  or  (if  you  will)  a  lord, 
To  do  the  honours,  and  to  give  the  word : 
Tell  at  your  levee,  as  the  crowds  approach, 
To  whom  to  nod,  whom  take  into  your  coach, 
Whom  honour  with  your  hand :  to  make  remarks 
Who  rules  in  Cornwall,  or  who  rules  in  Berks : 
"  This  may  be  troublefome,  is  near  the  chair ; 
"  That  makes  three  members,  this  can  choofe  a 

"  may'r." 
Inftru6fed  thus,  you  bow,  embrace,  proteft,   * 
Adopt  him  fon,  or  coulin  at  the  ieaff,  V 

Then  turn  about,  and  laugh  at  your  own  jeft.  ) 

Or  if  your  life  be  one  continued  treat, 
If  to  live  well  means  nothing  but  to  eat, 
Up,  up  !  cries  Gluttony,  'tis  break  of  day  j 
Go,  drive  the  deer,  and  drag  the  finny  prey, 
With  hounds  and  horns  go  hunt  an  appetite— 
80  Rulfel  did,  but  could  not  eat  at  night  ; 
Call'd  "  happy  dog"  the  beggar  at  his  door  ; 
And  envied,  thirft  and  hunger  to  the  poor. 

Or  fhall  we  every  decency  confound, 
Thro' taverns,  ftews,and  bagniostakeourround; 
Go  dine  with  Chartres,  in  each  vice  outdo 
Kr-L's  lewd  cargo,  or  Ty— y's  crew, 


From  Latian  Syrens,  French  Circsean  feafts, 
Return'd  well  traveird,andtransform'd  to  beads; 
Or  for  a  titled  punk,  or  foreign  flame, 
Renounce  our  country  and  degrade  our  name  ? 

If,  after  all,  we  muft  with  Wilmot  own, 
The  cordial  drop  of  life  is  love  alone, 
And  Swift  cry  wiftly,  <•  Vive  la  Bagatelle!" 
The  man  that  loves  and  laughs  mult  Aire  do  well. 
Adieu — if  this  advice  appear  the  worft, 
EVn  take  the  counfel  which  I  gave  you  firft; 
Or,  better  precepts  if  you  can  impart, 
Why  do  j  I  '11  follow  them  with  all  my  heart. 
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To  Augujius. 

While  you,  great  patron  of  mankind  !  fuftain 
The  balanc'd  world,  and  open  all  the  main; 
Your  country,  chief,  in  arms  abroad  defend, 
At  home  with  morals,  arts,  and  laws  amend; 
How  (hall  the  mule  from  fuch  a  monarch  fteal 
An  hour,  and  not  defraud  the  public  weal  ? 

Edward  and  Henry  now  the  boaft  of  fame, 
And  virtuous  Alfred,  a  more  facred  name, 
After  a  life  of  gen'rous  toils  endur'd 
The  Gaul  fubdued,  or  property  (ecur'd. 
Ambition  humbled,  mighty  cities  ftorm'd, 
Or  laws  eftablilh'd,  and  the  world  reform' d ; 
Clos'd  their  long  glories  with  a  (igh,  to  find 
Th'  unwilling  gratitude  of  bafe  mankind  ! 
All  human  virtue,  to  its  lateft  breath, 
Finds  envy  never  conquered  but  by  death. 
The  great  Alcides,  ev'ry  labour  pad, 
Had  (till  this  monfter  to  fiibdue  at  laft. 
Sure  fate  of  all,  beneath  whofe  rifing  ray 
Each  ftar  of  meaner  merit  fades  away  ! 
Oppreft  we  feel  the  beam  direclly  beat, 
Thofe  funs  of  glory  pleafe  not  till  they  fet. 

To  thee  the  world  its  prefent  homage  pays, 
The  harveit  early,  but  mature  the  praife  : 
Great  friend  of  liberty  !  in  kings  a  name 
Above  all  Greek,  above  all  Roman  fame: 
Whofe  word  is  truth,  as  facred  and  rever'd 
As  Heaven's  own  oracles  from  altars  heard. 
Wonder  of  kings !  like  whom  to  mortal  eyea 
None  e'er  has  rifen,  and  none  e'er  (hall  rife. 

Juft  in  one  inftance,  be  it  yet  confeft, 
Your  people,  fir,  are  partial  in  the  reft  ; 
Foes  to  all  living  worth  except  your  own, 
And  advocates  for  folly  dead  and  gone. 
Authors,  like  coins,  grow  dear  as  they  grow  old, 
It  is  the  ruft  we  value  not  the  gold. 
Chaucer's  worft  ribaldry  is  learn'd  by  rote, 
And  beaftly  Skelton  heads  of  houfes  quote: 
One  likes  no  language  but  the  Faery  Queen ; 
A  Scot  will  fight  for  Chrift's  kirk  o'er  the  Green : 
And  each  true  Briton  is  to  Ben  (0  civil, 
He  fwears  the  Mufes  met  him  at  the  Devil. 

Tho'  juftly  Greece  her  eldeft  Cons  admires, 
Why  (hould  not  we  be  wifer  than  our  iires? 
In  ev'ry  public  virtue  we  excel; 
We  build,  we  paint,  we  ling,  we  dance  as  well  1 
And  learned  Athens  to  our  art  muft  ltoop, 
Could  (he  behold  us  trembling  thro'  a  hoop. 

V 


Uook  IF. 


DIDACTIC,    DE 


If  time  improve  our  wits  as  Weil  as  wine, 
Say  at  what  age  a  pot .  divine  ? 

Shall  <*e,  or  fhail  we  not,  account  him  fo, 
Who  died,  perhaps  an*hundred  years  ago  ? 
End  ail  difpute,  ami  fix  the  year  precife 
When  Britifh  bards  begin  t'  immortalize? 

"  Who  lafts  a  century  can  have  no  flaw  ? 
*  I  hold  that  wit  a  clafiic,  geed  in  law." 

Suppofe  he  wants  a  year,  will  ycu  compound > 
And' mall  we  deem  him  ancient,  right,  and 
Or  damn  to  all  eternity  at  once,  [found  ? 

At  ninety-nine,  a  modern  and  a  dunce  ? 

"  We  mall  not  quarrel  for  a  year  or  two; 
"  By  courtefy  t  f  England  he  may  do."      [bare, 

Then,  by  the  rule  thai   made  the  hone-tail 
I  pluck  out  year  by  year,  a>  hair  by  hair, 
And  melt  down  ancients  like  a  heap  of  mow, 
While  you,  to  meafure  merits,  look  in  Stowe  ; 
And,  eitimating  authors  by  the  year, 
Bellow  a  garland  only  on  a  bier.  [bill 

Shakefpear  (whom  you  and  ev'ry  playhouie 
the  divine,  the  matchlefs,  what  you  will) 
For  gain,  not  glory.wing'd  his  roving  flight, 
And  grew  immortal  in  his  own  defpite. 
Ben,  oiu  and  poor,  as  little  feenTd  to  heed 
The  life  to  come,  in  ev'ry  poet's  creed. 
Who  now  reads  Cowley  ?  if  he  pleafes  yet, 
His  moral  pleafes,  not  his  pointed  wit ; 
Forgot  his  epic,  nay  Pindaric  art  ! 
But  lliir  I  love  the  language  of  his  heart. 

"  Yet  furely,  furely,  thefe  were  famous  men! 
"  What  boy  but  hears  the  layings  of  old  Ben  ? 
"  In  all  debates  where  critics  bear  a  part, 
*'  Not  one  but  nods,  and  taiks  of  Jonfon's  art, 
*•'  Of  Shakelpear's  nature,  and  of  Cowley's  wit; 
"  How   Beaumont's  judgment   check'd   what 

"  Fletcher  writ; 
"  How  Shad  well  baity,  Wycherly  was  flow, 
iC  But,  foi*the  pallions,  Southern  lure  and  Rowe. 
"  Thefe,  only  thefe,  lupport  the  crowded  flage, 
"  From  eldeft  Hey  wood  down  to  Cibber'sage." 

All  this  may  be ;  the  people's  voice  is  odd ; 
It  is,  and  it  is  not.  the  voice  of  God. 
To  Gammer  Gurton  if  it  gives  the  bays, 
And  yet  deny  the  Carelefs  Hufband  praife, 
Or  fay,  our  fathers  never  broke  a  rule; 
Why  then,  I  fay,  the  public  is  a  fool. 
But  let  them  own  that  greater  faults  than  we 
They  had,  and  greater  virtues,  I'll  agree. 
Spenfer  himfelf  affects  the  oblblete, 
And  Sydney's  verfe  halts  ill  on  Roman  feetr 
Milton'-sitrong  pinion  nownot  heaven  canbound, 
Now,  ferpent-iike,  in  profehe  fweeps  the  ground; 
In  quibbles,  angel  and  archangel  join, 
And  God  the  Father  turns  a  lchool-divine. 
Not  that  I'd  lop  the  beauties  from  his  book, 
Like  flaming  Bentley,  with  his  defp'rate  hook  ; 
Or  damn  all  shakefpear,  like  th'  affe&ed  fool 
At  court,  who  hates  whate'er  he  read  at  fchool. 

But  for  the  wits  of  either  Charles's  days, 
The  mob  of  gentlemen  who  wrote  with  eafe; 
Sprat,  Carew,  Sedley,  and  a  hundred  more 
(Like  twinkling  ftars  the  mifcellanies  o'er), 
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One  fimile,  that  folitary  fhines 

In  the  dry  defert  of  a  thouiand  lines, 

Or  lengthen'd  thought  that  gleams  thro'  many 

a  page; 

•  :ied  whole  poems  for  an  age. 
y  patience,  and  I  own  it  too, 
VVh    :  works  are  cenfur'd  apt  as  bad,  but  new  j 
While,  if  our  elders  break  a.i  -eafon's  Laws, 
Thefe  fools  demand  not  pardon,  but  apph 

On  Avon's  bank,  where  flow'rs  eternal  blow* 
If  I  bu  1  afk  i  f  any  weed  can  grow  ; 
One  tragic  fentence  if  I  d 
Which  Betterton"s  grave  actio*!  c:gnirled. 
Or  well-mouth'd  Booth  with  emphaiisprcv:  -aims 
(Tho'  but,  perhaps,  a  mufter*roli  of  names,) 
How  will  our  fathers  rife  up  in  a  r ; 
And  fwear  ail  fhame  is  loft  in  George's  age ! 
You'd  think  no  fools  difgra  -r  reign, 

Did  not  fbme  grave  examples  yet  ren: 
Who  fcorn  aJad  mould  teach  his  rather  fkiil, 
!  And,  having  once  been  wrong,  will  -  _ill» 

I  He,  who  to  leem  more  deep  than  yea  or  I,, 
Extcls  old  bards,  or  Merlin's  prophecy, 
Miitake  him  not  ■  he  envies,  not  adma 
And,  todebafe  the  fons,  exaito  the  I    .... 
Had  ancient  times  confpir'd  to  difallow 
What  then  was  new,  what  had   been  ancient 
Or  what  remain'd  fo  worthy  to  be  read    [now  ? 
By  learned  critics  of  the  mighty  dead? 

In  days  of  eafe,  when  now  the  weary  1  word 
Was  fheath'd,and  luxury  with  Charles  reitor'd  j 
In*  ev'ry  tafte  of  foreign  courts  improv'd. 
"All,  by  the  king's  example,  liv'd  ravl  lo.'d." 
Then  peers  grew  proud  in  horfemanhVp  t'ex- 
Newmarket's  glory  role,  as  Britain's  fell  5  [eel ; 
The  foldier  breath'd  the  gallantries  of  France, 
And  ev'ry  flow'ry  courtier  writ  Romance. 
Then  marble,  foften'd  into  life,  grew  warm; 
And  yielding  metal  fiow'd  to  human  form : 
Lely  on  animated  canvas  flole 
The  fleepy  eye  that  fpoke  the  melting  foul. 
No  wonder  then,  when  all  was  love  and  fportj 
The  willing  Mules  were  debauch'd  at  court  : 
On  each  enervate  firing  they  taught  the  note 
To  pant  or  tremble  thro'  an  eunuch's  thioat. 

But  Britain,  changeful  as  a  child  at  play, 
Now  calls  in  princes,  and  now  turns  away. 
Now  Whig,  now  Tory,  what  we  lov'd  wre  hate  j 
Now  all  for  pleafure,  now  for  church  and  ftate; 
Now  for  prerogative,  and  now  for  laws  ; 
Effects  unhappy  !  from  a  noble  caufe. 

Time  was,  a  fober  Englifhman  would  knock 
His  fervants  up,  and  rife  by  five  o'clock, 
Inltruct  his  family  in  ev'ry  rule, 
And  fend  his  wife  to  church,  his  fon  to  fchool* 
To  worfhip  like  his  Fathers  was  his  care ; 
To  teac"*  their  frugal  virtues  to  his  heir  ; 
To  prove,  that  luxury  could  never  hold; 
And  place,  on  good  lecurity,  his  gold. 
Now  times  are  chang'd,  and  one'  poetic  itch 
Has  feiz'd  the  court  and  city,  poor  and  ric*i : 
Sons,  fires,  and  grandfires,  all  will  wear  the  bays> 
Our  wives  read  Milton,  and  our  daughters  piaysj 
T  To 
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To  theatres  and  to  rehearfals  throng; 
And  all  our  grace  at  table  is  a  fong  ! 
I,  who  i'o  oft  renounce  the  Mufes,  lie; 

Not \s  (elf  e'er  tells  more  fibs  than  I 

When,  Tick  of  mule,  our  follies  we  deplore, 


|  Verle  cheers  their  leifure,  verfe  affi  lis  their  work, 
i  Verfe  prays  for  peace,  or  fingi  down  Pope  and! 

Turk. 
]The  (iienc'd  preacher  yields  to  potent  (train, 
And  feels  that  grace  his  pray'r  befought  in  vain; 


And  promife  our  beit  friends  to  rhyme  no  more,  'The  blerting  thrills  thro'  all  the  lab'ring  throng, 


We  wake  next  morning  in  a  raging  fit, 
And  call  for  pen  and  ink  to  (hew  our  wit. 

He  ferv'd  a  'prenticefhip  who  lets  up  (hop ; 
Ward  tried  on  puppies,  and  the  poor,  his  drop; 
Even  Radclilf's  doctors  travel  firft  to  France, 
Nor  dare  to  praclife  till  they've  learn'dto  dance. 
Who  builds  a  bridge  that  never  drove  a  pile  ? 
(Should   Ripley  venture,  all  the  world  would 

fniile.) 
But  thofe  who  cannot  write,  and  thofe  who  can, 
All  rhyme,  and  (crawl,  and  fcribble  to  a  man. 

Yet  fir  j  reflect,  the  mifchief  is  not  great ; 
Thefe  madmen  never  hurt  the  church  or  (late ; 
Sometimes  the  folly  benefits  mankind  ; 
And  rarely  av'rice  taints  the  tuneful  mind. 
Allow  him  but  his  plaything  of  a  pen, 
He  ne'er  rebels,  or  plots,  like  other  men  : 
Flight  of  cafhiers,  or  mobs,  he'll  never  mind1; 
And  knows  no  lofFes  while  the  mufe  is  kind. 
To  cheat  a  friend,  or  ward,  he  leaves  to  Peter, 
The  good  man  heaps  up  nothing  but  mere  metre  j. 
Enjoys  his  garden  and  his  book  in  quiet; 
And  then — a  perfect  hermit  in  his  diet. 

Of  little  ufe  the  man  you  may  fuppofe,- 
Who  (ays  in  verfe  what  others  (ay  in  profe : 
Yet  let  me  (hew,  a  poet's  of  fome  weight, 
And  (tho'  no  foldier)  ufeful  to  the  ftate. 
What  will  a  child  learn  (boner  than  a  (bn£? 


What  better  teach  a  foreigner  the  tongue, 

What's  long,  or  ihort,  each  accent  where  to  place, 'The  varying  verfe,  the  full  refunding  line, 


And  heaven  is  won  by  violence  of  fong. 

Our  rural  anceftors,  with  little  bleir, 
Patient  of  labour  when  the  end  was  reft, 
Indulged  the  day  that  hous'd  their  annual  grain 
With  feafts  and  ofF'rings,  and  a  thankful  ftrain  : 
The  joy  their  wives,  their  {bits,  and  fervants  (hare, 
Eafe  of  their  toil,  and  partners  of  their  care  : 
The  laugh,  the  jeft,  attendants  on  the  bowl, 
Smooth 'd  evTry  brow,  and  open'd  ev'ry  foul  : 
With  growing  years  the  pleafing  licenfe  grew, 
And  taunts  alternate  innocently  flew. 
But  times  corrupt,  and  nature  ilj-inclin'd, 
Produc'd  the  point  that  left  the  fting  behind; 
Till  friend  with  friend,  and  families  at  ftrife, 
Triumphant  malice;  rang'd  throT  private  life. 
Who  felt  the  wrong,  or  f  ear'd  it,  took  th'  alarm, 
Appeal'd  to  law,  and  juftice  lent  her  arm. 
At  length  by  wholefome  dread  of  ftatutes  bound. 
The  poets  learn 'd  to  pleafe,  and  not  to  wound  : 
Moft  warp'd  to  flattery's  (ide;  but  fome,  more 
Preferv'd  the  freedom,  and  forbore  the  vice,  [nice, 
Hence  Satire  rofe,  thatjult  the  medium  hit, 
And  heals  with  morals  what  it  hurts  with  wit. 

We  conquer'd  France,  but  felt  our  captive's 
charms ; 
Her  arts  victorious  trmmph'd  o'er  our  arms  ; 
Britain  to  foft  refinement  lels  a  foe, 
Wit.grew  polite,  and  numbers  learn'd  to  flow. 
Waller  was  fmooth;  but  Dryden  taught  to  join  \ 


o' 


Andfpeak  in  public  with  fome  fort  of  grac 
I  fearce  can  think  him  fuch  a  worthleis  thin 
Unlefs  he  praife  fome  monfter  of  a  king  ; 
Or  virtue  or  religion  turn  to  fport, 
To  pleale  a  lewd  or  unbelieving  court. 
Unhappy  Dryden  !  in  all  Charles's  dap, 
Rofcommon  only  boafts  unfpotted  bays  ; 
And  in  our  own  (excufe  from  courtly  ftains) 
No  whiter  page  than  Addifon's  remain*. 
He  from  the  tafte  obfcene  reclaims  our  youth, 
And  fets  the  pailions  on  the  (ide  of  truth  ; 
Forms  the  (oft  bofom  with  the  gentleft  art, 
And  pours  each  human  virtue  in  the  heart. 
Let  Ireland  tell,  bow  wit  upheld  her  caufe, 
Her  trade  fupported,  and  fupplied  her  taws  ; 


The  longmajeftic  march,  and  energy  divine,  j 

Tho*  (till  fome  traces  of  our  ruftic  vein 

And  fplayfoot  verfe  remain'd  and  will  remain  j 

Late,  very  late,  corre&nefs  grew  our  care, 

When  the  tir'd  nation  breath'd  from  civil  war. 

Exacl  Racine,  and  Corneille's  noble  fire, 

Shew'd  us  that  France  had  (bmcthingto  admire! 

Not  but  the  tragic  fpirit  was  our  own, 

And  full  in  Shakefpear,  fair  in  Otway  (hone: 

But  Otway  fail'd  to  poli(hor  refine, 

And  fluent  Shakefpear  fearce  effae'd  a  line. 

Even  copious  Dryden  wanted,  or  forgot, 

The  la  ft  and  greateft  art,  the  art  to  blot. 

Some  doubt  if  equal  pains  or  equal  fire 

The  humbler  mu(e  of  comedy  require. 


And  leave  on  Swift  this  grateful  verfe  engrav'd :  But,  in  known  images  of  life,   I  guefs 


The  rights  a  court  attack'd,  a  poet  fav'd." 
Behold  the  hand  that  wrought  a  nation's  cure, 
Stretch'd  to  relieve  the  ideot  and  the  poor, 
Proud  vice  to  brand,  or  injur'd  worth  adorn, 
And  ftretch  the  ray  to  ages  yet  unborn. 
Not  but  there  are  who  merit  other  palms ; 
Hopkins  and  Sternhold  glad  theheartwithpfalras: 
The  boys  and  girls  whom  charity  maintains, 
Implore  your  help  in  thefe  pathetic  (trains  : 
How  could  devotion  touch  the  country  pews, 
¥nlefs  the  Gods  beitow'd  a  proper  mufe  ? 


I  The  labour  greater,  as  th'  indulgence  lefs. 
Obferve  how  feldom  even  the  belt  fucceed: 
Tell  me  if  Congreve's  Fools  are  fools  indeed? 
What  pert  low  dialogue  has  Farquhar  writ ! 
How  Van  wants  grace  who  never  wanted  wit  I 
The  ftage  how  loofely  does  Aftrea  tread, 
Who  fairly  puts  all  characters  to  bed  I 
And  idle  Cibber,  how  he  breaks  the  laws, 
To  make  poor  Pin  key  eat  with  vaft  applaufe  ? 
But  fill  their  parte,  our  poets'  work  is  done; 
Alike  to  them,  by  Pathos  c*  by  Pun. 

O  you.! 
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O  you  !  whom  vanity's  light  bark  conveys 
On  fame's  mad  voyage  by  the  wind  of  praife, 
With  what  a  fhiftmg  gale  your  courfe  you  ply, 
For  ever  funk  too  low,  or  borne  too  high  ! 
Who  pants  for  glory  finds  but  fhort  repofe; 
A  breath  revives  him,  or  a  breath  o'erthrows. 
Farewel  the  ftage  !    if,  jufl  as  thrives  the  play, 
The  filly  bard  grows  fat,  or  falls  away. 

There  ftill  remains,  to  mortify  a  wit, 
The  many-headed  monfler  of  the  Pit ; 
A  fenfelefs,  worthlefs,  and  unhonour'd  crowd, 
Who,  to  difturb  their  betters  mighty  proud, 
Clattering  their  flicks  before  ten  lines  are  fpoke, 
Call  for  the  Farce,  the  Bear,  or  the  Black  Joke. 
What  dear  delight  to  Britons  farce  affords  ! 
Ever  the  tafte  of  mobs,  but  now  of  lords 
(Tafte,  that  eternal  wanderer  !  which  flies 
From  heads  to  ears,  and  now  from  ears  to  eyes)  ! 
The  play  Hands  ftill!  damn  a6tion  and  dilcourfe, 
Back  fly  the  fcenes,  and  enter  foot  and  horfe  ; 
Pageants  on  pageants,  in  long  order  drawn, 
Peers,  heralds,  bifhops,  ermin,  gold,  and  lawn  ; 
The  champion  too  !  and,  to  complete  the jeft, 
Old  Edward's  armour  beams  on  Cibber's  breaft. 
With  laughter  fure  Democritus  had  died, 
Had  he  beheld  an  audience  gape  fo  wide. 
Let  bear  or  elephant  be  e'er  fo  white, 
The  people,  fure  the  people,  are  the  fight ! 
Ah,lucklefs  poet !  ftretch  thy  lungs  and  roar, 
That  bear  or  elephant  fliall  heed  thee  more; 
While  all  its  throats  the  gallery  extends, 
And  all  the  thunder  of  the  pit  afcends! 
Loud  as  the  wolves,  on  Orcas'  ftormy  fleep, 
Howl  to  the  roarings  of  the  nothern  deep, 
Such  is  the  fhout,  the  long-applauding  note, 
At  Quin's  high  plume,  or Oldfield's  petticoat: 
Or  when  from  Court  a  birth-day  fuit  bellow 'd 
Sinks  the  loll  Acror  in  the  tawdry  load. 
Booth  enters — hark  !  the  univerfal  peal ! 
*'  But  has  he  fpoken  ?"    Not  a  fyllable. 
"  What  fhook  the  ftage,  and  made  the  peopleflare? 
Cato'slongwig.flower'dgown,andlacquer'dchair. 

Yet,  lelt  you  think  I  rally  more  than  teach, 
Or  praife  malignly  arts  I  cannot  reach, 
Let  me  for  once  pre  fume  t'  inf  truer,  the  times, 
To  know  the  Poet  from  the  man  of  rhymes  : 
'Tis  he  who  gives  my  breafl  a  thoufand  pains, 
Can  make  me  feel  each  paflion  that  he  feigns; 
Enrage,  compofe,  with  more  than  magic  art, 
With  pity  and  with  terror  tear  my  heart ; 
And  match  me  o'er  the  earth,  or  thro'  the  air, 
To  Thebes,  to  Athens,  when  he  will,  and  where. 

But  not  this  part  of  the  poetic  ftate 
Alone  deferves  the  favour  of  the  Great: 
Think  of  thofe  Authors,  Sir,  who  would  rely 
More  on  a  Reader's  fenfe,  than  Gazer's  eye. 
Or  who  fhall  wander  where  the  Mules  fing  ? 
Who  climb  their  mountain,  or  who  tafle  their 
How  fhall  we  fill  a  library  with  wit,     [fpring  ? 
When  Merlin's  Cave  is  half  unfumifh'd  yet  ? 
My  Liege!  why  writers  littleclaim  your  thought, 
I  guefs;  and,  with  their  leave,  will  tell  the  fault : 
We  Poets  are  (upon  a  Poet's  word) 
Of  all  mankind  the  creatures  mollabfurd  : 


The  leafon  when  to  come  and  when  to  go, 
To  fing  or  ceafe  to  fing,  we  never  know  ; 
And,  if  we  will  recite  nine  hours  in  ten, 
You  Iofe  your  patience  juft  like  other  men. 
Then  too  we  hurt  ourfelves,  when,  to  defend 
A  fingle  verfe,  we  quarrel  with  a  friend ; 
Repeat  unafk'd;  lament,  the  wit's  too  tine 
For  vulgar  eyes,  and  point  out  ev'ry  line. 
But  mofl  when,  {training  with  too  weak  a  wing, 
We  needs  will  write  epiflles  to  the  King; 
And  from  the  moment  we  oblige  the  town, 
Expect  a  place,  or  penlion  from  the  Crown  ; 
Or  dubb'd  Hillorians  by  exprefs  command, 
T'  enroll  your  triumphs  o'er  the  feas  and  land  ; 
Be  call'dto  Court  to  plan  fome  work  divine, 
As  once,  for  Louis,  Boileau  and  Racine. 

Yet  think,  great  Sir !  (fo  many  virtues  fhewnl 
Ah  think  what  Poet  beflmay  make  them  known  t 
Or  choofe  at  leaft  fome  Minifter  of  Grace, 
Fit  to  beflow  the  Laureat's  weighty  place. 

Charles,  to  late  times  to  be  tranlmitted  fair, 
Aflign'd  his  figure  to  Bernini's  care; 
And  great  Naflau  to  Kneller's  hand  decreed 
To  fix  him  graceful  on  the  bounding  fteed  ; 
So  well  in  paint  and  Hone  they  judg'd  of  merit: 
But  Kings  in  Wit  may  want  dilcerning  Spirit. 
The  Hero  William,  and  the  Martyr  Charles, 
One   knighted  Blackmore,  and  one  penfion'd 

Quarles  ; 
Which  made  old  Ben  and  furly  Dennis  fwear, 
"  No  Lord's  anointed,  but  a  Ruffian  Bear." 
Not  with  fuch  majefly,  fuch  bold  relief, 
The  forms  aUguft  of  King  or  conq'ring  Chief 
E'er  fwell'd  on  marble,  as  in  verfe  have  fhin'd 
(In  polifh'd  verfe)  the  Manners  and  the  Mind. 
Oh  !  could  I  mount  on  the  Masonian  wing, 
Your  Arms,  your  Actions,  your  Repofe  to  fing  ! 
What  feas  you  travers'd,  and  what  fields  you 
fought !  [bought ! 

Your  countiy's    peace  how  oft,    howr    dearly 
How  barb'rous  rage  fubfided  at  your  word, 
And  nations  wonder'd  while  they  dropp'd  the 

f  word ! 
How,  when  you  nodded,  o'er  the  land  and  deep 
Peace  Hole  her  wing,  and  wrapp'd  the  world  in 

j     fleep; 

;  Till  earth's  extremes  your  mediation  own. 

I  And  Afia's  Tyrants  tremble  at  your  Throne. 

|  But  Verfe,  alas  !  your  Majefly  difdains  ; 

!  And  I'm  noirufed  to  Panegyric  ftrains  : 

(The  Zeal  of  Fools  offends  at  any  time, 
But  mofl  of  all  the  Zeal  of  Fools  in  rhyme. 

'  Beiides,  a  fate  attends  on  all  I  write  ; 
That,  when  I  aim  at  praife,  they  fay  I  bite. 
A  vile  Encomium  doubly  ridicules  : 
There's  nothing  blackens  like  the  ink  of  fools. " 
If  true,  a  woeful  likenefs  ;  and  if  lies, 
"  Praife  undeferv'd  is  fatire  in  difguile  -." 

Well  may  he  blufh  who  gives  it  or  receives; 
And,  when  I  flatter,  let  my  dirty  leaves 
(Like Journals, Odes,  and  fuch  forgotten  things 

As  Eufden,  Philips,  Settle,  writ  of  Kings) 

Clothe  fpice,  line  trunks,  or  flutt'ring  in  a  row 
Befringe  the  rails  of  Bedlam  and  Soho. 
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Dear  colonel,  Cobham's  and  your  country's 
You  love  a  verfe,  take  fuch  as  I  can  (end.  [friend! 
A  Frenchman  comes,  prefents  you  with  his  hoy, 
Bows  and  begins — "  This  lad,  Sir,  is  of  Blois: 
**  Obferve  his  fhape  how  clean,  his  locks  how 

"  curl'd  ! 
"  My  only  fon,  I'd  have  him  fee  the  world  : 
■  His  French  is  pure}  his  voice  too — you  (hall 

"  hear, 
"  Sir,  he's  your  Have,  for  twenty  pounds  a  year. 
"  Mere  wax  as  yet,  you  fafhion  him  with  eafe, 
"  Your barber,cook,upholH'rer,what youpleale : 
"  A  perfect  genius  at  an  opera  long — 
"  To  lay  too  much,  might  do  my  honour  wrong. 
"  Take  him  with  all  his  virtues,  on  my  word  ; 
-  *'  Hir,  whole  ambition  was  to  ferve  a  lord  : 
"  But,  Sir,  to  you,  with  what  would  I  riot  part  ? 
"  Tho' faith,  Ifear,'twiilbreakhismother'sheart. 
"  Once  (and  but  once)  I  caught  him  in  a  lie, 
"  Andthen,unwhipp'd,he  had  the  grace  to  cry : 
"  The  fault  he  has  I  fairly  mail  reveal  ; 
«  (Could  you  o'erlook  but  that)  it  is,  to  fter.l." 

If,  after  this,  you  took  the  gracelefs  lad, 
Could  you  complain  my  friend,  he  prov'd  fobad  ? 
'Faith,  in  fuch  cafe,  if  you  mould  profecute, 
I  think  Sir  Godfrey  mould  decide  the  fuit, 
Who  fent  the  thief,  that  dole  the  cafh,  away, 
And  puniuYd  him  that  put  it  in  his  way. 

Confider  then,  and  judge  me  in  this  light; 
I  told  you,  when  I  went,  I  could  not  write ; 
You  faid  the  fame ;  and  are  yon  dilcontent 
With  laws  to  which  you  gave  your  own  alien t  ? 
Nay  worfe,  to  a(k  for  verfe  at  fuch  a  time  ! 
D'ye  think  me  good  for  nothing  but  to  rhyme  ? 

In  Anna's  wars,  a  foldier  poor  and  old 
Had  dearly  eam'd  a  little  purfe  of  gold : 
Tir'd  with  a  tedious  march,  one  lucklefs  night 
He  flept,  poor  dog  !  and  loll  it  to  a  doit. 
This  put  the  man  in  fuch  a  defp'rate  mind,      ^ 
Between  revenge,  and  grief,  and  hungerjoin'd,  ;- 
Againft  the  foe,  himfelf,  and  all  mankind,        ) 
He  leap'd  the  trenches,  fcal'd  a  caltle  wall, 
Tore  down  a  ftandard,  took  the  fort  and  all. 
**  Prodigious  well !"  his  great  commander  cried; 
Cave  him  much  praife,  and  fome  reward  bolide. 
Next  pleas'd  his  excellence  a  town  to  batter ; 
( Jts  name  I  know  not,  and  'tis  no     -eat  matter) 
"  Go  on,  my  friend  (he  cried)  fee  yonder  walls  ! 
*'  Advance  and  conquer  !  go  where  glory  calls ! 
*'  More  honours,more  re  wards, attend  thebrave." 
Don't  you  remember  what  reply  he  gave  ? 
**  D'ye  think  me,  noble  Gen'ral,  fuch  a  fot  ? 
6{  Let  him  take  caftles  who  has  neTer  a  groat." 

Bred  up  at  home,  full  early  I  begun 
To  read  in  Greek  the  wrath  of  Peleus'  fon. 
Belides  my  father  taught  me,  from  a  lad, 
The  better  art  to  know  the  good  from  bad  : 
(And  little  fu re  imported  to  remove, 
To  hunt  for  truth  in  Maudlin's  learned  grove), 
But  knottier  points  we  knew  not  half  fo  well 
Dcpriv'd  us  foon  of  our  paternal  cell ; 


And  certain  laws  by  fuff'rers  thought  unjuft. 
Denied  all  polls  of  profit  or  of  truft; 
Hopes  after  hopes  of  pious  Papift  faiPd, 
While  mighty  William's  thund'ring  arm  pre-. 
For  Right  Hereditary  tax'd  and  fm\l,     [vail'd. 
He  (tuck  to  poverty  with  peace  of  mind  j 
And  mc  the  Mufes  help  to  undergo  it ; 
Convicl  a  Papift  he,  and  I  a  Poet. 
Hut  (thanks  to  Homer!)  lince  I  live  and  thrive, 
Indebted  to  no  prince  or  peer  alive, 
Sure  I  Ihould  want  the  care  of  ten  Monroes, 
If  I  would  fcribble  rather  than  repofe.       [day, 
Years  following  years  Ileal  fomething  ev'ry 
At  lad  they  Ileal  us  from  ourfelves  away; 
In  one  our  frolics,  one  amufements  end, 
In  one  a  millrefs  drops,  in  one  a  friend  : 
This  fubtle  thief  of  life,  this  paltry  Time, 
What  will  it  leave  me,  if  it  fnatch  my  rhyme  ? 
If  ev'ry  wheel  of  that  unwearied  mill, 
That  turn'd  ten  thou  land  verfes  now  Hand  Hill  ? 

But,  alter  all,  what  would  you  have  me  do, 
When  out.  of  twenty  I  can  pleafe  not  two  } 
When  this  Heroics  only  deigns  to  praife, 
Sharp  Satire  that,  and  that  Pindaric  lays  ? 
One  likes  the  pheafant's  wing,  and  one  the  legz 
The  vulgar  boil,  the  learned  roaft,  an  egg. 
Hard  talk!  to  hit  the  palate  of  fuch  guells, 
When  Oldfield  loves  what  Dartincuf  detefts. 

But  grant  I  may  relapfe,  for  want  of  grace, 
Again  to  rhyme  :  can  London  be  the  place  ? 
Who  there  his  Mule,  or  felf,  or  foul  attends, 
In  crowds  and  courts,  law,  bulinefs,  feaits,  and 

friends  ? 
My  counfel  lends  to  execute  a  deed  : 
A  Poet  begs  me  I  will  hear  him  read  : 
In  Palace-yard  at  nine  you'll  find  me  there — 
At  ten  for  certain,  Sir,  in  Bloomfbury-fquare— 
Before  the  Lords  at  twelve  my  Caule  comes  on— 
There's  a  Rehearfal,  Sir,  exact  at  one. 
"  Oh  !  but  a  Wit  can  ft udy  in  the  flreets, 
w  And  raile  his  mind  above  the  mob  he  meets." 
Net  quite  fo  well  however  as  one  ought ; 
A  hackney-coach  may  chance  to  fpoil  a  thought ; 
And  then  a  nodding  beam,  or  pig  of  lead, 
God  knows,  may  hurt  the  very  ablell  head. 
Have  you  not  feen,  at  Guildhall's  narrow  pafsj* 
Two  Aldermen  difpute  it  with  an  Afs  ;  % 
And  Peers  give  way,  exalted  as  they  are, 
Even  to  their  own  S  r-v— nee  in  a  car  ? 
Go,  lofty  Poet !   and  in  fuch  a  crowd 
Sing  thy  fonorous  verfe — but  not  aloud. 
Alas  !  to  grottos  and  to  groves  we  run  j 
To  eafe  and  lilence  ev'ry  Mufe's  fon: 
Blackmore  himfelf,  for  any  grand  effort, 
Would drinkand  doze  atTootingorEarl's-courtv 
How  fliall  I  rhyme  in  this  eternal  roar?    [before ? 
How  match  the  bards  whom  none  e'er  match'd 
The  man  who,  ftretch'd  in  Ifis'  calm  retreat,. 
To  books  and  lludy  gives  feven  years  complete, 
See  !  ftrew'd  with  learned  dull,  ht3  nightcap  on,, 
He  walks,  an  objeel:  new  beneath  the  fun  ! 
The  boys  flock  round  him,  and  the  people  Hare  zy 
So  ftiff,  fo  mute  I  fome  flatue,  you  would  fwear,  > 
.  Stept  from  its  pedeftal  to  take  the  air !  5 

And 
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And  here,  while  town,  and  court,  and  city  roars, 
With  mobs,and  duns,  and  foldiers,  at  theirdoors, 
Shall  I  in  London  aft  this  idle  part  ? 
Composing  fongs,  for  fools  to  get  by  heart  ? 

The  Temple  late  two  brother  Serjeants  faw, 
Who  deem'd  each  other  Oracles  of  Law; 
With  equal  talents,  theft  congenial  fouls,  [Rolls ; 
One  lull'd  th'  Exchequer,  and  one  ftunn'd  the 
Each  had  a  gravity  would  make  you  fplit, 
And  lhook  his  head  at  Murray,  as  a  wit. 
'Twas,  t:  Sir,  your  law" — and  *  Sir,  your  elo- 
quence ;'  [bot's  fcnfe.' 
"Yours,  Cowper's  manners;"  and  'Yours,  Tal- 

Thus  we  difpofe  of  all  poetic  merit ; 
Yours  Milton's  genius,  and  mine  Homer's  fpirit. 
CallTibba!dShakefpear,and  he'll  iwear  the  Nine, 
Dear  Cibber !  never  match'd  one  Ode  of  thine. 
Lord  !  how  we  ft  rut  thro'  Merlin's  Cave  to  fee 
No  poets  there  but  Stephen,  you,  and  me. 
Walk  with  refpecl  behind,  while  we  at  eafe 
Weave  laurel  Crowns,  and  take  what  names  we 
"MydearTibullus!"  if  that  will  not  do,  [pleale. 
"  Let  me  be  Horace,  and  be  Ovid  you : 
"  Or,  I'm  content;  allow  me  Dryden's  ftrains, 
u  And  you  mall  rife  up  Otway  for  your  pains." 
Much  do  I  futfer,  much  to  keep  in  peace 
This  jealous,  wafpifh,  wrong-  head,  rhyming  race; 
And  much  inuft  flatter,  if  the  whim  mould  bite 
To  court  applaufe,  by  printing  what  I  write: 
But,  let  the  fit  pais  o'er,  I'm  wife  enough 
To  ftop  my  ears  to  their  confounded  fluff. 

In  vain  bad  Rhymers  all  mankind  reject,  [fpect : 
They  treat  themfelves  with  moft  profound  re- 
'Tis  to  fmall  purpoie  that  you  hold  your  tongue; 
Each,  prais'd  within,  is  happy  all  day  long: 
.But  how  feverely  with  them'elves  proceed 
The  men  who  write  fuch  Verfe  as  we  can  read  ! 
Their  own  ftriel  Judges,  not  a  word  they  (pare 
That  wants  or  force,  or  light,  or  weight,  or  care. 
Howe'er  unwillingly  it  quits  its  place, 
Nay  tho'  at  Court  (perhaps)  it  may  find  grace: 
Such  they'll  degrade;  and  fbmetimes,  in  ftslread, 
In  downright  charity  revive  the  dead  ; 
Mark  where  a  bold  exprefiive  phrafe  appears, 
Bright  thro'  the  rubbifh  of  fbme  hundred  years ; 
Command  old  words  that  long  haveilepr,  E  "awake, 
Words  that  wife  Bacon  or  brave  Raleigh  fpake; 
Or  bid  the  new  be  Englifh,  ages  hence, 
(For  Hie  will  father  what's  begot  by  Senfe) 
Pour  the  full  tide  of  eloquence  along,  } 

Serenely  pure,  and  yet  divinely  llrong, 
Rich  with  the  treafures  of  each  foreign  tongue  :J 
Prune  the  luxuriant,  the  uncouth  refine, 
But  (hew  no  mercy  to  an  empty  line : 
Then  polifh  all  with  ft)  much  life  and  eafe, 
You  think  'tis  Nature,  and  a  knack  to  pleafe  : 
"But  eafe  in  writing  flows  from  art,  not  chance; 
"  As  thofemoveeafieft  whohavelearn'd  todance." 

If  fuch  the  plague  and  pains  to  write  by  rule, 
Better  (fay  I)  be  pleas'd,  and  play  the  fool : 
Call,  if  you  will,  bad  rhyming  a  difeafe ; 
It  g'.ves  men  happinefs  or  leaves  them  eafe. 
There  liv'd  in  primo  Georgii  (they  record) 
A  worthy  member,  no  fmall  fool,  a  Lord  j 


Who,  tho'  the  Houfe  was  up,  delighted  fate, 
Heard,  noted,  anfwer'd,  as  in  full  debate: 
In  all  but  this,  a  man  of  fober  life, 
Fond  of  his  Friend,  and  civii  to  his  Wife; 
Not  quite  a  madman  tho'  a  pafty  fell, 
And  much  too  wife  to  walk  into  a  well,  [mur'd, 
Him  the  damn'd  Doctors  and  his  Friends  im- 
They  bled,  they  cupp'd,  they  purg'd ;  in  ihort, 

they  cur'd: 
Whereat  the  gentleman  began  to  flare— 
My  friends  !  he  cried,  p-x  take  you  for  your  care, 
That  from  a  Patriot  of  diftinguifh'd  note, 
Have  bled  and  purg'd  me  to  a  Ample  Vote, 

Well,  on  the  who!e,p!ain  profe  mutt  be  myfate; 
Wifdom,  curie  on  it  1  will  come  foon  or  late. 

I  There  is  a  time  when  Poets  will  grow  dull : 
I  '11  e'en  leave  verfes  to  the  boys  at  fchool : 
To  rules  of  Poetry  no  more  confin'd, 
I'll  learn  to  fmooth  and  harmonize  my  mind ; 
Teach  ev'ry  thought  within  its  bounds  to  roll, 
And  keep  the  equal  meafure  of  the  foul. 

Soon  as  I  enter  at  my  country  door, 
My  mind  relumes  the  thread  it  dropp'd  before  ; 
Thoughts  which  at  Hyde  park-corner  I  forgot, 
Meet  and  rejoin  me  in  the  penfive  Grot; 
There  all  alone,  and  compliments  apart, 
I  aik  thefe  fober  queftions  of  my  heart : 

If,  when  the  more  you  drink,  the  more  you 
crave, 
You  tell  the  Doftor;  when  the  more  you  have, 
The  more  you  want,  why  not  with  equal  eafe 
Confefs  as  well  your  Folly,  as  Difeafe? 
The  heart  refolves  this  matter  in  a  trice: 
"  Men  only  feel  the  Smart,  but  not  the  Vice.'* 
When  golden  Angels  ceafe  to  cure  the  Evil, 
You  give  all  royal  Witchcraft  to  the  Devil ; 
When  fe'-viie  Chaplains  cry  that  birth  and  place 

i  Endue  a  Peer  with  honour,  truth,  and  grace, 
Look  if  that  breall,  moft  dirty  D — !  be  fair; 
Say,  can  you  find  out  one  fuch  lodger  there  ? 
Yet  ftill,  not  heeding  what  your  heart  can  teach. 
You  go  to  Church  to  hear  thefe  flatt'rers  preach. 

Indeed,  could  wealth  beftow  or  wit  or  merit, 
A  grain  of  courage,  or  a  fpark  of  fpirit, 
The  vvifeft  man  might  blufh,  I  mud  agree, 
Ir  D  *  *  *  lov'd  fixpence  more  than  he. 
If  there  be  truth  in  Law,  and  Ufe  can  give 

i  A  Property,  that's  yours  on  which  you  live. 

•  Delightful  Abs-court,  if  its  fields  afford 

!  Their  fruits  to  you,  confeffes  you  its  lord; 
All  Worldly's  hens,  nay  partridge,  fold  to  town, 
His  ven'fon  too,  a  guinea  makes  your  own  : 
He  bought  at  thoulands  what  with  better  wit 
You  purchafe  as  you  want,  and  bit  by  bit; 
Now,or  long  fince,what  difference  will  be  found? 
You  pay  a  penny,  and  he  paid  a  pound. 

Heathcote  himfelf,  and  fuch  large-a»red  men, 
Lords  of  fat  E'fham,  or  of  Lincoln -fen, 
Buy  ev'ry  flick  of  wood  that  lends  them  heat: 
Buy  ev'ry  pullet  they  afford  to  eat. 
Yet  thefe  are  Wjghts  who  fondly  call  their  own 
Half  that  the  Devil  o'erlooks  from  Lincoln  town. 
The  Laws  of  God,  as  well  as  of  the  land, 
Abhor  a  Perpetuity  fhould  ftand  : 
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Eftates  have  wings,  and  hang  in  fortune's  pow'r, 
Loofe  on  the  point  of  ev'ry  wav'ring  hour, 
Ready,  by  force,  or  of  your  own  accord, 
By  fale,  at  lead  by  death,  to  change  their  lord. 
JS»an?  and  for  ever  ?  wretch!  what  wouldll  thou 
Heirurges  heir,  like  wave  impelling  wave,  [have? 
All  vait  polfeflions  (juft  the  fame  the  cafe 
Whether  you  call  them  Villa,  Park,  or  Chafe) 
Alas,  my  Bathurft !  what  will  they  avail  ? 
Join  Cotfwood  hills  to  Saperton's  fair  dale; 
JLet  riling  granaries  and  temples  here, 
Their  mingled  farms  and  pyramids  appear; 
Link  towns  to  towns  with  avenues  of  oak; 
Indole  whole  towns  in  walls — 'tis  all  a  joke  ! 
Inexorable  Death  mall  level  all, 
And  trees,  and  ltones,and  farms,  and  farmer  fall. 

Gold,  Silver,  Iv'ry,  Vafes,  fculptur'd  high, 
Paint,  Marble,  Gems,  and  robes  of  Perfian  dye, 
There  are  who  have  not — and,  thank  heaven  ! 

there  are, 
Who  if  they  have  not,think  not  worth  their  care. 

Talk  what  you  will  ofTalte,  my  fiiend,you  '11 
Two  of  a  face  as  foon  as  of  a  mind.  [find 

Why,  of  two  brothers,  rich  and  reftlefs  one  [fun ; 
Ploughs,  burns,  manures,  and  toils  from  fun  to 
The  other  flights,  for  women,  fports,  and  wines, 
All  Town  (bend's  turnips,  and  all  Grofvenor's 

mines : 
Why  one,  like  Bu —  with  pay  and  fcorn  content, 
Bows,  and  votes  on,  in  Court  and  Parliament ; 
One/driven  by  ftrong  Benevolence  of  foul, 
Shall  fly,  like  Oglethorp,  from  pole  to  polej 
Is  known  alone  to  that  Dire6ting  Pow'r 
Who  forms  the  Genius  In  the  natal  hour  ; 
That  God  of  Nature,  who,  within  us  ftill, 
Inclines  our  ad'tion,  not  conftrains  our  will: 
Various  of  temper,  as  of  face  or  frame, 
Each  individual;  his  great  End  the  fame. 

Yes,  Sir,  how  imall  fbever  be  my  heap, 
A  part  I  will  enjoy  as  we'll  as  keep. 
JMy  heir  may  figh,  and  think  it  want  of  grace 
A  man  ib  poor  would  live  without  a  place  : 
But  fure  no  ftatute  in  his  favour  fays, 
How  free  or  frugal  I  fhall  pafs  my  days ; 
I,  who  at  fome  times  fpend,  at  others  fpare, 
Divided  between  carelefsnefs  and  care. 
Tis  one  thing  madly  to  difperfe  my  ftore; 
Another,  not  to  heed  to  treafure  more; 
Glad,  like  a  boy,  to  (hatch  the  full  good  day, 
And  pleas'd  if  fordid  want  be  far  away. 

What  is  't  to  me  (a  paflenger,  God  wot) 
Whether  my  vefTel  be  rirft-rate  or  not  ? 
The  fhip  itfelf  may  make  a  better  figure, 
But  I  that  fail  am  neither  lefs  nor  bigger; 
I  neither  ftrut  with  ev'ry  fav'ring  breath, 
Kor  ftrive  with  all  the  tempeft  in  my  teeth  : 
In  pow'r,  wit,  figure,  virtue,  fortune,  plac'd 
Behind  the  foremoft,  and  before  the  laft. 

"  But  why  all  this  of  avarice  ?  I  have  none." 
I  wifh  you  joy,  Sir,  of  a  tyrant  gone  ; 
Put  does  no  other  lord  it  at  this  hour, 
As  wild  and  mad — the  avarice  of  pow'r? 
I'oes  neither  rage  inflame,  nor  fear  appall  ? 
hot  the  black  fear  of  death  that  faddens  all  ? 


With  terrors  round,  can  reafon  hold  her  throne, 
Defpife  the  known,  nor  tremble  at  th'  unknot  n  ? 
Survey  both  worlds,  intrepid  and  entire, 
In  fpite  of  witches,  devils,  dreams,  and  fire? 
Pleas'd  to  look  forward,  pleas'd  to,  look  behind, 
And  count  each  birth-day  with  a  grateful  mind  ? 
Has  life  no  fournefs,  drawn  fb  near  its  end  ? 
Canft  thou  endure  a  foe,  forgive  a  friend  ? 
Has  age  but  melted  the  rough  parts  away, 
As  winter  fruits  grow  mild  ere  they  decay  ? 
Or  will  you  think,  my  friend,  your  bufinefs  done, 
When,  of  a  hundred  thorns,  you  pull  out  one  ? 
Learn  to  live  well,  or  fairly  make  your  will  ; 
You '  ve  play'd,  and  lov'd,  and  eat,  and  drank  your 
Walk  fober  off,  before  a  fprightlier  age        [fill: 
Comes  titt'ring  on, and  fhoves  you  from  theftage: 
Leave  fuch  to  trifle1  with  more  grace  and  eafe, 
Whom  folly  pleafes,  and  whofe  follies  pleafe. 


§21.  Epilogues  to  the  Satires.    In  tnvo  Dialogues, 

Pope. 

DIALOGUE     I. 

Fr.  Not  twice  a  twelvemonth  you  appear  in 

print; 
And  when  it  comes,  the  Court  fee  nothing  in  't. 
You  grow  correct,  that  once  with  rapture  writ ; 
And  are,  befides,  too  moral  for  a  Wit. 
Decay  of  parts,  alas  !  we  all  mufl  feel — 
Why  now,  this  moment,  don't  I  fee  you  Ileal  ? 
'Tis  all  from  Horace ;  Horace,  long  before  ye, 
Said,  "  Tories  call'd  him  Whig,  and  Whigs  a 

"  Tory;" 
And  taught  his  Romans,  in  much  better  metre, 
"  To  laugh  at  fools  who  put  their  truft  in  Peter." 

But  Horace,  Sir,  was  delicate,  was  nice; 
Bubo  obferves,  he  lafh'd  no  fort  of  Vice : 
Horace  would  fay,  Sir  Billy  fervid  the  Crown } 
Blunt  could  do  bufinefs,  H-ggins  knew  the  town  ; 
In  Sappho  touch  the  Failings  of  the  Sex, 
In  rev'rend  Bifhops  note  fome  fmall  ncglefts  ; 
And  own  the  Spaniard  did  a  waggijh  thing, 
Who  cropp'd  our  ears,  and  lent  them  to  theKing. 
His  fly,  polite,  iniinuating  ftyle 
Could  pleafe  at  Court,  and  make  Auguflus  fmile : 
An  artful  manager,  that  crept  between 
His  friend  and  fname,  and  was  a  kind  oi'fcreen. 
But,  'faith,  your  very  friends  will  foon  be  fore; 
Patriots  there  are  who  wifh  you'd  jell  no  more — • 
And  where's  the  Glory  ?  'twill  be  only  thought 
The  great  man  never  offer'd  you  a  groat. 
Go  fee  Sir  Robert — 

P.  See  Sir  Robert !— hum— 
And  never  laugh  for  all  my  life  to  come? 
Seen  him  I  have,  but  in  his  happier  hour 
Of  Social  Pleafure,  ill  exchang'd  for  Pow'r, 
Seen  him,  uncumber'd  with  a  venal  tribe, 
Smile  without  art,  and  win  without  a  bribe. 
Would  he  oblige  me  ?  let  me  only  find 
He  does  not  think  me  what  he  thinks  mankind. 
Come,  come — at  all  I  laugh  he  laughs,  no  doubt  j 
The  only  difference  is — I  dare  laugh  out. 
F.  Why  yes,with  Scripture  ftill  you  may  be  free; 
A  horfe-laugh,  if  you  pleafe,  at  Honefly, 

A  joke 
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A  Joke  on  Jekyl,  or  fbme  odd  Old  Whig, 
Who  never  chang'd  liis  principle,  or  wig  \ 
A  patriot  is  a  fool  in  ev'ry  age, 
Whom  all  Lord  Chamberlains  allow  the  ftage  : 
Thefe  nothing  hurts;  they  keep  their  fafhion  Hill, 
And  wear  their  ftrange  old  virtue,  as  they  will. 

If  any  alk  you,  "  Who's  the  man,  To  near 
"His  prince,  that  writes  in  verfe,and  has  his  ear?" 
Why  antwer,  Lyttleton  ;  and  I'll  engage 
The  worthy  youth  (hall  ne'er  be  in  a  rage  : 
But  were  his  verfes  vile,  his  whifper  bale, 
You'd  quickly  find  him  in  Lord  Fanny's  cafe. 
Sejanus,  Wolfey,  hurt  not  honell  Fleury  ; 
But  well  may  put  lbme  ftatefmen  in  a  fury. 

Laugh  then  at  any  but  at  fools  or  foes  ; 
Thefe  you  but  linger,  and  you  mend  not  thofe. 
Laugh  at  your  friends  ;  and,  if  your  friends  are 

fore, 
So  much  the  better,  you  may  laugh  the  more. 
To  vice  and  folly  to  confine  the  jeft, 
Seta  half  the  world,  God  knows,  againft  the  reft  5 
Did  not  the  fneer  of  more  impartial  men 
At  fenfe  and  virtue  balance  all  again. 
Judicious  wits  fpread  wide  the  ridicule, 
And  charitably  comfort  knave  and  fool. 

P.  Dear  Sir,  forgive  the  prejudice  of  youth  i 
Adieu,  diftinclion,  fatire,  warmth,  and  truth  ! 
Come,  harmlefs  characters  that  no  one  hit ; 
Come,  Henley's  oratory,  Olborne's  wit ! 
The  honey  dropping  from  Favonio's  tongue, 
The  flow'rs  of  Bubo,  and  the  flow  of  Y — ng  ! 
The  gracious  dew  of  pulpit  eloquence, 
And  all  the  well-whinp'd  cream  of  courtly  fenfe. 
The  firft  was  H — vy's,  F — *s  next,  and  then 
The  S — te's,  and  then  H  — vy's  once  again. 
O  come,  that  eafy,  Ciceronian  ftyle, 
So  Latin,  yet  ib  Englifh  all  the  while, 
As,  tho'  the  pride  of  Middleton  and  Bland, 
All  boys  may  read,  and  girls  may  underftand  ! 
Then  might  I  fing,  without  the  leait  offence, 
And  all  I  fung  mould  be  the  Nation  s  Senfe  j 
Or  teach  the  melancholy  Mule  to  mourn, 
Hang  the  fad  verfe  on  Carolina's  urn, 
And  hail  her  pallage  to  the  Realms  of  Reft, 
All  parts  perform'd,  and  all  her  children  blell ! 
So  Satire  is  no  more — I  feel  it  die — 
No  Gazetteer  more  innocent  than  I — 
And  let,  a-God's  name,  ev'ry  fool  and  knave 
Be  grac'd  thro'  life,  and  flatter'd  in  his  grave. 

F.  Why  fo  ?  if  Satire  knows  its  time  and  place, 
You  ftill  may  lafh  the  greateft — in  diigrace 
For  merit  will  by  turns  foriake  them  all  ; 
Would  you  know  when  ?  exaclly  when  they  fall. 
But  let  ail  fatire  in  all  changes  fpare 
Immortal  S — k,  and  grave  D — re. 
Silent  and  foft  as  faints  remov'd  to  heaven, 
All  ties  dillblv'd,  and  ev'ry  fin  forgiven, 
Thefe  may  fome  gentle  minifterial  wing 
Receive,  and  place  for  ever  near  a  King  !  [port, 
There,  where  no  paflion,  pride,  or  ihame  tranf- 
Lull'd  with  the  fweet  Nepenthe  of  a  Court} 
There,  where  no  father's,  brother's,  friend's  dif- 

grace 
Once  break  their  reft,or  ft  ir  them  from  theirplace: 


But,  paft  the  fenfe  of  human  miferies, 
All  tears  are  wipM  for  ever  from  all  eyes; 
No  cheek  is  known  to  blufh,  no  heart  to  throb, 
Save  when  they  lofe  a  queftion,  or  a  job. 

P.  Good  Heaven  forbid  that  I  mould  blaft 

their  glory, 
Who  know  how  like  Whig  Minifters  to  Toiy, 
And  when  three  Sov'reigns  died,  could  fcarce  be 

vext, 
Confid'iing  what  a  gracious  Prince  was  next. 
Have  I,  in  filent  wonder,  feen  fuch  things 
As  pride  in  Slaves,  and  avarice  in  Kings  j 
And  at  a  Peer  or  Peerefs  (hall  I  fret, 
Who  ftarves  a  fifter,  or  forfwears  a  debt? 
Virtue,  I  grant  you,  is  an  empty  boall ; 
But  (hall  the  dignity  of  Vice  be  loft? 
Ye  Gods  !  (half  Cibber's  ion,  without  rebuke. 
Swear  like  a  Lord,  or  Rich  outwhore  a  Duke  ? 
A  fav'rite's  porter  with  his  mafter  vie, 
Be  brib"d  as  often,  and  as  often  lie  ? 
Shall  Ward   draw  contracts  with  a  ftatefman's 
Or  Japhet  pocket,  like  his  Grace,  a  will  ?  [lkill  ? 
Is  it  for  Bond  or  Peter  (paltry  things  !) 
To  pay  their  debts,  or  keep  their  faith,  like  kings  ? 
If  Blount  difpatch'd  himfelf,  he  play'd  the  man, 
And  fo  may 'ft  thou,  illuftrious  Palferan  ! 
But  fhall  a  Printer,  weary  of  his  life, 
Learn  from  their  books  to  hanghimfelf  and  wife? 
This,  this,  my  friend,  I  cannot,  mult  not  bear; 
Vice  thus  abus'd  demands  a  nation's  care : 
This  calls  the  church  to  deprecate  our  fin, 
And  hurls  the  thunder  of  the  law?  on  gin. 

Let  modeft  Fofter,  if  he  will,  excel 
Ten  Metropolitans  in  preaching  well  ; 
A  limple  Quaker,  or  a  Quaker's  wife, 
Outdo  LandafF  in  doctrine — yea  in  life; 
Let  humble  Allen,  with  an  awkward  fliame, 
Do  good  by  ftealth,  and  blufh  to  find  it  fame. 
Virtue  may  choofe  the  high  or  low  degree, 
'Tis  juft  alike  to  virtue,  and  to  me  ; 
Dwell  in  a  Monk,  or  light  upon  a  King, 
She's  ftill  the  fame  belov'd,  contented  thing. 
Vice  is  undone  if  (he  forgets  her  birth, 
And  (loops  from  angels  to  the  dregs  of  earth  : 
But  'tis  the  Pall  degrades  her  to  a  whore : 
Let  Greatnefs  own  her,  and  (lie's  mean  no  more. 
Her  birth,  her  beauty,  crowds  and  courts  confefs, 
Chaftematrons  praife  her.and^ravebifhops  blefsj 
In  golden  chains  the  willing  world  fhe  draws, 
And  hers  the  gofpel  is,  and  hers  the  laws  \ 
Mounts  the  tribunal,  lifts  her  fcarlet  head, 
And  fees  pale  Virtue  carted  in  her  (lead. 
Lo  !  at  the  wheels  of  her  triumphal  car, 
Old  England's  Genius,  rough  with  many  a  fear, 
Dragg'd  in  the  duft  !  his  arms  hang  idly  round, 
His  flag  inverted  trails  along  the  ground  ! 
Our  youth,  all  livery'd  o'er  with  foreign  gold, 
Before  her  dance ;  behind  her,  crawl  tiie  old ! 
See  thronging  millions  to  the  Pagod  run, 
And  offer  country,  parent,  wife,  or  fon  ! 
Hear  her  black  trumpet  thro'  the  land  proclaim, 
That  not  to  be  corrupted  is  the  Jhame. 
In  foldier,  churchman,  patriot,  man  in  pow*r, 
'Tis  avVice  all,  ambition  is  no  more  ! 

T4  Se 
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$ee  all  our  nobles  begging  to  be  Haves  ! 
See  all  our  fools  afpiring  to  be  knaves  ! 
The  wit  of  cheats,  the  courage  of  a  whore, 
Are  what,  ten  thou  (and  envy  and  adore  : 
AH,  all  look  up,  with  reverential  awe, 
At  crimes  that  'fcape  or  triumph  o'er  the  law; 
Win  I?  truth,  worth,  wifdom,  daily  they  decry  : 
*'  Nothing  is  facred  now  but  villany." 

Yet  may  this  verfe  (if  fuch  a  verfe  remain) 
§hew  there  was  one  who  held  it  in  difdain. 

DIALOGUE   II. 

f.  'TIS  all  a  libel— Paxton  (Sir)  will  fay.  } 

P.  Not  yet,  my  friend  !  to-morrow,  'faith,  it^ 
And  for  that  very  caufe  I  print  to-day.  [may;  } 
How  mould  I  fret  to  mangle  ev'ry  line, 
In  rev'rence  to  the  fins  of  Thirty  nine! 
Vice  with  fuch  giant  ftrides  comes  on  amain, 
Invention  drives  to  be  before  in  vain  ; 
Feign  what  I  will,  and  paint  it  e'er  fo  ftrong, 
Some  riiing  genius  fins  up  to  nw  fong. 

F.  Yet  none  but  you  by  name  the  guilty  lafh ; 
Even  Guthry  faves  half  Newgate  by  a  dafh. 
Spare  then  the  perfon,  and  expofe  the  vice  : 

P.  How,  Sir  !  not  damn  the  fharper,  but  the 
Come  on  then,falire!  genYal,  imconmi'd  [dice  ? 
Spread  thy  broad  wing,  and  foufe  on  all  the  kind. 
Ye  ftateimen,  priefts,  of  one  religion  ail  ! 
Ye  tradefmen,  vile,  in  army,  court,  or  hail  ! 
Ye  rev'rend  Atheifts — F.  Scandal !  name  them  5 
who  ? 

P.  Why  that's  the  thing  you  bid  me  not  to  do. 
Who  ftarv'd  a  filter,  who  fori'wore  a  debt, 
X  never  naraM  ;  the  town's  enquiring  yet. 

F.  The  pois'ning  dame,you  mean. — rP.I  don't. 

F.  You  do. 

P.  See,  now  I  keep  the  fecret,  and  not  you ! 
Tbebribing  ftatefman . — F,  Hold  ,too  highyou  go. 

P.  The  brib'd  elector. — F,  There  you  ftoop 
too  low. 


Then  better  fure  it  Chanty  becomes 

To  tax  Directors,  who,  th;mk  God,  have  plums ; 

Still  better  Minifters  ;  or,  if  the  thing 

May  pinch  even  there — why  lay  it  on  a  King. 

F.  Stop  !  ftop  ! 

P.  Muft  fatire,  then,  nor  rife  nor  fall  ? 
Speak  out,  and  bid  me  blame  no  rogues  at  all. 

F.  Yes,  ftrike  that  Wild,  I'll  juftify  the  blow. 

P.  Strike  ?  why  the  man  was  hang'd  ten  years 
ago; 
Who  now  that  obfolete  example  fears  ? 
Even  Peter  trembles  only  for  his  ears. 

F.  What  always  Peter  ?  Peter  thinks  you  mad  j 
You  make  men  defp'rate,  if  they  once  are  bad  : 
Elfe  imght  he  take  to  virtue  fome  years  hence— 

P.  As  S — k,  if  he  lives,  will  love  the  Prince. 

F.  Strange  fpleen  to  S — k  ! 

P.  Do  I  wrong  the  man  ? 
God  knows,  I  praife  a  Courtier  where  I  can. 
When  I  confers,  there  is  who  feels  for  fame, 
And  melts  togoodnefs,  need  I  Scarb'rowname? 
Pleas'd  let  me  own,  in  Ejhers  peaceful  grove 
(Where  Kent  and  nature  vie  forPelham's  love), 
The  fcene,  the  mailer,  o.p'ning  to  my  view, 
I  fit  and  dream  I  fee  my  Craggs  anew  ! 

Even  in  a  Bifhop  I  can  fpy  deleft  ; 
Seeker  is  decent,  Rundel  has  a  heart: 
Manners  with  candour  are  to  Benfon  given  j 
To  Berkley  ev'ry  virtue  upder  heaven. 

But  does  the  Court  a  worthy  man  remove  ? 
That  inftant,  I  declare,  he  has  my  love: 
I  fliun  his  zenith,  court  bis  mild  decline  ; 
Thus  Somers  once  and  Halifax  were  mine. 
Oft,  in  the  clear  ftill  mirrour  of  retreat, 
I  ftudied  Shrcivfoury,  the  wife  and  great ; 
Carletorfs  calm  fenie  and  Stanhope' 's  noble  flame 
Compar'd,  and  knew  theirgen'rous  end  the  fame. 
How  pleafing  Atter barfs  f offer  hour  ! 
How  fhin'd  the  foul,  unconquer'd  in  theTow'r  ? 
How  can  I  Pult"neyy  Chejlerjield  forget, 
While  Reman  fpirit  chatms,  and  Attic  wit  ? 


what 


P.  I  fain  would  pleafe  you,  if  I  knew  with  Argyll*  the  State's  whole  thunder  born  to  wield, 


And  fhake  alike  the  fenate  and  the  field  : 


Tell  me  which  knave  is  lawful  game,which  not?!  Or  Wyndham,  jttft  to  freedom  and  the  throne, 


Muft  great  offenders,  once  efcap'd  the  Crown, 
Like  royal  harts,  be  never  more  run  dov,  u  ? 
Admit  your  law  to  fpare  the  knight  requires, 
As  beafts  of  nature  may  we  hunt  the  'fquires  ? 
Suppofe  T  cenfure — -you  know  what  I  mean-r- 
To  fave  a  Bifhop,  may  I  name  a  Dean  ? 

F.  A  Dean,  Sir  ?  no ;  his  fortune  is  not  made  ; 
You  hurt  a  man  that's  rifmg  in  the  trade. 

P.  If  not  the  tradefman  who  fet  up  to-day, 
Much  iefs  the  'prentice  who  to-morrow  may. 
Down,down  proud  fatire !  tho'a  realm  be  fpoil'd, 
Arraign  no  mightier  thief  than  wretched  Wild) 
Or,  if  a  court  or  country's  made  a  job, 
Go  drench  a  pickpocket,  and  join  the  mob. 

But,  Sir,  I  beg  you  (for  the  love  of  vice  !) 
The  matter's  weighty,  pray  confider  twice  ; 
Kave  you  lefs  pity  for  the  needy  cheat, 
The  poor  and  friendlefs  villain,  than  the  great  ? 
Alas  1  the  fmall  difcredit  of  a  bribe 
Scarce  hurts  the  Lawyer,  but  undoes  the  Scribe. 


The  mailer  of  our  pa.Tions,  and  his  own 
Names  which  I  long  have  lov'd, nor  lov'd  in  vain, 
Kank'd  with  their  friends,  not  number'd  with 

their  train ; 
And  if  yet  higher  the  proud  lift  fhouid  end, 
S!iil  let 'me  fay,  No  follower,  but  a  friend- 

Yet  thinknot,friendfhip  onlyprompts  ray  lays; 
I  follow  Virtue^  where  ihe  fliines,  I  praife  ; 
Point  fhe  to  Priefbor  Elder,  Whig  or  Tory, 
Or  round  a  Quaker's  beaver  call  a  glory. 
I  never  (to  my  forrow  I  declare) 
Din'd  with  the  Man  of  Rofs,  or  my  Lord  Mayor. 
Some  in  their  choice  of  friends  (nay,  look  not 

grave) 
Have  ftill  a  fecret  bias  to  a  knave : 
To  find  an  honeft  man,  I  beat  about, 
And  love  him,  court  him,  praife  him,  in  or  out. 

F.  Then  why  fo  few  commended  ? 

P.  Not  fo  farce  j 
Find  you  the  virtue,  and  I'll  find  the  verfe. 

7  But 
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Bat  random  praife— the  taflc  can  ne'er  be  done : 
Each  mother  afks  it  for  her  booby  ion  : 
Each  widow  aiks  it  lor  the  beft  of  men ; 
For  him  me  weeps,  for  him  fhe  weds  again. 
Praife  cannot  (loop,  likefatire,  to  the  ground  : 
The  number  may  be  hang'd,but  not  be  crowned. 
Enough  for  half  the  greateft  of  thefe  days, 
To  'fcape  my  ctnfure,  not  ex  peel:  my  praife. 
Are  they  not  rich  ?  what  more  on  they  pretend  ? 
Dare  they  1  n  hope  a  poet  for  their  friend — 
What  Richlieu  wanted,  Louis  fcarce  could  gain ; 
And  what  young  Aramon  wiih'd,  but  wiih'd  in 

vain  ? 
Nopow'rthe  Mufe's  friendfhip  can  command ; 
No  pow'r,  when  virtue  claims  it,  can  withfiand  : 
To  Catot  Virgil  pay'd  one  honeft  line  ; 

0  let  my  country's  friends  illumine  mine  ! 
— What    are    you   thinking?     F.   'Faith,    the 

thought's  no  fin; 

1  think  your  friends  are  out,  and  would  be  in. 

P.  If  merely  to  come  in,  Sir,  they  go  out, 
The  way  they  take  is  ftrangely  round  about. 

F.  They  too  may  be  corrupted,  you  'II  allow. 

P.  I  only  call  thofe  knaves  who  are  fo  now. 
Is  that  too  little  r    Come  then,  1  '11  comply — 
Spirit  of  ArnalLl  aid  me  while  1  lie. 
Cobham  's  a  coward,  Polwart  is  a  nave ; 
And  Lyttkton  a  dark,  defigning  knave  ; 
St.  John  has  ever  been  a  wealthy  fool  — 
But  let  me  add,  Sir  Robert's  mighty  dull  5 
Has  never  made  a  friend  in  private  life, 
And  was,  belides,  a  tyrant  to  his  wife. 

But    pray,   when    others   praife   him,   do  I 
Call  Verres,  VVol  fey,  any  odious  name  r   [blame  ? 
Why  rail  they  then,  if  but  a  wreath  of  mine, 
O  all-accomplifh'd  St  John !  deck  thy  fhrine  ? 

What  ball  each  fpur-gall'd  hackney  of  the  day, 
When  Paxton  gives  him  double  pots  and  pay  ; 
Or  each  new-pcnilon'c^ycophanr,  pretend 
To  break  my  windows  if  I  treat  a  friend ; 
Then  wifely  plead,  to  me  they  meant  no  hurt ; 
But  'twas  my  gueft  at  whom  they  threw  the 
Sure,  if  I  fpare  the  Minifter,  no  rules         [dirt  ? 
Of  honour  bind  me  not  to  maul  his  tools  ; 
Sure,  if  they  cannot  cut,  it  may  be  laid 
His  laws  are  toothless,  and  his  hatchets  lead. 

It  anger'd  Turenne,  once  upon  a  day, 
To  fee  a  footman  kick'd  that  took  his  pay  : 
But  when  he  heard  th'  affront  the  fellow  gave, 
Knew  one  a  man  of  honour,  one  a  knave  \ 

m  [reft: 
he'd  take  the  pains  to  kick  the 


I 


'Faith,  it  imports  not  much  from  whom 
it  came  ; 
Whoever  borrow'd  could  not  be  to  blame,     I 
Since  the  whole  Houfe  did  afterwards  the  fame.} 
Let  courtly  wits  to  wits  afford  fupply, 
As  hog  to  hog  in  huts  of  Weilphaly; 
If  one  thro'  nature's  bounty,  or  his  lord's, 
Has  what  the  frugal  dirty  ioil  affords, 
From  him  the  next  receives  it,  thick  or  thin, 
As  pure  a  mefs  almoft  as  it  came  in; 
The  blelTed  benefit,  not  there  confin'd, 
Drops  to  the  third,  who  nuzzles  clofe  behind: 
From  tail  to  mouth  they  feed  and  they  caroufe ; 
The  laft  full  fairly  gives  it  to  the  Houfe. 
F.  This  filthy  fimilc,  this  beaitly  line 
Quite  turns  my  ftomach — 

P.  So  does  flattery  mine: 
And  all  your  courtly  Civet-cats  can  vent, 
Perfume  to  you,  to  me  is  excrement. 
But  hear  me  farther — Japhet,  'tis,  agreed, 
Writ  not,  and  Chartres  fcarce  could  ♦Trite  or  read, 
In  all  the  Courts  of  Pindus  guiltlefs  quite; 
But  pens  can  forge,   my  friend,  that  cannot 

write; 
And  mutt  no  egg  in  Japhct's  face  be  thrown, 
Becanfe  the  deed  he  forg'd  was  not  my  own  ? 
Mutt  never  Patriot  then  declaim  at  gin, 
Unlefs,  good  man  !  he  has  been  fairly  in  ? 


rj 


The  prudent  gen'ral  turn'd  it  to  a  jeft, 

A.nd    '"'CO'C'd     '"":*,'^     ti\t&    1-H^>    rwinc    trt 


Which  not  at  pre  lent  having  time  to  do —  [you  ? 
F.  Hold,  fir,  for  God's  fake,  where's  th'  affront  to 
Againft  your  worihip  when  had  S — k  writ  ? 
Or  P — ge  pour'd  forth  the  torrent  of  his  wit  ? 
Or  grant  the  Bard  wbbfe  diftich  all  commend 
(In  penur  afewant,  out  of  fotvr  a  friend) 
To  VV — le  guilty  of  fome  venial  fin,; 
What 's  that  to  you,  who  ne'er  was  out  nor  in  ? 

ThePrieft  whofe  flattery  bed ropp'd  the  Crown, 
How  hurt  he  you  ?  he  onjy  ftain'd  the  gown. 
And  how  did,  pray,  the  florid  youth  offend, 
Whofe  fpeech  you  took,  and  gave  it  to  a  friend  r 


No  zealous  paftor  blame  a  failing  fpoufe, 
Without  a  ftaring  reafon  on  his  brows? 
And  each  blafphemer  quite  efcape  the  rod, 
Becaufe  the  iniult's  not  on  man,  but  God  ? 

Afk  you  what  provocation  I  have  had  ? 
The'llrong  antipathy  of  good  to  bad. 
When  truth  or  virtue  an  affront  endures, 
Th'  affront  is  mine,  my  friend,  and  mould  be 
Mine,  as  a  foe  profel't  to  faife  pretence,     [yours. 
Who  think  a  Coxcomb's  honour  like  his  ienfej. 
Mine,  as  a  friend  to  ev'ry  worthy  mind; 
An    mine,  as  man,  who  feel  for  all  mankind. 

F.  You  're  ftrangely  proud. 

P.  So  nroud,  I  am  na  llave; 
So  impudent,  I  own  myfelf  no  knave  j 
So  odd,  my  country's  ruin  makes  me  grave. 
Yes,  I  am  proud,  I  muft  be  proud,  to  fee 
Men  not  afraid  of  God  afraid  of  me  ? 
S:uz  from  the  bar,  the  pulpit,  and  the  throne, 
Yet  touch 'd  and  fham'd  by  ridicule  alone. 
C)  (acred  weapon  !  left  for<  truth's  defence  j. 
Sole  dread  of  folly,  vice,  and  infolence  ! 
To  all  but  Heaven-direcled  hands  denied, 
TheMufe  may  give  thee,  but  the  gods  muft  guide; 
Rev'rent  I  touch  thee !   but  with  honeft  zeal ; 
To  roufe  the  watchmen  of  the  public  weal, 
To  virtue's  work  provoke  the  tardy  hall, 
And  goad  the  Prelate  ilumb'ring  in  his  ftall. 
Ye  tinfel  infects  !  whom  a  court  maintains, 
That  counts  your  beauties  only  by  your  ftainr. 
Spin  all  your  cobwebs  o'er  the  eye  of  day! 
The  Mufe's  wing  fhall  brufh  you  all  awray: 
All  his  Grace  preaches,  all  his  Lordftiip  lings, 
All  that  makes  faints  of  q  ueens,and  gods  of  kings, 
All,  all  but  truth,  drops  dead-born  from  the  prefs, 
Like  the  laft  Gazette,  or  the  laft  addrefs. 

When 
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When  black  ambition  ftains  a  public  caufe, 
A  monarch's  fword  when  mad  vain -glory  draws, 
Not  Waller's  wreath  can  hide  the  nation's  fear, 
Nor  Boileau  turn  the  feather  to  a  liar. 

Not  fo,  when  diadem'd  with  rays  divine, 
Touch'd  with  the  flame  that  breaks  from  Virtue 's 

(hrine, 
Her  prieftefs  Mufe  forbids  the  good  to  die, 
And  opes  the  temple  of  Eternity. 
There,  other  trophies  deck  the  truly  brave, 
Than  fuch  as  Anftis  calls  into  the  grave  j 
Far  other  ftars  than  *  and  *  *  wear, 
And  may  defcend  to  Mornington  from  Stair  ; 
(Such  as  on  Hough's  unfullied  mitre  mine, 
Or  beam,  good  Digby,  from  a  heart  like  thine)  ; 
LetEnzy  howl,  while  heaven's  whole  chorus  lings, 
And  bark  at  honour  not  conferr'd  by  kings  ; 
Let  Flatfry  fick'ning  fee  the  incenfe  rife, 
Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateful  to  the  ikies: 
Truth  guards  the  Poet,  fanctifies  the  line, 
And  makes  immortal,  verfe  as  mean  as  mine. 

Yes,  the  lalt  pen  for  freedom  let  me  draw, 
When  truth  (lands  tremblingon  the  edge  of  law ; 
Here,  lail  of  Britons  !  let  your  names  be  read  j 
Are  none,  none  living !  let  me  praife  the  dead  ; 
And,  for  that  caufe  which  made  your  fathers 
Fall  by  the  votes  of  their  degen'rate  line,  [mine, 

F.  Alas  !  alas  !  pray  end  what  you  brgan, 
And  write  next  winter  more  EJfays  on  Man. 


§22.  IMITATIONS  of  HORACE.     Pope. 

EPISTLE    VII. 

Imitated  in  the  Manner  of  Dr.  Swift. 

"'TIS  true,  my  Lord,  I  gave  my  word 
I  would  be  with  you,  June  the  third  j 
Chang'd  it  to  Auguft;  and,  in  fhorr, 
Have  kept  it — as  you  do  at  Court. 
You  humour  me  when  I  am  fick, 
Wny  not  when  I  am  fplenetic  r 
In  town,  what  objedes  could  I  meet? 
The  ihops  (hut  up  in  evVy  ftreet, 
And  fun'rals  blackening  all  the  doors, 
And  yet  more  melancholy  whores : 
And  what  a  dull  in  ev'ry  place  ! 
And  a  thin  Court  that  wants  your  face, 
And  fevers  raging  up  and  down, 
And  W  *  and  H  *  *  both  in  town  ! 

"  The  dog-days  are  no  more  the  cafe." 
'Tis  true,  but  winter  comes  apace : 
Then  fouthward  let  your  bard  retire, 
Hold  out  fbme  months  'twixt  fun  and  fire, 
And  you  mall  fee,  the  firft  warm  weather, 
Me  and  the  butterflies  together. 

My  lord,  your  favours  well  I  know; 
'Tis  with  dirt  met  ion  you  beltow ; 
And  not  to  ev'iy  one  that  comes, 
Juft  a?  a  Scotfman  does  his  plums. 
"  Pray,  take  them,  fir;  enough  's  a  feaft: 
"  Eat  fome,  and  pocket  up  the  reft." 
What,  rob  your  boys,  thofe  pretty  rogues  ? 
f"  No,  fir,  you'll  leave  them  to  the  hogs." 
Thus  fools  with  compliments  befiegeye, 
Contriving  never  to  oblige  ye. 


Scatter  your  favours  on  a  fop, 

Ingratitude  \s  the  certain  crop  ; 

And  'tis  but  juft;  I  '11  tell  you  wherefore, 

You  give  the  things  you  never  care  for. 

A  wife  man  always  is  or  fhou'd 

Be  mighty  ready  to  do  good; 

But  makes  a  diiF'rence  in  his  thought 

Betwixt  a  guinea  and  a  groat. 

Now  this  I  '11  fay;  you  '11  find  in  me 
A  fafe  companion,  and  a  free ; 
But  if  you'd  have  me  always  near— 
A  word,  pray,  in  your  Honour's  ear. 
I  hope  it  is  your  refolution 
To  give  me  back  my  Conilitution  ! 
The  fprightly  wit,  the  lively  eye, 
Ph'  engaging  fmile,  the  gaiety, 
That  laugh'd  down  many  a  fummer  fum, 
And  kept  you  up  fo  oft  till  one  ; 
And  all  that  voluntary  vein, 
As  when  Belinda  rais'd  my  ft  rain, 

A  weazel  once  made  fhift  to  flink 
In  at  a  corn-loft  thro'  a  chink; 
But,  having  amply  ftuif 'd  his  fkin, 
Could  not  get  out  as  he  got  in : 
Which  one  belonging  to  the  houfe 
(Twas  not  a  man,  it  was  a  moufe) 
Obferving,  cried,  "  You  'fcape  not  fo ; 
"  Lean  as  you  came,  fir,  you  muft  go." 

Sir,  you  may  fpare  your  application, 
I  'm  no  fuch  bealt,  nor  his  relation  ; 
Nor  one  that  temperance  advance, 
Cramm'd  to  the  throat  with  Ortolans : 
Extremely  ready  to  relign 
All  that  may  make  me  none  of  mine. 
South-lea  fublcriptions  take  who  pleafe, 
Leave  me  but  liberty  and  eafe. 
Twas  what  I  laid  to  Craggo  and  Child, 
Who  prais'd  my  modeity,  and  fmil'd. 
Give  me,  I  cried  (enough  for  me), 
My  bread,  and  independency! 
So  bought  an  annual  rent  or  two, 
And  liv'd — juft  as  you  fee  I  do ; 
Near  fifty,  and  without  a  wife, 
I  truft  that  finking  fund,  my  life. 
Can  I  retrench  ?     Yes,  mighty  well ; 
Shrink  back  to  my  paternal  cell, 
A  little  houfe,  with  trees  a-row, 
And,  like  its  mailer,  very  low. 
There  died  my  father,  no  man's  debtor— 
And  there  I  '11  die,  nor  worfe  nor  better. 

To  fet  this  matter  full  before  ye, 
Our  old  friend  Swift  will  tell  his  ftory  : 

"  Harley,  the.  nation's  great  fupport,"-— 
But  you  may  read  it,  I  flop  fhort. 

satire  vj. 

Tbefirji  part  imitated  in  the  year  1714.  by  Dr. 

Swift  j  the  latter  part  added  afterwards, 

I  've  often  wifh'd  that  I  had  clear, 
For  life,  fix  hundred  pounds  a-year, 
A  handfome  houfe  to  lodge  a  friend, 
A  river  at  my  garden's  end, 
A  terrace  walk,  and  half  a  rood 
,Of  land  fet  out  to  plant  a  wood. 

r  Well, 
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Well,  now  I  hive  all  this  and  more, 
I  afk  not  to  increafe  my  ftore  j 
'  But  here  a  grievance  Teems  to  lie, 
'  All  this  is  mine  but  till  I  die  5 
'  I  can't  but  think  't  would  found  more  clever 
"  To  me,  and  to  my  heirs  tor  ever." 

*  If  I  ne'er  got  or  lolt  a  groat 
'  By  any  trick  or  any  fault ; 
'  And  if  I  pray  by  reafon's  rules, 
'  And  not  like  forty  other  fools, 

*  As  thus  :  "  Vouchfafe-,  O  gracious  Maker ! 
"  To  grant  me  this  and  t'  other  acre  j 

"  Or  if  it  be  thy  will  and  pleafure, 

"  Direct  my  plough  to  find  a  treaiure  ;" 

*  But  only  wnat  my  ihition  fits, 

'  And  to  be  kept  in  my  right  wits : 
'  Preferve,  Almighty  Providence  ! 

*  Juft  what  you  gave  me,  competence: 

*  And  let  me  in  thefe  fhades  compofe 
'  Something  in  verfe  as  true  as  profe; 

*  Remov'd  from  all  th'  ambitious  fcene, 

'  Nor  puff 'd  by  pride,  nor  funk  by  fpleen.* 

In  fhort,  I  *m  perfectly  content, 
Let  me  but  live  on  this  fide  Trent ; 
Nor  crofs  the  Channel  twice  a  year, 
To  lpend  fix  months  with  ftatefmen  here. 

I  mult  by  all  means  come  to  town, 
Tis  for  the  fervice  of  the  crown. 
"  Lewis,  the  Dean  will  be  of  ule ; 
"  Send  for  him  up,  take  no  excufe." 
The  toil,  the  danger  of  the  feas, 
Great  minitters  ne'er  think  of  thefe  j 
Or  let  it  coll  five  hundred  pound, 
No  matter  where  the  money  's  found : 
It  is  but  fo  much  more  in  debt, 
And  that  they  ne'er  confuier'd  yet. 

"  Good  Mr.  Dean,  go  change  your  gown, 
"  Let  my  Lord  know  you  're  come  to  town." 
I  huriy  me  in  hafte  away, 
Not  thinking  it  is  levee-day ; 
And  find  his  Honour  in  a  pound, 
Hemm'd  by  a  triple  circle  round, 
Chequer'd  with  ribbons  blue  and  green; 
How  mould  I  thruft  myfelf  between  ? 
Some  wag  obferves  me  thus  perplex'd, 
And  fmiling,  whifpers  to  the  next, 
"  I  thought  the  Dean  had  been  too  proud 
"  To  joflle  here  among  a  crowd." 
Another,  in  a  furly  fit, 
Tells  me  I  have  more  zeal  than  wit: 
"  So  eager  to  exprefs  your  love, 
M  You  ne'er  coniider  whom  you  move, 
"  But  rudely  prefs  before  a  Duke." 
I  own  I  am  pleas'd  with  this  rebuke, 
And  take  it  kindly  meant  to  (hew 
What  I  defire  the  world  fhould  know. 

I  get  a  whifper,  and  withdraw  j 
When  twenty  fools  I  never  faw 
Come  with  petitions  fairly  penn'd, 
Defiring  I  would  Hand  their  friend. 

This  humbly  offers  me  his  cafe, 
That  begs  my  int'rell  for  a  place : 
A  hundred  other  men's  affairs, 
Like  bees,  are  humming  in  my  ears. 


"  To-morrow  my  appeal  comes  on ; 

"  Without  your  help  the  caufe  is  gone — " 

The  Duke  expecls  my  Lord  and  you, 

About  fome  great  affairs,  at  two — 

"  Put  my  Lord  Bolingbroke  in  mind, 

"  To  get  my  warrant  quickly  fign'd  : 

"  Coniider,  'tis  my  firft  requeft." 

Be  fatisfied,  I  '11  do  my  belt : 

Then  prefently  he  falls  to  teafe. 

"  You  may  for  certain,  if  you  pleafe ; 

"  I  doubt  not,  if  his  Lordfhip  knew — 

"  And,  Mr.  Dean,  one  word  from  you — *" 

'Tis  (let  me  fee)  three  years  and  more 
(Odtober  next  it  will  be  four) 
Since  Harley  bid  me  firft  attend, 
And  chofe  me  for  a  humble  friend ; 
Would  take  me  in  his  coach  to  chat, 
And  queilion  me  of  this  and  that ; 
As,  '  What's  o'clock,'  and  *  How's  the  wind?" 
'  Whofe  chariot 's  that  we  left  behind  ?' 
Or  gravely  try  to  read  the  lines 
Writ  underneath  the  country  figns; 
Or,  *  Have  you  nothing  new  to-day 
'  From  Pope,  from  Parneil,  or  from  Gay?* 
Such  tattle  often  entertains 
My  Lord  and  me  as  far  as  Stains  j 
As  once  a  week  we  travel  down 
To  Windlbr,  and  again  to  Town, 
Where  all  that  paifes  inter  nos 
Might  be  proclaim'd  at  Charing-Crofs. 

Yet  ibme  I  know  with  envy  fwell, 
Becaufe  they  fee  me  us'd  fo  well: 
"  How  think  you  of  our  friend  the  Dean  ? 
"  I  wonder  what  fome  people  mean  j 
"  My  Lord  and  he  are  grown  fo  great, 
"  Always  together  ute-a-t"ete\ 
"  What,  they  admire  him  for  his  jokes— 
"  See  but  the  fortune  of  fome  folks !" 
There  flies  about  a  ftrange  report 
Of  fome  exprefs  arriv'd  at  Court: 
I  'm  ftopp'd  by  aH  the  fools  I  meet, 
And  catechis'd  in  ev'ry  ilreet. 
"  You,  Mr.  Dean,  frequent  the  Great  j 
"  Inform  us,  will  the  Emp'ror  treat  r 
"  Or  do  the  prints  and  papers  lie  ?" 
Faith,  Sir,  you  know  as  much  as  I. 
"  Ah,  Doctor,  how  you  love  to  jeft ! 
"  'Tis  now  no  fecret" — I  protefl 
'Tis  one  to  me — "  Then  tell  us,  pray, 
"  When  are  the  troops  to  have  their  pay  f" 
And,  tho'  I  folemnly  declare 
I  know  no  more  than  my  Lord  Mayor, 
They  ftand  amaz'd,  and  think  me  grown 
The  clofeft  mortal  ever  known. 

Thus,  in  a  fea  of  folly  toft, 
My  choiceft  hours  of  life  are  loft  j 
Yet  always  wifhing  to  retreat, 
Oh,  could  I  fee  my  country  feat! 
There,  leaning  near  a  gentle  brook, 
Sleep,  or  perufe  fome  ancient  book; 
And  there  in  fweet  oblivion  drown 
Thofe  cares  that  haunt  the  court  and  town. 
Oh  charming  noons,  and  nights  divine ! 
Or  when  I  fup,  or  when  I  dine, 

My 
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"My  friends  above,  my  folks  below, 

Chatting  and  laughing  all  a-row, 

The  beans  and  bacon  let  before  'em, 

The  grace-cup  ferv'd  with  all  decorum: 

Each  willing  to  be  pleas'd,  and  pleafe, 

And  even  the  very  dogs  at  eafe ! 

Here  no  man  prates  of  idle  things, 

How  this  or  that  Italian  lings, 

A  neighbour's  madnefs,  or  his  fpoufe's, 

Or  what's  in  either  of  the  hcufes; 

But  fomething  much  more  our  concern, 

And  quite  a  fcandal  not  to  learn: 

Which  is  the  happier,  or  the  wiler, 

A  man  of  merit",  or  a  mifer  ? 

Whether  we  ought  to  choofe  our  friends 

For  their  own  v  >rtb,  or  our  own  ends  ? 

What  good,   or  better,  we  may  call, 

And  what,  the  very  belt  of  all  ? 

Our  friend  Dan  Prior  told  (you  know) 

A  tale  extremely  a  propos : 

Name  a  town  life,  and  in  a  trice 

He  had  a  ftory  of  two  mice. 
Once  on  a  time,  ib  runs  the  fable, 

A  country  moufe,  right  hofpitable, 

Receiv'd  a  town  moufe  at  his  board, 

Juit  as  a  farmer  might  a  lord. 

A  frugal  moufe  upon  the  whole, 

Yet  lov'd  his  friend,  and  had  a  foul: 

Knew  what  was  handfome,  and  would  do  't, 

On  juft  occalion,  coute  qui  coute. 

He  brought  him  bacon  (nothing  lean), 

Pudding  that  might  have  pleas'd  a  dean  j 

Cheefe,  fuch  as  men  in  Suffolk  make, 

But  wifh'd  it  Stilton  for  his  fake ; 

Yet,  to  his  gueft  tho'  no  way  fparing, 

He  ate  himfelf  the  rind  and  paring. 

Our  courtier  fcarce  would  touch  a  bit, 

But  fhew'd  his  breeding  andshis  wit: 

He  did  his  heft  to  ihem  to  eat, 

And  cried:  "  I  vow  you  're  mighty  neat. 

"  But,  Lord  !  my  friend,  the  favage  fcene  ! 

m  For  God's  lake,  come  and  live  with  men : 

"  Confider,  mice  like  men  mult  die, 

"  Both  fmall  and  great,  both  you  and  I : 

"  Then  fpend  your  life  in  joy  and  fport ; 

"  This  doctrine,  friend,  I  learn'd  at  court." 

The  verieit  hermit  in  the  nation 
May  yield,  God  knows,  to  ftrong  temptation. 
Away  they  come,  thro"  thick  and  thin, 
To  a  tall  houfe  near  Lincoln's-Itm  : 
'Twason  the  night  of  a  debate, 
When  all  their  lordlhips  had  fat  late. 

Behold  the  place  where,  if  a  poet 
Shin'd  in  defcription,  he  might  (hew  it; 
Tell  how  the  moon-beam  trembling  falls, 
And  tips  with  fdver  all  the  walls; 
Palladian  walls,  Venetian  doors, 
Grotefco  roofs,  and  itucco  floors : 
But  let  it,  in  a  word,  be  faid, 
The  moon  was  up,  and  men  a  bed, 
The  napkins  white,  the  carpet  red : 
The  guefts  withdrawn  had  left  the  treat, 
And  down  the  mice  fat,  tcte-a-tete. 
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Our  courtier  walks  from  dim  to  dim, 
Taltes  for  his  friend  of  fowl  and  fi(h  ; 
Tells  all  their  names,  lays  down  the  law, 
"  S}ue  $a  eft  bon  f    Ah,  goutez  $a ! 
"  That  jelly's  rich,  this  malm  fey  healing; 
"  Pray  dip  your  whilkers  and  your  tail  in.'* 
Was  ever  fuch  a  happy  fvyain  r 
He  fluffs  and  fvvills  •  and  fluffs  again. 
*•'  I  'm  quite  afham'd — 'tis  mighty  rude 
"  To  eat  ib  much — but  all's  ib  ^ood  ! 
"  I  have  a  thou  land  thanks  to  give — 
<c  My  lord  alone  knows  how  to  live/* 
No  fooner  laid,  but  from  the  hall 
Ru/h  chaplain,  butler,  dogs  and  all : 
"  A  rat !  a  rat !  clap  to  the  door." — 
The  cat  comes  bouncing  on  the  floor  ! 
O  for  the  heart  of  Homer's  mice, 
Or  gods,  to  fave  them  in  a  trice! 
(It  was  by  Providence,  they  think, 
For  your  damn'd  ftucco  has  no  chink.) 
"  A  n't  pleafe  your  Honour,"  quoth  the  peafant, 
"  This  fame  deffert  is  not  ib  pleafant: 
"  Give  me  again  my  hollow  tree, 
"  A  cruit  of  bread  and  liberty  1" 

O  D  E    I.      B  O  O  K    IV. 

To  Venus. 

Again  ?  new  tumults  in  my  breaft  r 
Ah  fpare  me,  Venus  !  let  me,  let  me  reft! 

I  am  not  now,  alas  !  the  man 
As  in  the  gentle  reign  of  my  queen  Anne. 

Ah  found  no  more  thy  foft  alarms, 
Nor  circle  fober  fifty  with  thy  charms  ! 

Mother  too  fierce  of  dear  deli  res  ! 
Turn,  turn,  to  willing-hearts  your  wanton  fires. 

To  number  five  direcl:  your  doves,         [loves ; 
There  fpread  round  Murray  all  your  blooming 

Noble  and  young,  who  ltrikes  the  heart 
With  ev'ry  fprightly,  ev'ry  decent,  part; 

Equal,  the  injur'd  to  defend, 
To  charm  the  miftrefs,  or  to  fix  the  friend. 

He,  with  a  hundred  arts  rerin'd, 
Shall  ftretch  thy  conquefts  over  half  the  kind: 

To  him  each  rival  fhall  fubmit, 
Make  but  his  riches  equal  to  his  wit. 

Then  fhall  thy  form  the  marble  grace 
(Thy  Grecian  form),  and  Chloe  lend  the  face: 

His  houfe  embofbm'd  in  the  grover 
Sacred  to  fecial  life  and  focial  love, 

Shall  glitter  o'er  the  pendant  green, 
Where  Thames  reflects  the  vilionary  fcene: 

Thither  the  lilver  founding  lyres 
Shall  call  the  fmiling  loves  and  young  defires  ; 

There  ev'ry  grace  and  mule  fhall  throng, 
Exalt  the  dane'e,  or  animate  the  fong ; 

There  youths  and  nymphs,  in  concert  gay, 
Shall  hail  the  riling,  clofe  the  parting  day. 

With  me,  alas  !  thofe  joys  are  o'er  ; 
For  me  the  vernal  garlands  bloom  no  more. 

Adieu,  fond  hope  of  mutual  fire  ! 
The  ftill-believing,  Itill  renew'd  defirej 

Adieu,  the  heart-expanding  bowl ! 
And  all  the  kind  deceivers  of  the  foul ! 

But 
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.  But  why  ?  ah  tell  me,  ah,  too  dear  ! 
Steals  down  my  check  th'  involuntary  tear  ? 

Why  words' fo  flowing,  thoughts  fo  free, 
Stop,  or  turn  nonfenfe,  at  one  glance  of  thee  r 

Thee,  dreft  in  fancy's  airy  beam, 
Abfent  I  follow  thro'  th1  extended  dream; 

Now,  now,  I  ceafe,  I  clafp  thy  charms, 
And  now  you  burfi  (ah  cruel !)  from  my  arms ; 

And  fwiftly  thoot  along  the  Mall, 
Or  foftly  glide  by  the  Canal ; 

Now  ihewn  by  Cj  nthia's  filver  ray, 
And  now  on  rolling  waters  match* d  away. 

Part  of  the  Ninth  Ode  of  the  Fourth  Book. 

A    FRAGMENT. 

Lest  you  mould  think  that  verfe  fhall  die, 
Which  founds  the  filver  Thames  along, 

Taught  on  the  wings  of  truth  to  fly, 
Above  the  reach  of  vulgar  fong. 

Tho'  daring  Milton  fits  fublime, 

In  Spenfer  native  mufes  play; 
Ner  yet  fiiall  Waller  yield  to  time, 

Nor  penfive  Cowley's  moral  lay. 

Sages  and  chiefs  long  fince  had  birth, 
Ere  Caefar  was,  or  Newton  nam'd; 

Thefe  rais'd  new  empires  o'er  the  earth, 
And  thofe  new  heavens  and  fyftems  fram'd. 

Vain  was  the  chiefs,  the  fage's  pride! 
They  had  no  poet,  and  they  died; 
In  vain  they  fchem'd,  in  vain  they  bled! 
They  had  no  poet,  and  are  dead. 


$  23.  A  Panegyric  to  my  Lord  ProteBor,  of  the 
pefent  Greatnefs,  and  joint  Intereji  of  bis 
Higbnefs  and  this  Nation.     Waller. 

While  with  a  ftrong,  and  yet  a  gentle  hand, 
You  bridle  faction,  and  our  hearts  command, 
Protect  us  from  ourfelves,  and  from  the  foe, 
Make  us  unite,  and  make  us  conquer  too  : 

Let  partial  fpirits  ftill  aloud  complain, 
Think  themfelves  injur  d  that  they  cannot  reign ; 
And  own  no  liberty,  but  where  they  may 
Without  controul  upon  their  fellows  prey. 

Above  the  waves  as  Neptune  fhew'd  his  face 
To  chide  the  winds,  and  lave  the  Trojan  race, 
So  has  your  Highnefs,  rais'd  above  the  reft, 
Storms  of  ambition,  tolling  us,  reprefs'd. 

Your  drooping  country,  torn  with  civil  hate, 
Reftor'd  by  you,  is  made  a  glorious  ftate ; 
The  feat  of  empire,  where  the  Irifh  come, 
And  the  unwilling  Scots,  to  fetch  their  doom. 

The  fea's  our  own :  and  now  all  nations  greet, 
With  bending  fails,  each  veflel  of  our  fleet : 


Whether  this  portion  of  the  world  were  rent 
By  the  rude  ocean  from  the  continent, 
Or  thus  created ;  it  was  fure  defign'd 
To  be  the  facred  refuge  of  mankind. 

Hither  th'  opprelTed  (hall  henceforth  refort, 
Juftice  to  crave,  and  fuccour,  at  your  curt; 
And  then  your  Highnefs,  not  for  ou'\;  p. one, 
But  for  the  world's  Protector  fhall  be  known. 

Fame,  fwifterthan  yourwing'd  navy,  flies 
Through  ev'ry  land  that  near  the  ocean  lies  ; 
Sounding  your  name,  and  telling  dreadful  news 
To  all  that  piracy  and  rapine  inc. 
With  fuch  a  Chief  the  meaneft  nation  bleft, 
Might  hope  to  lift  her  head  above  the  r 
What  may  be  thought  impofiible  to  do 
Ey  us,  embraced  by  the  Sea  and  You  ? 
Lords  of  the  world's  great  wafte,  the  ocean,  we 
Whole  forefts  fend  to  reign  upon  the  lea; 
And  cv'ry  coaft  may  trouble  or  relieve ; 
But  none  can  vifit  us  without  your  leave. 
Angels  and  we  have  this  prerogative, 
That  none  can  at  our  happy  feats  arrive; 
While  we  defcend  at  pleaiure  to  invade 
The  bad  with  vengeance,  and  the  good  to  aid. 

Our  little  world,  the  image  of  the  great, 
Like  that,  amidfl  the  boundlefs  ocean  fet, 
Of  her  own  growth  hath  all  that  nature  craves; 
And  all  that's  rare,  as  tribute  from  the  waves. 
As  Egypt  does  not  on  the  clouds  rely, 
But  to  the  Nile  owes  more  than  to  the  fky  j 
So  what  our  earth,  and  what  our  heaven,  denies, 
Our  ever-conltant  friend,  the  fea,  fupplies. 
The  tafte  of  hot  Arabia's  fpice  we  know, 
Free  from  the  (couching  lun  that  makes  it  grow; 
Without  the  worm,  in  Pcrfian  fiiks  we  mine; 
And,  without  planting,  drink  of  ev'ry  vine. 
To  dig  for  wealth  we  weary  not  cur  limbs; 
Gold,  though  the  heavieft  metal,  hither  fvvims: 
Ours  is  the  harveft  where  the  Indians  mow ; 
We  plough  the  deep,  and  reap  what  others  fow. 

Things  of  the  nobleft  kind  our  own  foil  breeds; 
Stout  are  our  men,  and  warlike  are  our  Heeds  j 
Rome,  tho'  her  eagle  thro'  the  world  had  flown, 
Could  never  make  this  iiland  all  her  own. 
Here  the  thirdEdward,  and  theBlack  Prince  too, 
France-conqu'ring  Henry,  flotirifh'd  ;  and  now 

You; 
For  whom  we  ftay'd,  as  did  the  Grecian  ftate, 
Till  Alexander  came  to  urge  their  fate. 
When  for  more  worlds  the  Macedonian  cried, 
He  will  not  Thetis  in  her  lap  did  hide 
Another  yet ;  a  world  referv'd  for  you 
To  make  more  great  than  that  he  did  fubdue. 
He  fafely  might  old  troops  to  battle  lead, 
Againft  th'  unwarlike  Perfian  and  the  Mede; 
Whofe  hafty  flight  did,  from  a  blood lefs  field, 
More  fpoils  than  honour  to  the  victor  yield. 


Your  pow'r  extends  as  far  as  winds  can  blow, 
Or  fwelling  fails  upon  the  globe  may  go. 

Heaven  (that  hath  plac'd  this  ifland  to  give  law,  I  A  race  unconquer'd,  by  their  clime  made  bold, 
To  balance  Europe,  and  her  ftates  to  awe)  |  The  Caledonians,  arm'd  with  want  and  cold, 

In  this  conjunction  doth  on  Britain  fmile;  1  Have,  by  a  fate  indulgent  to  your  fame, 

The  greateft  Leader,  and  the  greateft  Ifle  1         I  Been  from  all  ages  keot  for  you  to  tame. 

1  '  Whora 
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Whom  the  old  Roman  wall  fo  ill  confin'd, 
With  a  new  chain  of  garrifons  you  bind : 
Here  foreign  gold  no  more  (hall  make  them  come; 
Our  Engl  if  h  iron  holds  them  falf.  at  home. 

They,  that  henceforth  muft  be  content  to  know 
No  warmer  region  than  their  hills  of  (how, 
May  blame  the  fun ;  but  muil  extol  your  Grace, 
Which  in  our  fenate  hath  allow'd  them  place. 

Preferred  by  conqueft,  happily  o'erthrown, 
Falling  they  rife,  to  be  with  us  made  one : 
So  kind  diftators  made,  when  they  came  home, 
Their  vanquifh'd  foes  free  citizens  of  Rome. 

Like  favour-find  the  Irifh,  with  like  fate, 
Advanced  to  be  a  portion  of  our  ftate; 
While  by  your   valour,  and  your  bounteous 
Nations  divided  by  the  fea  are  join'd.       [mind, 

Holland,  to  gain  your  friendihip,  is  content 
To  be  our  out-guard  on  the  Continent: 
She  from  her  fellow-provinces  would  go, 
Rather  than  hazard  to  have  you  her  foe. 

In  our  late  fight,  when  cannons  did  dilfufe, 
Preventing  pofts,  the  terror  and  the  news, 
Our  neighbour-princes  trembled  at  their  roar  j 
But  our  conjunction  makes  them  tremble  more. 

Your  never-failing  fword  made  war  to  ceafe  ; 
And  now  you  heal  us  with  the  a£ts  of  peace, 
Our  minds  with  bounty  and  with  awe  engage, 
Invite  affection,  and  reftrain  our  rage. 

Lefs  pleafure  take  brave  minds  in  battles  won, 
Than  in  reftoring  fuch  as  are  undone*: 
Tigers  have  courage,  and  the  rugged  bear; 
But  man  alone  can  whom  he  conquers  fpare. 

To  pardon  willing,  and  to  puniih  loth. 


Chang'd  like  the  world'sgreat  fcene !  when  with* 

out  noife 
The  rifmg  fun  night's  vulgar  lights  deftroys. 

Had  you,  fbmeages  paft,  this  race  of  glory 
Run,  with  amazement  we  ihould  read  your  ftoryj 
But  living  virtue,  all  achievements  pall, 
Meets  envy  Hill  to  grapple  with  at  laft. 

This  C  as  far  found ;  and  that  ungrateful  age, 
With  lofing  him,  went  back  to  blood  and  rage : 
Miftaken  Brutus  thought  to  break  their  yoke, 
But  cut  the  bond  of  union  with  that  ftroke. 

That  fun  once  fet,  a  thoufand  meaner  ftars 
Gave  a  dim  light  to  violence  and  wars; 
To  fuch  a  tempeft  as  now  threatens  all, 
Did  not  your  mighty  arm  prevent  the  fall. 

If  Rome's  great  fenate  could  notwieldthatfwonl, 
Which  of  the  conquer' d  world  had  made  them 
lord,  [new, 

What  hope  had  ours,  while  yet  their  pow'r  was 
To  rule  vi&orious  armies,  but  by  you  ? 

You,  that  had  taught  them  to  fubdue  their  foes, 
Could  order  teach,  and  their  high  fp'ritscompofe: 
To  ev'ry  duty  could  their  minds  engage, 
Provoke  their  courage,  and  command  their  rage. 
So,  when  a  lion  (hakes  his  dreadful  mane, 
And  angry  grows,  if  he  that  firft  took  pain 
To  tame  his  youth,  approach  the  haughty  beaft, 
He  bends  to  him,  but  frights  away  the  reft. 

As  the  vex'd  world,  to  find  repofe,  at  laft 
Itfelf  into  Auguftus'  arms  did  call; 
So  England  now  does,  with  like  toil  oppreft, 
Her  weary  head  upon  your  bofom  reft. 
Then  let  the  Mules  with  fuch  notes  as  thefe 
Inftruct  us  what  belongs  unto  our  peace  1 


You  ftrike  with  one  hand,but  you  heal  with  both:  ^r        ,    ..,      .,       i       -*%,.    A    11  •   K-. 
.  .  .  ...  X  '      ,/  •  Your  battles  they  hereafter  ihall  indite, 

T   .i4..»i,v.  »*%-*  oil    f  b'lf  nrAirrorf'    lif»       wait    o*np\fP  .J  ..  ____■' 


Lifting  up  all  that  proftrate  lie,  you  grieve 
You  cannot  make  the  dead  again  to  live. 

When  fate  or  error  had  our  age  milled, 
And  o'er  this  nation  fuch  confuiion  fpread  ; 
The  only  cure  which  could  from  heaven  come 

down, 
Was  fo  much  pow'r  and  piety  in  one  ! 

One,  whofe  extraction  from  an  ancient  line 


And  draw  the  image  of  our  Mars  in  fight  ; 

Tell  of  towns  ftorm'd,  of  armies  over-run, 
And  mighty  kingdoms  by  your  conduct  won  : 
How,  while  you  thunder'd,  clouds  of  duft  did 

choke 
Contending  troops,  and  feas  lay  hid  in  fmoke. 

Illuftrious  acts  high  raptures  do  infufe, 
And  ev'ry  conqueror  creates  a  Mufe  : 


Gives  hope  again  that  well-born  men  may  fhine : ,  Here  ;n  ^  ft  ^  mMer  deeds  w£>  f 


The  meaneft,  in  your  nature  mild  and  good , 
The  noble,  reft  fecured  in  your  blood. 

Oft  have  we  wonder'd,  how  you  hid  in  peace 
A  mind  proportion'd  to  fuch  things  as  thefe  ; 
How  fuch  a  ruling  fp'rit  you  could  reftrain, 
And  practife  firft  over  yourfelf  to  reign. 

Your  private  life  did  a  juft  pattern  give, 
How  fathers,  hufbands,  pious  fons,  fhould  live  ; 
Born  to  command,  your  princely  virtues  flept, 
Like  humble  David's,  while  the  flock  he  kept. 

But  when  your  troubled  country  call'd  youforth, 
Your  flaming  courage  and  your  matchlefs  worth, 
Dazzling  the  eyes  of"  all  that  did  pretend, 
To  fierce  contention  gave  a  profp'rous  end. 

Still  as  you  rife,  the  ftate,  exalted  too, 
Finds  no  diftemper  while  'tis  chang'd  by  you; 

7 


But  there,  my  Lord!  we'll  bays  and  olives  bring 
To  crown  your  head;  while  you  in  triumph  ride 
O'er  vanquiuVd  nations,  and  the  fea  befide; 
While  all  your  neighbour-princes  unto  you, 
Like  Jofeph's  (heaves,  pay  reverence  and  bow. 


$  24.  Cooper  s  Hill.       Denhatn. 

Sure  there  are  poets  which  did  never  dream 
Upon  ParnafFus,  nor  did  tafte  the  ft  ream 
Of  Helicon;  we  therefore  may  fuppofe 
Thofe  made  not  poets,  but  the  poets  thofe. 
And  as  courts  make  notkings,butkingsthecourt, 
So  where  the  Mufes  and  their  train  refort, 
Parnailus  (lands  ;  if  I  can  be  to  thee 
A  poet,  thou  ParmuTus  art  to  me. 

Nor 
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Nor  wonder,  if  (advantaged  in  my  flight 
By  taking  wing  from  thy  aufpicious  height) 
Through  untrac'd  ways  and  airy  paths  I  fly, 
More  boundlefs  in  my  fancy  than  my  eye  : 
My  eye,  which  fwiftas  thought  con  tracts  the  fpace 
That  Jies  between,  and  full  falutes  the  place 
Crown'd  with  that  facred  pile,  fo  vail,  fo  high, 
That  whether  'tis  a  part  of  earth  or  iky 
Uncertain  feems,  and  may  be  thought  a  proud- 
Afpiring  mountain,  or  descending  cloud,  [flight 
Paul's,  the  late  theme  of  fuch  a  Mufe  *  whole 
Has  bravely  reach'd  andfoar'dabove  thy  height: 
Now  (halt  thou  Hand,  tho'fword,ortime,  oriire, 
Or  zeal  more  fierce  than  they,  thy  fall  confpire  ; 
Secure  whilll  thee  the  beil  of  poets  lings, 
Prefcnr'd  from  ruin  by  the  belt  of  kings. 
Under  his  proud  i'urvey  the  city  lies, 
And,  like  a  mill  beneath  a  hill,  doth  rife; 
Whole  ilate  and  wealth,  the   buiinefs  and  the 
Seem  at  this  diilance  but  adarkercloud  ;  [crowd, 
And  is,  to  him  who  rightly  things  efteems, 
No  other  in  effeft  than  what  it  feems  : 
Where,  with  likehafte,  tho'feveral  ways  they  run 
Some  to  undo,  and  fome  to  be  undone  ; 
While  luxury  and  wealth,  like  war  and  peace, 
Are  each  the  other's  ruin  and  increafe  ; 
As  rivers  loft  in  feas  fome  fecret  vein 
Thence  reconveys,  there  to  be  Jolt  again. 
Oh  happinefs  of  Aveet  retir'd  content  ! 
To  be  at  once  f  ecu  re  and  innocent. 
Windfor  the  next  (  whereMars  withVenus  dwells, 
Beauty  with  ftrength)  above  the  valley  Avells 
Into  my  eye,  and  doth  itfelf  prefent 
With  inch  an  eaiy  and  unforc'd  afcent, 
Tliat  no  ft upendous  precipice  denies 
Accefs,  no  horror  turns  away  our  eyes  ; 
But  inch  a  rife  as  doth  at  once  invite 
A  pleafure  and  a  rev'rence  from  the  light. 
Thy  mighty  mailer's  emblem,  in  whole  face 
Sat  meeknefs,  heightened  with  majeilic  grace  j 
Such  feems  thy  gentle  height,  made  only  proud 
To  be  the  bails  of  that  pompous  load, 
Than  which  a  nobler  weight  no  mountain  bears, 
But  Atlas  only  which  fupports  the  fpheres. 
WhenNature'shandthisgrounddidtbusadvance, 
"T  was  guided  by  a  wifer  Pow'r  than  Chance  ; 
.Mark'd  out  for  fuch  an  ufe,  as  if  'twere  meant 
T*  invite  the  builder,  and  his  choice  prevent. 
Nor  can  we  call  it  choice,  when  what  wechoofe 
Folly  orblindnefs  only  could  refule. 
A  crown  of  fuch  majeilic  tow'rs  doth  grace 
The  gods'  great  mother,  when  her  heav'nly  race 
Do  homage  to  her;  yet  ihe  cannot  boail, 
Among  that  num'rous  and  celeilial  hoil, 
More  heroes  than  can  Windfor ;  nor  doth  Fame's 
Immortal  book  record  more  noble  names. 
Not  to  look  back  fo  far,  to  whom  this  ifle 
Owes  the  firit  glory  of  fo  brave  a  pile, 
Whether  to  Caefar,  Albanact,  or  Brute, 
The  Britiih  Arthur,  or  the  Danifh  Cnute, 
(Though  this  of  old  no  lefs  conteft  did  move, 
Than  when  forHomei's  birth  feven cities  llrovej) 


*  Mr.  Waller. 


'(Like  him  in  birth,  thou  fhouldft  be  like  in  fame, 
As  thine  his  fate,  if  mine  had  been  his  flame) 
But  whofoe'er  it  was,  Nature  delign'd 
Firila  brave  place,  and  then  as  brave  a  mind. 
Not  to  recount  thofe  fev'ral  kings,  to  whom 
It  gave  a  cradle,  or  to  whom  a  tomb  ; 
But  thee,  great  Edward,  and  thy  greater  fonf, 
(The  lilies  which  his  father  wore  he  won), 
And  thy  Beflona£,  who  the  conibrt  came 
Not  only  to  thy  bed,  but  to  thy  fame. 
She  to  thy  triumph  led  one  captive  king§, 
And  brought  that  ibnwhichdidthelecondbrina^. 
Then  didil  thou  found  that  order  (whether  love 
Or  victory  thy  royal  thoughts  did  move, 
Each  was  a  noble  caufe,  and  nothing  lei's 
Than  the  deiign  has  been  the  great  fuccefs), 
Which  foreign  kings  and  emperors  eileem 
The  i'econd  honour  to  their  diadem. 
Had  thy  great  deftiny  but  given  thee  (kill 
To  know,  as  well  as  pow'r  to  act,  her  will; 
That  from  thofe  kings,  who  then  thy  captive* 
In  after-times  fhould  fpring  a  royal  pair,  [were, 
Who  fhould  poilefs  all  that  thy  mighty  dowY, 
Or  thy  deiires  more  mighty,  did, devour  ; 
To  whom  their  better  fate  referves  whate'er 
The  victor  hopes  for,  or  the  vanquilh'd  fear; 
That  blood  winch  thou  and  thy  great  grandftre 
And  all  that  lincethefe  lifter  nations  bled,  [ihed, 
Had  been  unfpiltj  had  happy  Edward  known 
That  all  the  blood  he  fpilt  had  been  his  own. 
When  he  that  patron  chofe,  in  whom  are  join  Td 
Soldier  and  martyr,  and  his  arms  confin'd 
Within  the  azure  circle,  he  did  feem 
But  to  foretel  and  prophecy  of  him 
Who  to  his  realms  that  azure  round  hath  join'd, 
Which  Nature  for  their  bound  at  firft  delign'd ; 
That  bound  which  to  the  world's  extremelt  ends, 
Endlefs  itfelf,  its  liquid  arms  extends. 
Nor  doth  he  need  thofe  emblems  which  we  paint, 
But  is  himleif  the  foldier  and  the  faint. 
Here  ihould  my  wonder  dwell. and  here  my  praife, 
But  my  fix'd  thoughts  my  wand'ring  eye  betrays, 
Viewing  a  neighb'ring  hill,  whole  top  of  late 
A  chapel  crown'd,  till  in  the  common  fate 
Th*  adjoining  abbey  fell  (may  no  fuch  floiTa 
Fail  on  our  times,  where  ruin  mull  reform  !) 
Tell  me,  my  Mufe,  what  monilrous  dire  offence, 
What  crime,  could  any  Chriftian  king  incenfe 
To  fuch  a  rage  ?  Was't  luxury,  or  lull  ? 
Was  he  fo  temperate,  fo  chafte,  fo  juft  ?    [more : 
Were  thefetheir  crimes?  They  werehiiownmuch 
But  wealth  is  crime  enough  to  him  that's  poor  ; 
Who,  having  fpent  the  treafures  of  his  crown, 
Condemns  their  luxury  to  feed  his  own. 
And  yet  this  a£t,  to  varniih  o'er  the  ihame 
Of  facriiege,  mult  bear  Devotion's  name, 
No  crime  fo  bold  but  would  be  underitood 
V  real,  or  at  leall  a  feeming,  good  ; 
Who  fears  not  to  do  ill,  yet  fears  the  name, 
And,  free  from  conference,  is   a  ilave  to  fame  ? 
Thus  lie  the  church  at  once  prote6ls  and  fpoils; 
But  princes'  1  words  are  iharper than  theirityles. 

'And 

f  Edward  III.  an  1  the  Black  Prince.  t  <vueen  Philippa. 

§  §  1'he  Kin^s  of  Fiance  and  Scotland. 
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And  thus  to  tb''  ages  pail  he  makes  amends, 
Their  chanty  deftroys,  their  faith  defends. 
Then  did  religion  in  a  lazy  cell, 
In  empty  airy  contemplations  dwell ; 
And,  like  the  block,  unmoved  lay  :  but  ours, 
As  much  too  aclive,  like  the  ftork  devours. 
Is  there  no  temperate  region  can  be  known 
Betwixt  their  ft  igid  and  our  torrid  zone  ? 
Could  we  not  wake  from  that  lethargic  dream, 
But  to  be  reftlefs  in  a  worfe  extreme  ? 
And  for  that  lethargy  was  there  no  cure, 
But  to  be  caft  into  a  calenture  ? 
Can  knowledge  have  no  bound,but  muftadvance 
So  far,  to  make  us  wifh  for  ignorance  ; 
And  rather  in  the  dark  to  grope  our  way, 
Than  led  by  a  falfe  guide  to  err  by  day  r 
Who  fees  thefe  difmal  heaps,  but  would  demand 
What  barbarous  invader  fack'd  the  land  ? 
But  when  he  hears,  no  Goth,  no  Turk  did  bring 
This  defolation,  but  a  ChriftTan  king ; 
When  nothing  but  the  name  of  zeal  appears 
'Twixt  our  bell  aclions  and  the  woril  of  theirs ; 
What  does  he  think  our  facrilege  would  fpare. 
When  fuch  th'  effecis  of  our  devotions  are  ? 
Parting  from  thence  'twixt  anger,fhame,and  fear, 
Thofe  for  what's  pafl,and  this  forwhat's  toonear, 
My  eye,  defcending  from  the  hill,  furveys 
Where  Thames  among  the  wanton  valleys  ilrays. 
Thames,  the  raoft  lov'd  of  all  the  Ocean's  fons 
By  his  old  fire,  to  his  embraces  runs  j 
Hading  to  pay  his  tribute  to  the  fea, 
Like  mortal  life  to  meet  eternity. 
Tho'  with  thofe  ftreams  he  no  i  eiembiance  hold, 
Whole  foam  is  amber,  and  their  gravel  gold, 
His  genuine  and  lefs  guilty  wealth  t'  explore, 
Search  not  his  bottom,  but  furvey  his  more, 
O'er  which  he  kindly  fpreads  his  fpacious  wing, 
And  hatches  plenty  for  the  enfuing  fpringj 
Nor  then  deftroys  it  with  too  fond  a  itay, 
Like  mothers  who  their  infants  overlay  ; 
Nor  with  a  fudden  and  impetuous  wave, 
Like  profufe  kings,  refumes  the  wealth  he  gave. 
No  unexpected  inundations  fpoil 
The  mower's  hopes,or  mock  the  plowman's  toil: 
But  godlike  his  unwearied  bounty  flows  5 
Firft  loves  to  do,  then  loves  the  good  he  does  : 
Nor  are  his  bleflings  to  his  banks  confin'd, 
But  free  and  common,  as  the  fea  or  wind  ; 
When  he,  to  boaft  or  to  difperfe  his  (lores, 
Full  of  the  tributes  of  his  grateful  fhores, 
Vifits  the  world,  and  in  his  flying  tow'rs 
Brings  home  to  us,  and  makes  both  Indies  ours; 
Findswealth  where'tis,beftows  it  where  it  wants; 
Cities  in  deferts,  woods  in  cities,  plants. 
So  that  to  us  no  thing,  no  place  is  ltrange, 
While  his  fair  bofom  is  the  world's  exchange. 
O  could  I  flow  like  thee,  and  make  thy  ft  ream 
My  great  example,  as  it  is  my  theme  ! 
Tho'  deep,  yet  clear ;  tho'  gentle,  yet  not  dull ; 
Strong  without  rage,  without  overflowing  full. 
Heaven  her  Eridanus  no  more  fhall  boaft, 
Whofe  fame  in  thine,  like  lefler  current,  *s  loft, 

*  The 


Thy  nobler  ftreams  fhall  viflt  Jove's  abodes, 
To  mine  among  the  ftars*,  and  bathe  the  god*. 
Here  nature,  whether  more  intent  to  pleafe 
Us  for  herfeif,  with  ftrange  varieties, 
(For  things  of  wonder  give  no  lefs  delight 
To  the  wife  Maker's  than  beholder's  fight: 
Tho*  thefe  delights  from  fev'ral  cauf'es  move  j 
For  fo  our  children,  thus  our  friends  we  love,) 
Wifely  (he  knew,  the  harmony  of  things, 
As  weil  as  that  of  founds,  from  difcord  fprings. 
Such  was  the  difcord  which  did  firft  difperle 
Form,  order,  beauty,  through  the  univerfe; 
While  drynefs  moiilure,  coldnefs  heat  refifts, 
All  that  we  have,  and  that  we  are,  fuhiifts. 
While  the  fteep  horrid  roughnefs  of  the  wood 
Strives  with  the  gentle  calmnefs  of  the  flood. 
Such  huge  extremes  when  nature  doth  unite, 
Wonder  from  thence  remits, from  thencedelight: 
The  ftream  is  fo  tranfparent,  pure  and  clear, 
That  had  the  felf-enamour'd  youth  gaz'd  here, 
So  fatally  deceived  he  had  not  been, 
While  he  the  bottom,  not  his  face,  had  feen. 
But  his  proud  head  the  airy  mountain  hides 
Among  the  clouds;    his  moulders  and  his  fides 
A  fhady  mantle  clothes  ;  his  curled  brows 
Frown  on  the  gentle  ftream,  which  calmly  flows; 
While  winds  and  ftorms  his  lofty  forehead  beat, 
The  common  fate  of  all  that's  high  or  great. 
Low  at  his  foot  a  fpacious  plain  is  placed, 
Between  the  mountain  and  the  ftream  embrae'd ; 
Which  fhade  and  fhelter  from  the  hill  derives, 
While  the  kind  river  wealth  and  beauty  gives  ; 
And  in  the  mixture  of  all  thele  appears 
Variety,  which  all  the  reft  endears. 
This  icene  had  fome  bold  Greek  or  Britifll  bard 
Beheld  of  old,  what  ftories  had  we  heard 
Of  furies,  fatyrs,  and  the  nymphs  their  dames, 
Their  feafts,  their  revels,and  theiram'rousflames! 
'Tis  itill  the  fame,  although  their  airy  fhape 
All  but  a  quick  poetic  fight  efcape. 
There  Faunus  and  Sylvanus  keep  their  courts, 
And  thither  all  the  horned  holl  reforts 
To  graze  the  ranker  mead,  that  noble  herd, 
On  whofe  fublime  and  fhady  fronts  is  rear'd 
Nature's  great  mailer -piece;  to  fhew  how  focn 
Great  things  are  made,  but  fooner  are  undone. 
Here  have  I  feen  the  King,  when  great  affairs 
Gave  leave  to  flacken  and  unbend  his  cares, 
Attended  to  the  chace  byall  the  flow'r 
Of  youth,  whofe  hopes  a  nobler  prey  devour : 
Pleafure  with  praife,and  danger  they  would  buy, 
And  wifh  a  foe  that  would  not  only  fly. 
The  ftag,  now  confeious  of  his  fatal  growth, 
At  once  indulgent  to  his  fear  and  floth, 
To  fome  dark  covert  his  retreat  had  made, 
Where  norman's  eyes  nor  heaven's  fhonld  invade 
His  foft  repofc;  when  th'  unexpected  found 
Of  dogs,  and  men,  his  wakeful  ear  does  wround  ; 
Rous'd  with  thenoife,  he  fcarce  believes  his  ear, 
Willing  to  think  th'  illufions  of  his  fear 
Had  given  this  falfe  alarm, but  ftraight  his  view 
Confirms,  that  more  than  all  his  fears  is  true. 

Betray 'd 

Foreft. 
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Betray 'd  in  all  his  flrengths,  the  wood  befet; 
All  inllruments,  all  arts  of  ruin  met; 
He  calls  to  mind  hisltrength,and  then  his  fpeed, 
His  winged  heels,  and  then  his  armed  head; 
With  thefe  t'  avoid,  with  that  his  rate  to  meet : 
But  fear  prevails,  and  bids  him  trull  his  feet. 
So  faft  he  flies,  that  his  reviewing  eye 
Has  loft  the  chafers,  and  his  ear  the  cry; 
Exulting,  'till  he  finds  their  nobler  (enlh 
Their  difprcportion'd  fpeed  doth  recompenfe; 
Then  curfes  his  confpiring  feet,  whole  fcent 
Betrays  that  fafety  which  their  fwiftnefs  lent. 
Then  tries  his  friends;  among  the  bafer  herd, 
Where  he  fo  lately  was  obey'd  and  fear'd, 
His  fafety  leeks;  the  herd,  unkindly  wife, 
Or  chafes  him  from  thence,  or  from  him  flies; 
Like  a  declining  ftatefman,  left  forlorn 
To  his  friends1  pity,  and  purifiers'  (corn, 
With  fname  remembers,  while  himfelf  was  one 
Of  the  fame  herd,  himfelf  the  lame  had  done. 
Thence  to  the  coverts  and  the  conlcious  groves, 
The  fcene  of  his  pall  triumphs  and  his  loves ; 
Sadly  furveying  where  he  rang'd  alone 
Prince  of  the  IbiJ,  and  all  the  herd  his  own; 
And,  like  a  bold  knight  errant,  did  proclaim 
Combat  to  all,  and  bore  away  the  dame; 
And  taught  the  woods  to  echo  to  the  llream 
His  dreadful  challenge  and  his  clalhing  beam. 
Yet  faintly  now  declines  the  fatal  ftrife, 
So  much  his  love  was  dearer  than  his  life. 
Now  ev'ry  leaf  and  ev'ry  moving  breath 
Prefents  a  foe,  and  ev'ry  fee  a  death. 
Wearied,  forfaken,  and  purfued,  at  lafl 
All  fafety  in  defpair  of  fafety  plac'd, 
Courage  he  thence  relumes,  refolv'd  to  bear 
All  their  alTaults,  lince  'tis  in  vain  to  fear. 
And  now,  too  late,  he  wilhes  for  the  fight 
That  ftrength  he  wailed  in  ignoble  flight: 
But  when  he  fees  the  eager  chace  renew'd, 
Himfelf  by  dogs,  the  dogs  by  men  purfued, 
He  ilraight  revokes  his  bold  refoive,  and  more 
Repents  his  courage  than  his  fear  before; 
Finds  that  uncertain  ways  unfafefl  are, 
And  doubt  a  greater  mifchief  than  defpair. 
Then  to  the  ftream,when  neitherfriends  norforce, 
Nor  fpeed,  nor  art  avail,  he  fhapes  his  courfe; 
Thinks  not  their  rage  fo  defp'rate  toeiTay 
An  element  more  mercilefs  than  they. 
But  fearlefs  they  purfue,  nor  can  the  flood 
Quench  their  dire  thirft;a!as,theythirft  for  blood! 
So  towards  a  lhip  the  oar-finn'd  gallies  ply, 
Which  wanting  fea  to  ride,  or  wind  to  fly, 
Stands  but  to  fall  reveng'd  on  thofe  that  dare 
Tempt  the  laft  fury  of  extreme  defpair. 
So  fares  the  flag  among  th'  enraged  hounds, 
Repelstheirforce,and  wounds  returnsforwounds. 
And  as  a  hero,  whom  his  bafer  foes 
In  troops  furround,  now  thefe  aflails,  now  thofe 
Through  prodigal  of  life,  difdains  to  die 
By  common  hands ;  but  if  he  can  defcry 
Some  nobler  foe  approach,  to  him  he  calls, 
And  begs  hi*  fate,  and  then  contented  falls : 


So  when  the  king  a  mortal  fhaft  lets  fly 
From  his  unerring  hand,  then  glad  to  die, 
Proud  of  the  wound,  to  it  refigns  his  blood, 
And  flains  the  cryflal  with  a  purple  flood. 
This  a  more  innocent  and  happy  chace, 
Than  when  of  old,  but  in  the  lelf-fame  place, 
Fair  Liberty  purfued*,  and  meant  a  prey 
To  lawlefs  pow'r,  hereturn'd  and  ltood  at  bay. 
When  in  that  remedy  all  hope  was  plac"d 
Which  was,  or  Ihould  have  been  at  !e  ill,  the  lall, 
Here  was  that  charter  feal'd,  wherein  the  crown 
All  marks  of  arbitrary  pow'r  lays  down  : 
Tyrant  and  Have,  thofe  names  of  hate  and  fear, 
The  happier  ftyle  of  king  and  fubject  h 
Happy,  when  both  to  the  fame  centre  move, 
When  kings  give  liberty,  and  fubjects  love. 
Therefore  not  long  in  force  this  charter  itood  j 
Wanting  that  feal,  it  mull  be  feal'd  in  blood. 
The  fubjeefs  arm'd,  the  more  their  princes  gave, 
Th'  advantage  only  took  the  more  to  crave; 
Till  kings  by  giving  give  themfelves  away, 
And  ev'n  that  pow'r  that  Ihould  deny  betray. 
"Who  gives  conllrain'd,  but  his  own  fear  reviles; 
"Not  tiiank'd,  but  icorn'd;  nor  are  they  gifts, 

but  lpoils." 
Thuskings,bygi-afpingmorethantheycouldhold, 
Firll  made  their  fubjects  by  opprelTion  bold ; 
And  pop'iar  fway,  by  forcing  kings  to  give 
More  than  was  fit  for  fabjects  to  receive, 
Ran  to  the  fame  extremes :  and  one  excefs 
Made  both,  by  flriving  to  be  greater,  lefs. 
When  a  calm  river,  rais'd  with  ludden  rains, 
Or  fnows  diflblv'djo'erflows  th'adjoining  plains, 
The  hufbandmen  with  high-rais'd  banks  fecure 
Their  greedy  hopes ;  and  this  he  can  endure. 
But  if  with  bays  and  dams  they  ftrive  to  force 
His  channel  to  a  new  or  narrow  courfe, 
No  longer  then  within  his  banks  he  dwells; 
Firll  to  a  torrent,  then  a  deluge  fwells: 
Stronger  and  fiercer  by  reilraint  he  roars,  [fhores. 
And  knows  no  bound,  but  makes  his  pow'r  his 


§  25.  On  Mr.  Abraham  Co-vutys  Death ,  and  Bu- 
rial amen^ft  the  ancient  Poets.     Denham. 
Old  Chaucer,  like  the  morning  ltar, 
To  us  difcovers  day  from  far  ; 
His  light  thofe  mills  and  clouds  diflblv'd 
Which  our  dark  nation-long  invoiv'd  j 
But,  he  defcending  to  the  ihades, 
Darknefs  again  the  age  invades. 
Next  (like  Aurora)  Spenfer  rofe, 
Whofe  purple  blufh  the  day  forefhews ; 
The  other  three  with  his  own  fires 
Phcebus,  the  poet's  god,  infpires; 
By  Shakefpear's,  J  onion's,  Fletcher's  lines 
Our  ftege's  lullre  Rome  outlhines  ; 
Thefe  poets  near  our  princes  fleep, 
And  in  one  grave  our  mansion  keep 
They  liv'd  to  fee  fo  many  days, 
Till  time  had  blafled  all  their  bays; 
But  curled  be  the  fatal  hour 
That  pluck'd  the  faireil,  ivveeteft  flow'r 

U  That 


Runjiy  Mead. 


2go 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS, 


Book  U, 


That  in  the  mufe's  garden  grew, 

And  amongif.  tvither'd  laurels  threw! 

Time,  which  made  their  feme  out-live, 

To  CowUy  fcarce  did  ripenefs  give. 

Old  mother  Wit  and  Nature  gave 

Shakefpear  and  Fletcher  all  they  have; 

In  Spenfer,  and  in  Jon  ion,  art 

Of  (lower  nature  got  the  ftartj 

But  both  in  him  fo  equal  are, 

None  knows  which  bears  the  happiefl  fhare. 

To  him  no  author  was  unknown, 

Yet  what  he  wrote  was  all  his  own ; 

He  melted  not  the  ancient  gold, 

Nor,  with  Pen  Jonfon,  did  make  bold. 

To  plunder  all  the  Roman  ilores 

Of" poets  and  of  orators: 

Horace's  wit,  and  Virgil's  ftate. 

He  did  not  ileal,  but  emulated 

And  when  he  would  like  them  appear, 

Their  garty  but  not  their  clothes,  did  wear: 

He  not  from  Rome  alone,  but  Greece, 

Like  Jafon,  brought  the  golden  fleece  ; 

To  him  that  language  (though  to  none 

Of  th'  other?)  as  his  own  was  known. 

On  a  ftiffgale  (as  Flaccus  lings) 

The  Theban  fwan  extends  his  wings: 

When  thro'  th'  ethereal  clouds  he  flies, 

To  the  fame  pitch  our  fwan  doth  rife; 

Old  Pindar's  flights  by  him  are  reach* d, 

When  on  that  gale  his  wings  are  ilretcn  d: 

His  fancy  and  his  judgment  fuch, 

Each  to  the  other  ieern'd  too  much  ; 

His  fevere  judgment  (giving  law) 

His  modeft  fancy  kept  in  awe  ; 

As  rigid  hufbands  jealous  are, 

When  they  believe  their  wives  too  fair. 

His  Englifh  ftreams  fo  pure  did  flow, 

As  all  that  faw  and  tailed  know. 

But  for  his  Latin  vein,  fo  clear, 

Strong,  full,  and  high,  it  doth  appear, 

That,  were  immortal  Virgil  here, 

Him  for  his  judge  he  would  not  fearj 

Of  that  great  portraiture,  fo  true 

A  copy  pencil  never  drew. 

My  mufe  her  long  had  ended  here, 

But  both  their  Genii  itraight  appear  > 

Joy  and  amazement  her  did  ilrike, 

Two  twins  (he  never  faw  fo  like. 

'Twas  taught  by  wife  Pythagoras, 

One  foul  might  through  more  bodies  pafs: 

Seeing  fuch  tranfmigration  there, 

She  thought  it  not  a  fable  herej 

Such  a  refemblance  of  all  parts, 

Xife,  death,  age,  fortune,  nature,  arts  ; 

Then  lights  her  torch  at  theirs,  to  tell, 

And  fhew  the  world  this  parallel : 

Fix'd  and  contemplative  their  looks, 

Still  turning  over  nature's  books: 

Their  works  chafle,  moral,  and  divine^ 

Where  profit  and  delight  combine  ; 

They,  gilding  dirt,  in  uobie  verfe 

Rultic  philoibphy  rehearfe. 

*  John  SheiiieM 


When  heroes,  gods,  or  godlike  kings 

They  praife,  on  their  exalted  wings 

To  the  celeflial  orbs  they  climb, 

And  with  th'  harmonious  fpheres  keep  time: 

Nor  did  their  actions  fall  behind 

Their  words,  bur  with  like  candour  fhin'd; 

E;;ch  drew  fair  characters,  yet  none 

Of  thofe  they  feign'd  excels  their  own'. 

Both  by  two  generous  princes  lov'd, 

Who  knew,   and  judg'd  what  they  approv'd  . 

Yet  having  each  the  fame  deiire, 

Both  from  the  bufy  throng  retire. 

Their  bodies,  to  their  minds  refign'd, 

/Car'd  net  to  propagate  their  kind. 

Yet  though  both  fell  before  their  hour, 

rime  on  their  offspring  hath  no  pow'r; 

Nor  fire  nor  fate  their  bays  fhali  hhll-, 

Nor  death's  dark  veil  their  da/  o'ercaib 


§  26. 


An  Ejj'ay  on  Tranjlated  Verjt. 

Earl  of  Rofcommon. 

Happy  that  author  whole  correct  eifay* 
Repairs  fo  well  our  old  Horatian  way: 
And  happy  you,  who  (by  propitious  fate) 
On  great  Apollo's  facred  itandard  wait, 
And  with  Ariel  difcipline  iiiitructed  right, 
Have  learn'd  to  ufe  your  arms  before  you  fight. 
But  iiuce  the  prefs,  the  pulpit,  and  the  ftageJ: 
Confpire  to  cenfure  and  expofe  our  age  ; 
Provok'd  too  tar,  we  refolutely  muft, 
To  the  few  virtues  that  we  have,  be  jui. 
For  who  have  loug'dor  who  have  labour'd  more) 
To  fearch  the  treaiures  of  the  Roman  ilore,     ' 
Or  dig  in  Grecian  mines  for  purer  ore  ?  j| 

The  nobleil  fruits,  tranfplanted  in  our  ifle, 
With  early  hope  and  fragrant  bloifoms  fmile. 
Familar  Ovid  tender  thoughts  infpires, 
An4  nature  feconds  all  his  foft  delircs: 
Theocritus  does  now  to  us  belong; 
And  Albion's  rocks  repeat  his  rural  fong. 
Who  has  not  heard  how  Italy  was  blell 
Above  the  Medes,  above  the  wealthy  Eaft? 
Or  Gall  us'  fong  fo  tender  and  fo  true, 
As  ev'n  Lycoris  might  with  pity  view  !  [liearfe, 
When  mourning  nymphs  attend  their  Dahphis ' 
Whodoes  not  weep  that  reads  the  moving  verfe? 
But  hear,  oh  hear,  in  what  exalted  ft  rains 
Sicilian  Mufes  through  thefe  happy  plaius 
Proclaim  Saturnian  times — our  own  Apollo < 

reigns! 
WhenFrance  had  breathMafterinteflinebroilsa 
And  peace  andconqueftcrown'dherforeign  toils, 
There  (cultivated  by  a  royal  hand) 
Learning  grew  fail,  and  fpread,  and  blefs'd  the 

land ;  [known, 

The  choiceft  bo->ks  that  Rome  or  Greece  have 
Her  excellent  trmfhtors  made  her  own  j 
And  Europe  Hill  cordlderabiy  gains 
Both  by  their  good  example  and  their  pains. 
From  hence  our  generqus  emulation  came; 
We  undertook,  and  we  perfonn'd  the  fame. 

Sit 
Duke  of  Buckingham. 
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But  nowwe  (hew  the  world  a  nobler  way, 
And  in  tranflated  verfe  do  more  than  they ; 
Serene  and  clear  harmonious  Horace  flows, 
"With  fweetnefs  not  to  be  exprefs'd  in  profe: 
Degrading  profe  explains  his  meaning  ill, 
And  mews  the  Huff",  but  not  the  workman's  (kill: 
I  (who  have  ferv'd  him  more  than  twenty  years) 
Scarce  know  my  mailer  as  he  there  appears. 
Vain  are  our  neighbours'  hopes,  and  vain  their 

cares ; 
The  fault  is  more  their  language's  than  theirs ; 
Tis  courtly,  florid,  and  abounds  in  words 
Of  fofter  found  than  ours  perhaps  affords; 
But  who  did  ever  in  French  authors  fee 
The  comprehensive  Englifh  energy  ? 
The  weighty  bullion  of  one  fterling  line, 
Drawn  to  French  wire,  would  thro'  whole  pages 

mine. 
I  fpeak  my  private  but  impartial  fenfe, 
With  freedom,  and  I  hone  without  offence  ; 
For  I  '11  recant  when  France  can  (hew  me  wit 
As  flrong  as  ours,  and  as  fuccinctly  writ. 
'Tis  true,  compofing  is  a  nobler  part; 
But  good  translation  is  no  eafy  art. 
For  though  materials  have  long  fincebeen  found, 
Yet  both  your  fancy  and  your  hands  are  bound; 
And  by  improving  what  was  writ  before, 
Invention  labours  lefs,  but  judgment  more. 

The  foil  intended  for  Pierian  feeds 
Muft  be  well  purg'd  from  rank  pedantic  weeds. 
Apollo  darts,  and  all  ParnafTus  (hakes, 
At  the  rude  rumbling  Baraliptcn  makes. 
For  none  have  been  with  admiration  read, 
But  who  (befide  their  learning)  were  well  bred. 

The  firit  great  work  (a  tafk  perform'd  by  few) 
Is,  that  yourfelf  may  to  yourfelf  be  true: 
No  mafk,  no  tricks,  no  favour,  no  referve  j 
DiffecT  your  mind,  examine  evYy  nerve. 
Whoever  vainly  on  his  ftrength  depends, 
Begins  like  Virgil,  but  like  Msevius  ends. 
That  wretch  (infpite  of  his  forgotten  rhymes), 
Condemn'd  to  live  to  all  fucceeding  times, 
With  pompous  nonlenfe  and  a  bellowing  found, 
Sung  lofty  Ilium  tumbling  to  the  ground. 
And  (if  my  Mufe  can  through  paft  ages  fee) 
That  noi fy,  naufeous,  gaping  fool  was  he: 
Exploded  when, -with  univerfal  fcorn, 
The  mountains  labour'd  and  a  moufe  was  born. 

Learn,  learn,  Crotona's  brawny  wreftler  cries, 
Audacious  mortals,  and  be  timely  wife  > 
'Tis  I  that  call,  remember  Milo's  end, 
Wedg'd  in  that  timber  which  he  (trove  to  rend. 
Each  poet  with  a  difTrent  talent  writes ; 
One  praifes,  one  inftructs,  another  bites. 
Horace  did  ne'er  afpire  to  Epic  bays, 
4Mor  lofty  Maro  (loop  to  Lyric  lays. 
Examine  how  your  humour  is  inclin'd, 
And  which  the  ruling  paflion  of  your  mind; 
Then  feek  a  poet  who  your  way  does  bend, 
And  choofe  an  author  as  you  chooie  a  friend ; 
United  by  this  fympathetic  bond, 
You  grow  familiar,  intimate,  and  fond; 
Your  thoughts,  your  words,  your  ftyles,  you r 
JJJb  longer  his  interpreter,  but  he.  [fouls! agree, 


With  how  much  eafe  is  a  youngMufe  betray 'd! 
How  nice  the  reputation  of  the  maid  ! 
Your  early,  kind,  paternal  care  appears, 
By  chafte  inilruction  of  her  tender  years. 
The  firft  impreflion  in  her  infant  breaft 
Will  be  the  deepeit,  and  fhoukl  be  the  beft. 
Let  not  aufterity  breed  fcrvile  fear, 
No  wanton  found  orfehd  her  virgin  ear. 
Secure  from  fooliih  pride's  affected  ilate, 
And  fpecious  flatt'ry's  more  pernicious  bait, 
Habitual  innocence  adorns  her  thoughts  ; 
But  your  neglect  muft  anfwer  for  her  faults. 

Immodeft  words  admit  of  no  defence  ; 
For  want  of  decency  is  want  of  fenfe.     [flews, 
What  mod'rate  fop  would  rake  the  Park   or 
Who  among  troops  of  faultlefs  nymphs  may 
Variety  of  fuch  is  to  be  found  :  [choofe  ? 

Then  take  a  fubject  proper  to  expound ; 
But  moral,  great,  and  worth  a  poet's  voice, 
For  men  of  fenfe  defpife  a  trivial  choice : 
And  fuch  applaufe  it  muft  expect  to  meet, 
As  would  fome  painter  bufy  in  a  ftreet 
To  copy  bulls  and  bears,  and  ev'ry  (ign 
That  calls  the  (taring  fots  to  nafty  wine. 

Yet  'tis  not  all  to  have  a  fubject.  good; 
It  muft  delight  us  when  'tis  underitood. 
He  that  brings  fulfome  objects  to  my  view 
(As  many  old  have  done,  and  many  new) 
With  naufeous  images  my  fancy  fills, 
And  all  goes  down  like  cxymel  of  fquills. 
InitrucT  the  liit'ning  world  how  Maro  fmgs 
Of  ufeful  fubj-ecTsand  of  lofty  things. 
Thefe  will  fuch  true,  fuch  bright  ideas  ro-ife, 
As  merit  gratitude  as  well  as  praiie  : 
But  foul  defcriptions  are  orfenfive  (till, 
Either  for  being  like,  or  being  ill. 
For  who,  without  a  qualm,  hath  ever  look'd 
On  holy  garbage,  though  by  Homer  cook'd  ? 
Whofe  railing  heroes,  and  whofe  wounded  Gods, 
Make  fome  fufpect  he  fnores  as  well  as  nods. 
But  I  offend— Virgil  begins  to  frown, 
And  Horace  looks  with  indignation  down; 
My  blufhing  Mufe  with  conicious  fear  retires, 
And  whom  they  like  implicitly  admires. 

On  fure  foundations  let  your  fabric  rife, 
And  with  attractive  majelly  furpriie, 
Not  by  affe6ted  meretricious  arts, 
But  flricr.  harmonious  fymmetry  of  parts; 
Which  through  the  whole  infenfibly  muft  pafs, 
With  vital  heat  to  animate  the  mafs : 
A  pure,  an  active, and  aufpicious  flame,  [came; 
And  bright  as  heaven,  from  whence  the  blefling 
But  few,  oh  few,  fouls  pre-ordain'd  by  fate, 
The  rac©  of  Gods,  have  reach'd  that  envied 
No  rebel  Titan's  facrilegious  crime,      [height* 
By  heaping  hills  on  hills,  can  hither  climb: 
The  grizly  ferryman  of  hell  denied 
v*Eneas  entrance,  till  he  knew  his  guide: 
How  juftly  then  will  impious  mortals  fall, 
Whofe  pride  would  foar  to  heaven  without  a  call! 
Pride  (of  all  others  the  moft  dang'rous  fault) 
Proceeds  from  want  of  fenfe  or  want  of  thought. 
The  men  who  labour  and  digeft  things  moft, 
Will  be  much  apter  to  defpond  than  boaft: 

U  2  For 
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For  if  your  author  be  profoundly  good, 

'Twill  coft  you  dear  before  he  's  underftood. 

How  many  ages  Since  has  Virgil  writ? 

How  few  are  they  who  underhand  him  yet ! 

Approach  his  altars  with  religious  fear, 

No  vulgar  deity  inhabits  there  : 

Heaven  fhakes.not  more  at  Jove's  imperial  nod, 

Than  poets  mould  before  their  Mantuan  god. 

Haily  mighty  Maro  !  may  that  facred  name 

Kindle  my  breaft  with  thy  celeltial  flame ; 

Sublime  ideas  and  apt  words  infufe  ;[the  Mufe  ! 

The  Mufe  inftruct  my  voice,  and  thou  infpire 
What  I  have  inftanc'd  only  in  the  bell,   .. 

Js,  in  proportion,  true  of  all  the  reft. 

Take  pains  the  genuine  meaning  to  explore; 

There  fweat,  there  Strain,  tug  the  laborious  oar; 

Search  ev'ry  comment  that  your  care  can  find 

Some  here,  fome  there,  may  hit  the  poet's  mind; 

Yet  be  not  blindly  guided  by  the  throng  ; 

The  multitude  is  always  in  the  wrong. 

When  things  appear  unnatural  or  hard, 

Confult  your  author,  with  himfelf  compar'd; 

Who  knows  what  blciling  Phoebus  may  bellow, 

And  future  ages  to  your  labour  owe  ? 

Such  fecrets  are  not  eafily  found  out; 

But,  once  difcover'd,  leave  no  room  for  doubt. 

Truth  (lamps  conviction  in  yourravifh'd.  breaft, 

And  peace  and  joy  attend,  the  glorious  gueft. 
Truth  Hill  is  one;  truth  is  divinely  bright; 

No  cloudy  doubts  obfcure  her  native  light ; 

While  in  your  thoughts  you  find  the  leait  debate, 
You  may  confound,  but  never  can  tranflate. 

Your  ftyle'will  this  through  all  difguifes  Shew, 
For  none  explain  more  clearly  than  the)  know. 
He  only  proves  he  underftands  a  text, 
Whofe  exposition  leaves  it  unperplex'd. 

They  who  too  faithfully  on  names  infill, 
Rather  create  than  diflipate  the  mill; 
And  grow  unjuft  by  being  over  nice 
(For  fuperftitious  virtue  turns  to  vice). 
Let  CraSfus'  *  ghoft  and  Labienus  tell 
How  twice  in  Parthian  plains  their  legions  fell: 
Since  Rome  hath  been  fo  jealous  of  her  fame, 
That  few  know  Pacorus'  or  Monacfes'  name. 

Words  in  one  language  elegantly  us'd, 
Will  hardly  in  another  be  excus'd. 
And  fome  that  Rome  admired  in  Caefar's  time, 
May  neither  Suit  our  genius  nor  our  clime. 
The  genuine  fenfe,  intelligibly  told, 
Shews  a  translator  both  difcreet  and  bold. 

Excurfions  are  inexpiably  bad  ; 
And  'tis  much  fafer  to  leave  out  than  add. 
Abftrufe  and  myftic thoughts  you  muftexprefs  \ 
With  painrul  care,  but  Seeming  eafinefs ; 
For  truth  mines  brighteft  thro'  the  plaineft) 

drefs. 
Th'^nean  Mufe,  when  fhe  appears  in  flare, 
Makes  all  Jove's  thunder  on  her  verfes  wait ; 
Yet  writes  fometimes  as  foft  and  moving  things 
As  Venus  fpeaks,  or  Philomela  Sings. 
Your  author  always  will  the  bell  adviSe; 
Fall  when  he  falls,  and  when  he  rifes  rite. 


Affected  noife  is  the  moft  wretched  thing 
That  to  contempt  can  empty  fcribbiers  bring. 
Vowels  and  accents,  regularly  plac'd, 
On  even  Syllables  (and  Hill  the  lati), 
Though  grofs  innumerable  faults  abound, 
In  fpite  of  nonfenfe,  never  fail  of  found. 
But  this  is  meant  of  even  verfe  alone, 
As  being  moit  harmonious  and  moft  known  i 
For  if  you  will  unequal  numbers  tiy, 
There  accents  on  odd  fyllables  mud:  lie. 
Whatever  lifter  of  the  learned  Nine 
Does  to  your  iuit  a  willing  ear  incline, 
Urge  your  fuccefs,  deferve  a  lading  name, 
She'll  crown  a  grateful  and  a  conftant  flame. 
But  if  a  wild  uncertainty  prevail, 
And  turn  your  veering  heart  with  ev'ry  gale, 
You  lofe  the  fruit  of  all  your  former  care 
For  the  fad  prolpecl  of  a  juil  defpair. 

A  quack  (too  fcandalouSly  mean  to  name) 
Had,  by  man-midwifery,  got  wealth  and  fame; 
As  if  Lucina  had  forgot  her  trade, 
The  labouring  wife  invokes  his  furer  aid. 
Well-feafon'd  bowls  the  goflip's  fpirits  raife, 
Who,while  me  guzzles,  chats  tiie  doctor's  prai fe; 
And  largely  what  (lie  wants  in  words  Supplies 
With  maudlin-eloquence  of  trickling  eyes. 
But  what  a  thoughtlefs  animal  is  man  ! 
How  very  active  in  his  own  trepan  ! 
For  greedy  of  phyfeians'  frequent  fees, 
From  female  mellow  praife  he  takes  degrees  j 
Struts  in  a  new  unlicens'd  gown,  and  then, 
From  laving  women,  falls  to  killing  men. 
Another  fuch  had  left  the  nation  thin, 
In  fpite  of  all  the  children  he  brought  in. 
His  pills  as  thick  as  hand-granadoes  flew; 
And  where  they  fell,  as  certainly  they  flew; 
His  name  Struck  every  where  as  great  a  damp 
As  Archimedes'  through  the  Roman  camp. 
With  this,  the  doctor's  pride  began  to  cool ; 
For  Smarting  foundJy  may  convince  a  fool. 
But  now  repentance  came  too  late  for  grace; 
And  meagre  famine  ftar'd  him  in  the  face: 
Fain  would  he  to  the  wives  be  reconcil'd, 
But  found  no  hufband  left  to  own  a  child. 
The  friends  that  got  the  brats  were  poifon'd  too; 
In  this  fad  cafe  what  could  our  vermin  do  ? 
Worried  with  debts,  and  paft  all  hope  of  bail, 
Th'  unpitied  wretch  lies  rotting  in  a  jail : 
And  there  with  baSket-alms  fcarce  kept  alive, 
Shews  how  mistaken  talents  ought  to  thrive. 

I  pity,  from  my  foul,  unhappy  men, 
Compell'd  by  want  to  proftitute  their  pen  ; 
Who  muft,  like  lawyers,  either  Starve  or  plead, 
And  follow,  right  or  wrong,  where  guineas  lead ! 
But  you,  Pompilian,  wealthy  pamper'd  heirs, 
Who  to  your  country  owe  your  fwordsand  cares, 
Let  no  vain  hope  your  eafy  mind  feduce, 
For  rich  ill  poets  are  without  excufe. 
'Tis  very  dangerous,  tampering  with  a  mufe ; 
The  profit's  Small,  and  you  have  much  to  lofe; 
For  though  true  wit  adorns  your  birth  or  place, 
Degenerate  lines  degrade  th*  attainted  race. 
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No  poet  any  paflion  can  excite,  [write. 

But  what  they  feel  tranfport  them  when  they 
Have  you  been  led  through  the  Cumean  cave, 
And  heard  the  impatient  maid  divinely  rave? 
I  hear  her  now;  I  fee  her  rolling  eyes: 
And  panting,  Lo  !  the  god !  the  god !  fhe  cries; 
With  words  not  hers,and  more  than  humanibund 
She  makes  th'  obedient  ghofts  peep  trembling 

thro''  the  ground. 
But.  tho'  we  mult  obey  when  Heaven  commands, 
And  man  in  vain  the  lacred  call  withstands, 
Beware  what  fpirit  rages  in  your  breaft; 
For  ten  infpired,  ten  thouland  are  polled. 
Thus  make  the  proper  ufe  of  each  extreme, 
And  write  with  fury,  but  correct  with  phlegm. 
As  when  the  cheerful  hours  too  freely  pais, 
And  fparkling  wine  fmiles  in  the  tempting  glafs, 
Your  pulfe  adviies,  and  begins  to  beat 
Through  ev'ry  fwelling  vein  a  loud  retreat: 
So  when  a  mufe  propitioufiy  invite;, 
Improve  her  favours,  and  indulge  her  flights ; 
But  when  you  find  that  vigorous  heat  abate, 
Leave  off,  and  for  another  fummons  wait. 
Befote  the  radiant  fun  a  glimmering  lamp, 
Adulterate  metals  to  the  fieri  ing  Itamp, 
Appear  not  meaner  than  mere  human  lines, 
Compar'd  with  thofe  whofe  infpiration  mines: 
Thefe  nervous,  bold  ;  thofe  languid  and  remifs; 
There,  cold  falutes;  but  here  a  lover's  kifs. 
Thus  have  I  feen  a  rapid  headlong  tide 
With  foaming  waves  the  paflive  Soane  divide; 
Whofe  lazy  waters  without  motion  lay, 
While  he  with  eager  force,  urg'd  his  impetuous 
way. 
The  privilege  that  ancient  poets  claim, 
Now  turn'd  to  licence  by  too  juft  a  name, 
Belongs  to  none  but  an  eltablim'd  fame, 
Which  fcorns  to  take  it 
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Abfurd  exprefiions,  crude  abortive  thoughts, 
All  the  lewd  legion  of  exploded  faults, 
Bale  fugitives,  to  that  alylum  fly, 
And  lacred  laws  with  infoience  defv. 
Not  thus  our  heroes  of  the  former  days 
Deferv'd  and  gain'd  their  never-fading  bays; 
For  I  miftake,  or  far  the  greateft  part 
Of  what  fome  call  neglect,  was  ltudy's  art. 
When  Virgil  feems  to  trifle  in  a  line, 
'Tis  like  a  warning-piece,  which  gives  the  fign 
To  wake  your  fancy,  and  prepare  your  fight, 
To  reach  the  noble  height  of  fome  unufual  flight. 
I  lofe  my  patience  when,  with  faucy  pride, 
By  untun'd  ears  I  hear  his  numbers  tried. 
Reverie  of  nature  ;  lhall  fuch  copies  then 
Arraign  th'  originals  of  Maro's  pen ; 
And  the  rude  notions  of  pedantic  fchools 
Blafpheme.the  facred  founder  of  our  rules  ? 

The  delicacy  of  the  nicelt  ear 
Finds  nothing  harfh  or  out  of  order  there. 
Sublime  or  low,  unbended  or  intenfe, 
The  found  is  Hill  a  comment  to  the  fenfe. 

A  Ikilful  ear  in  numbers  fhould  prefide, 
And  all  difputes  without  appeal  decide. 

•  An  Effay  on  Blank  Verfe, 


This  ancient  Rome  and  elder  Athens  found, 
Before  miftaken  flops  debauch'd  the  found. 

When,  by  impulfe  from  Heaven,Tyrtaeusfung, 
In  drooping  foldiers  a  new  courage  fprung; 
Reviving  Sparta  now  the  flight  maintain'd, 
And  what  two  generals  loft,  a  poet  gain'd. 
By  fecret  influence  of  indulgent  fkies, 
Empire  and  poefy  together  rife. 
True  poets  are  the  guardians  of  the  ftate, 
And,  when  they  fail,  portend  approaching  fate. 
For  that  which  Rome  to  conquelt  did  infpire, 
Was  not  the  veftal,  but  the  mule's  fire; 
Heaven  joins  the  bleffings:  no  declining  age 
E'er  felt  the  raptures  of  poetic  rage. 

Of  many  faults  rhyme  is  perhaps  the  caufe  ; 
Too  ltric~t  to  rhyme,  we  flight  more  ufeful  lawsj 
For  that,  in  Greece  or  Rome,  was  never  known, 
Till  by  barbarian  deluges  o'erflown : 
Subdu'd,  undone,  they  did  at  laft  obey, 
And  change  their  own  for  their  invader's  way. 

I  grant  that,  from  fome  mofly  idol  oak, 
In  double  rhymes  our  Thor  and  Woden  fpoke; 
And  by  fuccefiion  of  unlearned  times, 
As  bards  began,  fo  monks  rung  on  the  chimes. 

But  now  that  Phcebus  and  the  facred  Nine 
With  all  their  beams  on  our  bleft  ifland  fhine, 
Why  fhould  not  we  their  ancient  rights  reftore, 
And  be  what  Rome  or  Athens  were  before? 
'  *  HaveyouforgothowRaphael'snumerousprofe 
'  Led  our  exalted  fouls  thro'  heavenly  camps, 
f  And  mark'd  the  ground  where  proud  apoftate 

*  thrones 
1  Defied  Jehovah !  here,  'twixt  hoft  and  holt, 

*  (A  narrow,  but  a  dreadful  interval) 

*  Portentous  fight !  before  the  cloudy  van 

(  Satan  with  vait  and  haughty  ftrides  ad  vane 'd, 

*  Came  tow'ring  arm'd  in  adamant  and  gold. 

1  There  bellowing  engines,  with  theirfiery  tubes, 
'  Difpers'd  ethereal  forms,  and  down  they  fell 
'  By  thoufands,  angels  on  archangels  roll'd  ; 
'  R-cover'd,  to  the  hills  they  ran,  they  flew, 

*  Which    (with   their  ponderous  load,  rocks, 
'  waters,  woods), 

1  From  their  firm  feats  torn  by  the  fhaggy  tops, 
1  They  bore  like  fhields  before  them  through  the 
'  air,  "[fees. 

'  Till  more  inceris'd  they  hurled  them  at  their 
'  All  was  confulion,  heaven's  foundation  fhook, 
Threat'ning  no  lefs  than  univerfal  wreck; 

*  For  Michael's  arm  main  promontories  flung, 

*  And  over-prefs'd  whole  legions  weak  with  fin. 
'  Yet  they  blafphem'd  and  ftruggled  as  they  lay, 
'Till  the  great  enfign  of  Meffiah  blaz'd, 

4  Anc^  (arm'd  with  vengeance)  God's  victorious 
:  (Effulgence  of  paternal  deity !)  [Son 

1  Grafping  ten  thoufand  thunders  in  his  hand, 

*  Drove  th'  old  original  rebels  headlong  down, 
'  And  fent  them  flaming  to  the  vaft  abyfs.' 

O  may  I  live  to  hail  the  glorious  day, 
And  ling  loud  pseans  through  the  crowded  way> 
When  in  triumphant  ftate  the  Britifh  Mufe, 
True  to  herfelf,  fhal^  barbarous  aid  refufe, 

.  U  3  An* 
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And  in  the  Roman  majefty  appear,  [near.  1  Who  banifh'd  David  did  from  Hebron  bring, 


Which  none  know  better,  and  none  come  fo 


§  27.      Abfalom  and  Acbitophel.        Dryden. 

In  pious  times,  ere  prieftcraft  did  begin, 
Before  polygamy  was  made  a  fin  ; 
When  man  on  many  multiplied  his  kind, 
Ere  one  to  one  was  curfedly  confined  ! 
When  nature  prompted,  and  no  law  denied 
Promifcuous  ufe  of  concubine  and  bride; 
Then  Ifrael's  monarch,after  Heaven's  own  heart. 
His  vigorous  warmth  did  varioufly  impart 
To  wives  and  flaves;  and  wide  as  his  command, 
Scatter'd  his  Maker's  image  thro''  the  land. 
Michal,  of  royal  blood,  the  crown  did  wear; 
A  foil  ungrateful  to  the  tiller's  care; 
Not  fo  the  reft ;  for  feveral  mothers  bore 
To  godlike  David  leveral  fons  before. 
But  fmce,  like  flaves,  his  bed  they  did  afcend, 
No  true  fuccelilon  could  their  iced  attend. 
Of  all  the  numerous  progeny,  was  none 
So  beautiful,  lo  brave,  as  Abfalom  : 
Whether  infpired  by  fome  diviner  luft, 
His  father  got  him  with  a  greater  guft  ; 
Or  that  his  confcious  deftiny  made  way, 
By  manly  beauty,  to  imperial  fway, 
Early  in  foreign  fields  he  won  renown, 
With  kings  and  ftates  allied  to  Ifrael's  crown : 
In  peace  the  thoughts  of  war  he  could  remove, 
And  feem'd  as  he  were  only  born  for  love. 
Whate'er  he  did  was  done  with  fo  much  eafe, 
In  him  alone  'twas  natural  to  pleafe  : 
His  motions  all  accompanied  with  grace; 
And  paradife  was  open'd  in  his  face. 
With  fecret  joy  indulgent  David  view'd 
His  youthful  image  in  his  fon  renew 'd  : 
To  all  his  wifhes  nothing  he  denied ; 
And  made  the  charming;  Annabel  his  bride. 
What  faults  he  had  (for  who  from  faults  is  free  ?) 
His  father  could  not,  or  he  would  not  fee. 
Some  warm  exceffes  which  the  law  forbore, 
Were  conftruedyouth  that  purg'dbyboilingoVr, 
And  Amnion's  murder,  by  a  fpecious  name, 
Was  call'd  a  juft  revenge  for  injur'd  fame. 
Thus  prais'dandlov'd  the  noble  youth  iemain'd, 
While  David  undiilurb'd  in  Sion  reign'd; 
But  life  can  never  be  fincerely  bleft : 
Heaven  punifhes  the  bad,  and  proves  the  beft. 
The  Jews,a  headftrong,  moody,mu  rmuring  race, 
As  ever  tried  th'  extent  and  itretch  of  grace ; 
God's  pamper'd  people,  whom,  debauched  with 

eafe, 
No  king  could  govern,  nor  no  God  could  pleafe. 
Gods  they  had  tried  of  every  fhapeand  fize, 
That  god  fmiths  could  produce,  or  priefts  devife: 
Thefe  Adam- wits,  too  fortunately  free, 
Began  to  dream  they  wanred  liberty ; 
And  when  no  rule,  no  precedent  was  found 
Of  men  by  laws  lefs  circumfcrib'd  and  bound, 
They  led  their  wild  defires  to  woods  and  caves, 
And  thought  that  all  but  Savages  were  flaves. 
They  who,  when  Saul  was  dead,  without  a  blow, 
Made  foolifh  Ifhbofheth  the  crown  forego  j 


And  with  a  gen'ral  fhout  proclaim'd  him  king  1 
Thofe  very  Jews,  who  at  their  very  beft 
Their  humour  more  than  loyalty  exprefs'd, 
Now  wonder'd  why  fo  long  they  had  obey'd 
An  idol  monarch,  which  their  hands  had  made; 
Thought  they  might  ruin  him  they  could  create, 
Or  melt  him  to  that  golden  calf  of  ftate. 
But  thefe  were  random  bolts:  no  form'd  defign, 
Nor  int'reft  made  the  factious  crowd  to  join : 
The  fober  part  of  Ifrael,  free  from  flain, 
Well  knew  the  value  of  a  peaceful  reign  ; 
And  looking  backward  with  a  wife  affright, 
Saw  feams  of  wounds  diflioneft  to  the  fight: 
In  contemplation  of  whofe  ugly  fcar9, 
They  curs'd  the  memory  of  civil  wars. 
The  moderate  fort  of  men  thus  qualified, 
Inclined  the  balance  to  the  better  fide: 
And  David's  mildnefs  manag'd  it  fo  well, 
The  bad  found  no  occafion  to  rebel. 
But  when  to  tin -our  biafs'd  nature  leans, 
The  careful  devil  is  ftill  at  hand  with  means; 
And  providently  pimps  for  ill  defires  : 
The  good  old  caufe  reviv'd  a  plot  requires. 
Plots  true  or  falfe  are  neceflary  things 
To  raife  up  commonwealths,  and  ruin  kings. 

Th'  inhabitants  of  old  Jerufalem 
Were  Jebufites;  the  town  fo  call'd  from  them  ; 
And  theirs  the  native  right  • 
But  when  the  chofen  people  grew  more  ftrong, 
The  rightful  caufe  at  length  became  the  wrong ; 
And  ev'ry  lofs  the  men  of  Jebus  bore, 
They  ftill  were  thought  God's  enemies  the  more. 
Thus  worn  or  weakened,  well  or  ill  content, 
Submit  they  mufi  to  David's  government ; 
Impoverifh'd,  and  depriv'd  of  all  command, 
Their  taxes  doubled  as  they  loft  their  land; 
And  what  was  harder  yet  to  flefh  and  blood, 
Their  gods  difgrae'd,  and  burnt  like  coramoi 

wood. 
This  fet  the  heathen  priefthood  in  a  flame; 
For  priefts  of  all  religions  are  the  fame. 
Of  whatfoe'er  defcent  their  godhead  be, 
Stock,  ftone,  or  other  homely  pedigree, 
In  his  defence  his  fervants  are  as  bold 
As  if  he  had  been  born  of  beaten  gold. 
The  Jewifli  rabbins,  though  their  enemies, 
In  this  conclude  them  honeft  men  and  wife  : 
For  'twas  their  duty,  all  the  learned  think, 
T*  efpoufehis  caufe  by  whom  they  eat  and  drink. 
From  hence  began  that  plot,  the  nation's  curfe, 
Bad  in.itfelf,  but  reprefented  worfe  ; 
Rais'd  in  extremes,  and  in  extremes  decried  ; 
With  oaths  affirm'd,  with  dying  vows  denied ; 
Not  weigh'd  nor  winnow'd  by  the  multitude ; 
But  fwaliow'd  in  themafs,  unchew'dand  crude. 
Some  truth  there  was,  butdafh'dand  brew'd  with 
To  pleafe  the  fools,  and  puzzle  all  the  wife,  [lies; 
Succeeding  times  did  equal  folly  call, 
Believing  nothing,  or  believing  ail. 
Th'  Egyptian  rites  the  Jebufites  embraced  ; 
Where  gods  were  recommended  by  their  tafte. 
Such  favoury  deities  rauft  needs  be  good, 
As  ferv'dat  once  for  worth  ip  and  for  food. 
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fey  force- they  could  not  introduce  tbefe  gods  5 
For  ten  to  one  in  former  days  was  odds  ; 
So  fraud  was  us'd,  the  facrificer's  trade: 
Tools  are  more  hard  to  conquer  than  perfuade. 
.  Their  bufy  teachers  mingled  with  the  Jews, 
And  rak'dfor  converts  ev'n  the  court  and  itews : 
Which  Hebrew  priefts  the  more  unkindly  took, 
Becaufe  the  fleece  accompanies  the  rlock. 
Some  thought  they  God's  anointed  meant  to  flay 
JRy  guns,  invented  fince  full  many  a  day: 
Our  author  lwears  it  not;  but  who  can  know 
How  far  the  devil  and  Jebufites  may  go  ? 
This  plot,  which  faSl'd  for  want  of  commonlenfe, 
Had  yet  a  deep  and  dangerous  confequence : 
For  as,  when  rcging  fevers  boil  the  blood, 
The  (landing  lake  ibon  floats  into  a  flood, 
And  every  hoftile  humour,  which  before 
Slept  quiet  in  its  channels,  bubbles  o'er; 
So  iev'ral  rr.&ions  from  this  firft  ferment, 
Work  up  to  foam,  and  threat  the  government. 
Some  by   their   friends,    more  by  themfelves 

thought  wifej 
Oppos'd  the  pow'r  to  which  they  could  not  rife. 
Some  had  in  courts  been  great ;  and  thrown  from 
Likefiends,werehmlen'dinimpen!tence.  [thence 
Some,  by  their  monarch's  fatal  mercy,  grown 
From  pardoned  rebels  kinfmen  to  the  throne, 
Were  rais'd  in  pow'r  and  public  office  high  : 
Strongbands,  if  bands  ungrateful  men  could  tie. 

Of  thefe  the  falfe  Achitophel  was  firfl  j 
A  name  to  all  fucceeding  ages  curft : 
For  clofe  defigns  and  crocked  counfels  fit; 
Sagacious,  bold,  and  turbulent  of  wit ; 
Relliefs,  unfix'd  in  principles  and  place; 
In  pow'r  unpleas'd,  impatient  of  difgrace: 
A  fiery  foul,  which,  working  out  its  way,     "} 
Fretted  the  pigmy-body  to  decay, 
And  o'er-Infcrm'd  the  tenement  of  clay.         j 
A  daring  pilot  in  extremity; 
Pleas'd  with  the  dangerwhenthewaveswent  high, 
He  lbught  the  itorms ;  but,  for  a  calm  unfit, 
Would  ileer  tco  nigh  the  fands  to  boaft  his  wit. 
Great  wits  are  fure  to  madnefs  near  allied, 
And  thin  partitions  do  their  bounds  divide; 
Elfe  why  mould  he, with  wealth  and  honour  blefl, 
Refufe  his  age  the  needful  hours  of  reft  ? 
Punifh  a  body  which  he  could  not  pleafe; 
Bankrupt  of  life,  yet  prodigal  of  eafe? 
And  all  to  leave  what  with  his  toil  he  won 
To  that  unfeather'd  two-legg'd  thing,  a  Son  j 
Got,  while  his  foul  did  huddled  notions  try  ; 
And  born  a  fhapelefs  lump,  like  anarchy. 
In  friendfhip  falfe,  implacable  in  hate; 
Refolv'd  to  ruin  or  to  rule  the  ftate. 
To  compafs  this,  the  triple  bond  he  broke ;  ") 
The  pillars  of  the  public  fafety  fhook ;  I 

And  fitted  Ifrael  for  a  foreign  yoke  :  J 

Then,  feiz'd  with  fear,  yet  ftiil  arreting  fame, 
Ufurp'd  a  patriot's  all-atoning  name. 
So  eafy  itill  it  proves,  in  factious  times, 
With  public  zeal  to  cancel  private  crimes. 
How  fafe  is  treafon,  and  how  facred  ill, 
Where  none  can  fin  againft  the  people's  will ! 
Where  crouds  canwink,andnooffencebeknown, 
Since  in  another's  guilt  they  find  their  own  ! 


a9S 

Yet  fame  deferv'd  no  enemy  can  grudge : 
The  Itatelhian  we  abhor,  but  praife  the  judge. 
In  Ifrael's  courts  ne'er  fat  an  Abethdin 
With  more  difcerning  eyes,    or  hands  more 

clean, 
Unbrib'd,  un fought,  the  wretched  to  redrete, 
Swift  of  difpatch,  and  eafy  of  accefs. 
Oh !  had  he  been  content  to  ferve  the  crown 
With  virtues  only  proper  to  the  gown; 
Or  had  the  ranknefs  of  the  foil  been  freed 
From  cockle,  that  opprefs'd  the  noble  ieedj 
David  for  him  his  tuneful  harp  had  fining, 
And  heaven  had  wanted  one  immortal  fong. 
But  wild  ambition  loves  to  Aide,  not  iland: 
And  fortune's  ice  prefers  to  virtue's  land. 
Achitophel,  grown  weary  to  poflefs 
A  lawful  fame,  and  lazy  happinefs, 
Difdain'd  the  golden  fruit  to  gather  free, 
And  lent  the  crowd  his  arm  to  (hake  the  tree, 
Now,  manifeft  of  crimes  contriv'd  long  fince, 
He  flood  at  bold  defiance  with  his  prince ; 
Held  up  the  buckler  of  the  people's  caufe 
Againil  the  crown,  and  fculk'd  behind  the  laws. 
The  wiuVd  occafion  of  the  plot  he  takes; 
Some  circumflances  finds,  but  more  he  makes  c 
By  buzzing  emilTaries  fills  the  ears 
Of  lifl'ning  crowds  with  jealoufies  and  fears 
Of  arbitrary  counfels  brought  to  light, 
And  proves  the  King  himfelf  a  Jebufite. 
Weak  arguments!  which  yet,  he  knew  full  well, 
Were  ftrong  with  people  eafy  to  rebel. 
For,  govern'd  by  the  moon,  the  giddy  Jews 
Tread  the  fame  track  when  fhe  the  prime  renews ; 
And  once  in  twenty  years,  their  fcribes  record, 
By  natural  inflinct  they  change  their  lord. 
Achitophel  ftill  wants  a  chief,  and  none 
Was  found  fo  fit  as  warlike  Abfalom. 
Not  that  he  wifn'd  his  greatnefs  to  create, 
For  politicians  neither  love  nor  hate: 
But,  for  he  knew  his  title  notallow'd 
Would  keep  him  ftill  depending  on  the  crowd: 
That  kingly  pow'r,  thus  ebbing  out,  might  be 
Dia\vn  to  the  dregs  ©f  a  democracy. 
Him  he  attempts  with  fludied  arts  to  pleafe, 
And  fheds  his  venom  in  fuch  words  as  thefe : 

Aufpicious  prince  !  at  whofe  nativity 
Some  royal  planet  rul'd  the  foUthern  fky ; 
Thy  longing  country's  darling  and  defire; 
Their  cloudy  pillar  and  their  guardian  fire; 
Their  fecond  Mofes,  whofe  extended  wand 
Divides  the  feas,  andfhews  the  promis'd  land  5 
Whofe  dawning  day,  in  ev'ry  diilant  age, 
Has  exercis'd  the  facred  prophet's  rage  ; 
The  people's  prayer,  the  glad  diviner's  theme, 
The  young  men's  vifion,  and  the  old  men's 

dream  ! 
Thee,  Saviour,  thee  the  nation's  vows  confefs, 
And,  never  fatisfied  with  feeing,  blefs : 
Swift  unbefpoken  pomps  thy  Heps  proclaim, 
And  ftamm'ring  babes  are  taught  to  lifp  thy 

name. 
How  long  wilt  thou  the  gen'ral  joy  detain. 
Starve  and  defraud  the  people  of  thy  reign ; 
Content  inglorioufly  to  pais  thy  days, 
Like  one  of  Virtue's  fools  that  feed  oa  praife  5 
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Till  thy  frefh  glories,  which  now  fhine  fo  bright, 
Grow  ibde,  and  tarnifh  with  our  daily  fight  ? 
Believe  me,  royal  youth,  thy  fruit  muft  be 
Or  gathered  ripe,  or  rot  upon  the  tree. 
Heaytn  has  to  all  allotted,  loon  or  late, 
Some  lucky  revolution  of  their  fate  ; 
Whole  potions  if  we  watch  and  guide  with  Ikill, 
For  homan  good  depends  on  human  wiU, 
Our  fortune  rolls  as  from  a  fmooth  defcent, 
And  from  the  firft  impreflion  takes  the  bent: 
But,  if  unfeiz'd,  me  glides  away  like  wind, 
And  leaves  repenting  folly  far  behind. 
Now,  now  fhe  meets  you  with  a  glorious  prize, 
And  fpreads  her  locks  before  you  as  fhe  iiies. 


Unwarily  was  led  from  virtue's  ways, 

Made  drunk  with  honour,  and  debauch'd  with, 

praife. 
Half  loth,  and  half  confenting  to  the  ill, 
For  royal  blood  within  him  itruggled  ftill, 
He  thus  replied; — And  what  pretence  have  I 
To  take  up  arms  for  public  liberty  ? 
My  father  governs  with  unqueftioned  right ; 
The  faith's  defender,  and  mankind's  delight : 
Good,  gracious,  juft>  obfer.unt  of  the  laws; 
And  Heaven  by  wonders  has  efpous'd  his  caufe. 
Whom  has  he  wrong'd  in  all  his  peaceful  reign  ? 
Who  fues  for  juilice  to  his  throne  in  vain  ? 
What  millions  has  he  pardon 'd  of  his  foes, 

Had  thus  old  David,from whole  loins  you  fpring,  I  Whom  juft  revenge  did  to  his  wrath  expofe  ! 

Not  dar'd  when  fortune  cali'd  him  to  be  king,    j  Mild,  eaiy,  humble,  ftudious  of  our  good  ; 

At  Gath  an  exile  he  might  ftill  remain,  I  Inclin'd  to  mercy,  and  averfe  from  blood. 

And  Heaven's  anointing  oil  had  been  in  vain.l  If  mildnefs  ill  with  ilubhorn  Ifrael  fuit, 

Let  his  fuccefsful  youth  your  hopes  engage  j       His  crime  is  God's  beloved  attribute. 


But  fhun  th'  example  of  declining  age  : 
Behold  him  fetting  in  his  wellern  fkies, 
The  (hadows  lengthening  as  the  vapours  rife. 
He  is  not  now,  as  when  on  Jordan's  (and       ~\ 
The  joyful  people  throng'd  to  fee  him  land,   ( 
Covering  the  beach,  and  blackening  all  thef 
ftrand ;  3 

But,  like  the  prince  of  angels,  from  his  height, 
Come  tumbling  down  ward  withdiminim'dlight  5 
Betray'd  by  one  poor  plot  to  public  fcorn  ; 
Our  only  blefting  iince  his  curs'd  return: 
Thofe  heaps  of  people  which  one  fheaf  did  bind, 
Blown  off  and  fcatter'd  by  a  puff  of  wind, 
What  itrength  can  he  to  your  defigns  oppofe, 
Naked  of  friends,  and  round  bei^t  with  foes? 
If  Pharaoh's  doubtful  fuccour  he  fhould  ufe, 
A  foreign  aid  would  more  incenie  the  Jews: 
Proud  Egypt  would  dilfembled  friendfhi;>  bring ; 
Foment  the  war,  but  not  fupport  the  king: 
Nor  would  the  royal  party  e'er  unite 
With  Pharaoh's  arms  t'  aflift  the  Jebulite  ; 
Or,if  they  fhould,theirint'reft  foon  would  break, 
And  with  fucli  odious  aid  make  David  weak. 
All  forts  of  men,  by  my  fuccefsful  arts, 
Abhorring  kings,  eftrange  their  altered  hearts 
From  David's  rule;  and  'tis  their  general  cry, 
Religion,  commonwealth,  and  liberty. 
If  you,  as  champion  of  the  public  good, 
Add  to  their  arms  a  chief  of  royal  blood, 
What  may  not  Ifrael  hope,  and  whatapplaufe 
Might  fuch  a  gen'ral  gain  by  fuch  a  caufe  ?  . 
Not  barren  praife  alone,  that  gaudy  flow'r 
Fair  only  to  the  fight,  but  folid  pow'r  j 
And  nobler  is  a  limited  command, 
Given  by  the  love  of  all  your  native  land, 
Than  a  fucceflive  title,  long  and  dark, 
Drawn  from  the  mouldy  rolls  of  Noah's  ark. 

What  cannot  praife  effecl:  in  mighty  minds, 
When  flatt'ry  fooths,and  when  ambition  blinds? 
Defire  of  pow'r,  on  earth  a  vicious  weed, 
Yet  fprung  from  high,  is  of  celeftial  feed  : 
In  God  'tis  glory;  and  when  men  afpire, 
'Tis  but  a  fpark  too  much  of  heavenly  fire. 
Th'  ambitious  youth,  too  covetous  of  fame, 
Too  fult"x>f  angel's  metiil  in  his  frame, 


What  could  he  gain  his  people  to  betray, 

Or  change  his  right  for  arbitrary  fway  ? 

Let  haughty  Pharaoh  curfe  with  fuch  a  reign 

His  fruitful  Nile,  and  yoke  a  fervile  train. 

If  David's  rule  Jcruialem  difpleafe, 

The  dog-ilar  heats  their  brains  to  this  difeafe. 

Why  then  mould  I,  encouraging  the  bad, 

Turn  rebel,  and  run  popularly  mad  ? 

Were  he  the  tyrant,  who  by  Iavvlefs  might 

Opprefs'd  the  Jews,  and  rais'd  the  Jebulite, 

Well  might  I  mourn  j  but  nature's  holy  bands 

Would  curb  my  fpirits,  and  reftrain  my  hands: 

The  people  might  affert  then*  liberty  ; 

But  what  was  right  m  them  were  crime  in  me. 

His  favour  leaves  me  nothing  to  require, 

Prevents  my  wifhe;,  and  outruns  deiire  ; 

What  more  can  I  cxpecl  while  David  lives  ? 

All  but  his  kingly  diadem  he  gives  : 

And  that — but  here  he  paus'd;  then,  fighing, 

faid— 
Is  juftly  deilin'd  for  a  worthier  head. 
For  when  my  father  from  his  toils  {hall  reft, 
And  late  augment  the  number  of  the  bleft, 
His  lawful  iilue  fhall  the  throne  afcend, 
Or  the  collateral  line,  where  that  (hall  end. 
His  brother,  though  opprefs'd  with  vulgar  fpitr, 
Yet  dauntlel's,  and  lecure  of  native  right, 
Of  ev'ry  royal  virtue  ftands  poffeft; 
Still  dear  to  all  the  braveft  and  the  beft. 
His  courage  foes,  his  friends  his  truth  proclaim, 
His  loyalty  the  king,  the  world  his  fame. 
His  mercy  e'en  th'  offending  crowd  will  find ; 
For  fure  he  comes  of  a  forgiving  kind. 
Why  mould  I  then  repine  at  Heaven's  decree, 
Which  gives  me  no  pretence  to  royalty? 
Yet,  oh  that  fate,  propitioufly  inclin'd, 
Had  rais'd  my  birth,  or  had  debas'd  my  mind  I 
To  my  large  foul  not  all  her  treafure  lent, 
And  then  betray'd  it  to  a  mean  defcent ! 
I  find,  I  find  my  mounting  fpirits  bold, 
And  David's  part  difdains  my  mother's  mould* 
Why  am  I  fcanted  by  a  niggard  birth? 
My  foul  difclaims  the  kindred  of  her  earth; 
And,  made  for  empire,  whifpers  rne  within, 
Defire  of  greatnefs  is  a  godlike  fin. 
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Htm  daggering  fo  when  hell's  dire  agent  found, 
While  fsunting  virtue  fcarce  maintain'd   her 

ground, 
He  pours  frelh  forces  in,  and  thus  replies: 
TV  eternal  God,  fupremely  good  and  wife, 
Imparts  not  thefe  prodigious  gifts  in  vain : 
What  wonders  are  refeiVd,  to  blefs  your  reign  ! 
Againil  vour  will  your  arguments  have  (hewn, 
Such  virtue's  onlygiv'nto  guide  a  throne. 
Not  that  your  father's  mildnefs  I  contemn  ; 
But  manly  force  becomes  the  diadem. 
'Tis  true,  he  grants  the  people  all  they  crave ; 
And  more  perhaps  than  fubjects  ought  to  have: 
For  lavi(h  grants  fuppofe  a  monarch  tame, 
And  more  his  goodnefs  than  his  wit  proclaim. 
But  when  (hould  people  ftrive  their  bonds  to 
If  not  when  kings  are  negligent  or  weak  ?  [break, 
Let  him  give  on  till  he  can  give  no  more, 
The  thrifty  fanhedrim  (hall  keep  him  poor  j 
And  ev'ry  nickel  which  he  can  receive 
Sfcall  coft  a  limb  of  his  prerogative. 
To  ply  him  with  new  plots  (hall  be  my  care, 
Or  plunge  him  deep  in  fome  expeniive  war ; 
Which  when  his  treafure  can  no  more  fupply, 
He  mult,  with  the  remains  of  kinglhip,  buy. 
His  faithful  friends,  our  jealoulies  and  fears 
Call  Jebulites,  and  Pharaoh's  penfioners  $ 
Whom  when  our  fury  from  his  aid  has  torn, 
He  fnall  be  naked  left  to  public  fcorn. 
Tiie  next  fucceffor,  whom  I  ftnr  and  hate, 
My  arts  have  made  obnoxious  to  the  liate; 
Turn'd  all  his  virtues  to  his  overthrow, 
And  gain'd  our  elders  to  pronounce  a  foe. 
His  right,  for  funis  of  necellary  gold, 
Shall  (irft  be  pawn'd,  and  afterwards  be  fold  j 
Till  time  fiiall  ever-wanting  David  draw 
To  pafs  your  doubtful  title  into  law: 
If  not,  the  people  have  a  right  fupreme 
To  make  their  kings;  for  kings  are  madeforthem. 
All  empire  is  no  more  than  pow'r  in  truft, 
Which,  when  refum'd,  can  be  no  longer  juit. 
SucceiTion,  for  the  general  good  delign'd, 
In  its  own  wrong  a  nation-  cannot  bind  j 
If  alt'rir.g  that  the  people  can  relieve, 
Better  one  fuffer  than  a  nation  grieve. 
The  Jews  well  know  their  pow'r :  ere  Saul  they 

choofe, 
God  was  their  king,  and  God  they  durft  depofe. 
Urge  now  your  piety,  your  filial  name, 
A  father's  right,  and  fear  of  future  fame} 
The  public  good,  that  univerfal  call, 
To  which  e'en  Heaven  fubmitted,  anfwers  all. 
Nor  let  his  love  enchant  your  gen'rous  mind  j 
'Tis  nature's  trick  to  propagate  her  kind. 
Our  fond  begetters,  who  would  never  die, 
Love  but  themfelves  in  their  pofterity. 
Or  let  his  kindnefs  by  th'  effects  be  tried, 
Or  let  him  lay  his  vain  pretence  afide. 
God  (aid,  he  lov'd  your  father;  could  he  bring 
A  better  proof  than  to  anoint  him  king  ? 
It  furely  fliew'd,  he  lov'd  the  fhepherd  well, 
Who  gave  fo  fair  a  flock  as  Ifrael. 
Would  David  have  you  thought  his  darling  fon, 
What  msais  he  then  to  alienate  the  crown  ? 


The  name  of  Godly  he  may  blufh  to  bear; 
Is  't  after  God's  own  heart  to  cheat  his  heir  ? 
He  to  his  brother  gives  fupreme  command, 
To  you  a  legacy  of  barren  land  ; 
Perhaps  th'  old  harp  on  which  he  thumps  his  lays, 
Or  fome  dull  Hebrew  ballad  in  your  plaife. 
Then  the  next  heir,  a  prince  fevere  and  u 
Already  looks  on  you  with  jealous  eyes  ; 
Sees  through  the  thin  difguifes  of  your  arts, 
And  marks  your  progreis  in  the  people's  hearts ; 
Though  now  his  mighty  foul  its  grief  contains : 
He  meditates  revenge  who  leaft  complains: 
And  like  a  lion,  llumb'ring  in  the  way, 
Or  fleep  diftembliag,  while  he  waits  his  prey, 
His  fearlefs  foes  within  his  diftance  draws, 
Conftrains  his  roaring,  and  contracts  his  paws  ; 
Till  at  the  lair,  his  time  for  fury  found, 
He  (hoots  withluddenvengeancefromtheground; 
The  proltrate  vulgar  panes  o'er  and  (pares, 
But  with  a  lordly  rage  his  hunters  tears. 
Your  cafe  no  tame  expedients  will  afford  : 
Refolve  on  death,  or  conqueft.  by  the  fword, 
Which  for  no  lefs  a  (take  than  life  you  draw ; 
And  felf-defence  is  nature's  eldeft  law. 
Leave  the  warm  people  noconiidering  time  j 
For  then  rebellion  may  be  thought  a  crime. 
Avail  yourfelf  of  what  occaficn  gives, 
But  try  your  title  while  your  father  lives  : 
And,  that  your  arms  may  have  a  fair  pretence, 
Proclaim  you  take  them  in  the  king's  defence  j 
Whofe  facred  life  each  moment  would  expofe 
To  plots,  from  feeming  friends  and  fecret  foes. 
And,  who  can  found  the  depth  of  David's  foul? 
Perhaps  his  fear  his  kindnefs  may  cont: 
He  fear?  his  brother,  though  he  loves  his  fon, 
For  plighted  vows  too  late  to  be  undone. 
If  fo,  by  force  he  wifhes  to  be  gain'd  : 
Like  women's  lechery  to  ieem  conftrain'd. 
Douht  not :  but,  when  he  n;o(t  affects  the  frown, 
Commit  a  pleaiing  rape  upon  the  crewn. 
Secure  his  peribn  to  lecture  your  caufe: 
They  who  poflels  the  prince  polTefs  the  laws. 

He  faid :  and  this. advice  above  the  iz 
With  Abfalom's  mild  nature  fuited  bed  ; 
Unblam'd  of  life,  ambition  fet  afir.e, 
Not  (bin'd  with  cruelty,  nor  puff 'd  with  pride. 
How  happy  had  he  been,  if  deftiry 
Had  higher  plac'd  his  birth,  or  not  fo  high  ! 
His  kingly  virtues  might  have  claim'd  a  throne, 
And  blefs'd  all  other  countries  but  his  own. 
But  charming  greatnefs  iince  fo  few  refufe, 
'Tis  jufter  to  lament  him  than  accufe. 
Strong  were  his  hopes  a  rival  to  remove, 
With  blandifliments  to  gain  the  public  love : 
To  head  the  faction  while  their  zeal  was  hot, 
And  popularly  profecute  the  plot. 
To  further  this,  Achitophel  unites 
The  malcontents  of  all  the  Hraelites ; 
Whofe  differing  parties  he  could  wifely  join, 
For  feveral  ends,  to  ferve  the  fame  defign. 
The  bed,  and  of  the  princes  fome  were  fuch. 
Who  thought  the  pow'r  of  monarchy  too  much  j 
Miftaken  men,  and  patriots  in  their  hearts  ; 
Not  wicked^but  fedue'd  by  impious  arts; 
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By  thefe  the  fprings  of  property  were  bent, 
And  wound  fo  higb,theycrack'dthe  government. 
The  next  for  int'reft  fought  V  embroil  the  ftate, 
To  fell  their  duty  at  a  dearer  rate, 
And  make  their  Jewifh  markets  of  the  throne  j 
Pretending  public  good  to  ferve  their  own. 
Others  thought  kings  an  ufelefs  heavy  load, 
Who  coft  too  much,  and  did  too  little  good. 
Thefe  were  for  laying  honeft  David  by, 
On  principles  of  pure  good  hufbandry. 
With  themjoin'dallth'  haranguersof  the  throng. 
That  thought  to  get  preferment  by  the  tongue. 
Who  follow  next,  a  double  danger  bring, 
Not  only  hating  David,  but  the  king. 
The  Solymaean  rout ;  well  vers'd  of  old 
In  godly  faction,  and  in  treafon  bold; 
Cow'ring  and  quaking  at  a  conqu'ror's  fword, 
But  lofty  to  a  lawful  piince  reftor'd  ; 
Saw  with  difdain  an  Ethnic  plot  begun, 
And  fcorn'd  by  Jebuiites  to  be  outdone. 
Hot  Levites  headed  thefe  ;  who  pull'd  before 
From  th'  ark,  which  inthejudge'sdays  they  bore. 
Refum'd  their  cant,  and  with  a  zealous  cry 
Pur/iied  their  oldbelov'd  theocracy: 
Where  fanhedrim  and  prieft  enfiavM  the  nation, 
And  jultirled  their  fpoils  by  infpiration : 
For  who  fo  fit  to  reign  as  Aaron's  race, 
If  once  dominion  they  could  found  in  grace? 
Thefe  led  the  pack,  though  not  of  fureft  fcent, 
Yet  deepeitrnouth'd  againft  the  government. 
A  num'rous  holt  of  dreaming  faints  fucceed, 
Of  the  true  old  cnthufiaftic  breed  5 
'Gainft  form  and  order  they  their  pow'r  employ, 
Nothing  to  build,  and  all  things  to  deftroy. 
But  far  more  num'rous  was  the  herd  of  fuch 
Who  think  too  little,  and  who  talk  too  much  ; 
Thefe  out  of  mere  inlHncl,  they  knew  not  why, 
Ador'd  their  fathers'  God,  and  property  j 
And,  by  the  fame  blind  benefit  of  fate, 
The  devil  and  the  Jebufite  did  hate-. 
Born  to  be  fav'd,  ev'n  in  their  own  defpite, 
Uecaufe  they  could  not  help  believing  light. 
Such  were  the  tools :  but  a  whole  Hydra  more 
Remains  of  fprouting  heads  too  long  to  fcore. 
Some  of  their  chiefs  were  princes  of  the  land: 
In  the  firft  rank  of  thefe  did  Zimri  ftand  j 
A  man  ib  various  that  he  feem'jd  to  be 
Not  one,  but  all  mankind's  epitome: 
Stiff  in  opinions,  always  in  the  wrong; 
Was  ev'ry  thing  by  Harts,  and  nothing  long ; 
But  in  the  couile  of  one  revolving  moon 
Was  chemift,  fiddler,  ftate  fman,  and  buffoon; 
Then  allforwomen,  painting,  rhyming,drinking, 
Befides  ten  thoufmd  freaksthafdied  in  thinking. 
Bleft  madman  !  who  could  ev'ry  hour  employ, 
With  fomething  new  to  wiih,  or  to  enjoy. 
Railing  and  praiimg  were  his  ufual  themes : 
And  both,  to  mew  his  judgment,  in  extremes  : 
So  over-violent,  or  over-civil, 
That  ev'ry  man  with  him  was  God  or  Devil. 
In  fquandering  wealth  was  his*  peculiar  art: 
Nothing  went  unrewarded,  but  defert ; 
Beggar'd  by  fools,  whom  Hill  he  found  too  late  5 
Kehad  his  jell,  and  they  had  his  eftate: 


He  laugh'd  himfelf  from  court;  then  fought  relief 
By  forming  parties,  but  could  ne'er  be  chief ; 
For,  fpite  of  him,  the  weight  of  bufmefs  fell 
On  Abfalom  and  wife  Achitophel : 
Thus,  wicked  but  in  will,  of  means  bereft, 
He  left  not  faction,  but  of  that  was  left. 

Titles  and  names  't  were  tedious  to  rehearfe, 
Of  lords,  below  the  dignity  of  verfe. 
Wits,  warriors,  commonwealths-men,  were  the 

Hefts 
Kind  hufbands  arid  mere  nobles  all  the  reft. 
And  therefore,  in  the  name  of  dulnefs,  be 
The  well-hung  Balaam  and  cold  Caleb  free  : 
And  canting  Nadab  let  oblivion  damn, 
Who  made  new  porridge  for  the  pafcal  lamb. 
Let  friendfhip's  holy  band  feme  names  allure  ; 
Some.their  own  worth,  and  fome  let  fcorn fecure. 
Nor  rffciil  the  rafcal  rabble  here  have  place, 
Whom  kings  no  title  gave,  and  God  no  grace  : 
Not  bull-fac'd  Jonas,  who  could  ftatutes  draw 
To  mean  rebellion,  and  make  treafon  law. 
But  he,  though  bad,  is  folio w'd  by  a  worfe, 
The  wretch  who  heaven's  anointeddarMtocurfej 
Shimei,  whofe  youth  did  early  promife  bring 
Of  zeal  to  God,  and  hatred  to  his  king, 
Did  wifely  from  expenfive  fins  refrain, 
And  never  broke  the  Sabbath  but  for  gain  : 
Nor  ever  was  he  known  an  oath  to  vent, 
Or  curfe,  unlefs  againft  the  government. 
Thus  heaping  wealth  by  the  mod  ready  way 
Among  the  Jews,  which  was  to  cheat  and  pray 3 
The  city,  to  reward  his  pious  hate 
Againft  his  mailer,  chofe  him  magiftrate. 
His  hand  a  vafe  of  juftice  did  uphold  j 
His  neck  was  loaded  with  a  chain  of  gold  j 
During  his  office  treafon  was  no  crime  ; 
The  fons  of  Belial  had  a  glorious  time ; 
For  Shimei,  though  not  prodigal  of  pelf, 
Yet  lov'd  his  wicked  neighbour  as  himfelf. 
When  two  or  three  were  gather'd  to  declaim  * 
Againft  the  monarch  of  Jerufalem, 
Shimei  was  always  in  the  midft  of  them  j    "     J 
And,  if  they  curs'd  the  king  when  he  was  by, 
Would  rather  curfe  than  break  good  company  ; 
If  any  durft  his  factious  friends  accufc, 
He  pack'd  a  jury  of  diifenting  Jews  ; 
Whofe  fellow-feeling  in  the  godly  caufe 
Would  (vce  the  fu  If 'ring  faint  from  human  laws* 
For  laws  are  only  made  to  punifh  thole 
Who  ferve  the  king,  and  to  proteel  his  foes. 
If  any  leifure  time  he  had  from  pow'r, 
Becaufe  'tis  fin  to  mifemploy  an  hour, 
His  bufmefs  was,  by  writing  to  perfuade 
That  kings  were  ufelefs,  and  a  clog  to  trade  : 
And,  that  his  noble  ftyle  he  might  refine, 
No  Rechabite  more  munn'd  the  fumes  of  wine-* 
Chafte  were  his  cellars,  and  his  (hrieval  board 
The  groffnefs  of  a  city  feaft  abhorr'd  ; 
His  cooks,  with  longdifufe,  their  trade  forgot ; 
Cool  was  his  kitchen,  though  his  brains  were  hot*- 
Such  frugal  virtue  malice  may  aceufej 
But  Aire  'twas  necefiary  to  the  Jews: 
JFortowns,  onceburnt,  fuch magiftrates  require 
I  As  dare  not  tempt  God's  providence  by  fire. 
J  r  With 
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With  fpiritual  food  he  fed  his  fervants  well, 
But  free  from  flelh  that  made  the  Jews  rebel: 
And  Moles'  laws  he  held  in  more  account, 
For  forty  days  of  falling  in  the  mount. 
To  fpeak  the  reft,  who  better  are  forgot, 
Would  tire  a  well-breath 'd  witnefs  of  the  plot. 
Yet,  Corah,  thou  (halt  from  oblivion  pal's  ; 
Erect  thyfelf,  thou  monumental  brafs, 
High  as  the  ferpent  of  thy  metal  made, 
While  nations  Hand  fecure  beneath  thy  (hade. 
What  though  his  birth  were  bafe,  yet  comets  rife 
Prom  earthly  vapours  ere  they  lhine  in  Ikies. 
Prodigious  actions  may  as  well  be  done 
By  weaver's  ilfue,  as  by  prince's  fon. 
This  arch-atteftor  for  the  public  good, 
By  that  one  deed,  ennobles  all  his  blood. 
Who  ever  afk'd  the  witnefs's  high  race, 
Whofe  oath  with  martyrdom  did  Stephen  grace  ? 
Our*  was  a  Levite;  and,  as  times  went  then, 
His  tribe  were  God  Almighty's  gentlemen.. 
Sunk  were  his  eyes,  his  voice  was  harm  and  loud; 
Sure  figns  he  neither  choleric  was,  nor  proud  : 
His  lcngchinprov'dhis  wit;  his  faint-like  grace 
A  church  vermilion,  and  a  Mofes'  face. 
His  memory,  miraculoully  great, 
Could  plots,  exceeding  man's  belief,  repeat ; 
Which  therefore  cannot  be  accounted  lies, 
For  human  wit  could  never  fuch  devife. 
Some  future  truths  are  mingled  in  his  book; 
But  where  the  witnefs  faii'd,  the  prophet  fpoke; 
Some  things  like  vifionary  flights  appear ; 
The  fpirit  caught  him  u  p  the  Lord  knows  where ; 
And  gave  him  his  rabinnical  degree, 
Unknown  to  foreign  univerfity. 
His  judgment  yet  his  memory  did  excel ; 
Which  pierc'd  his  wond'rous  evidence  fo  well, 
And  fuited  to  the  temper  of  the  times, 
Then  groaning  under  Jebulitic  crimes. 
Let  Ifrael's  foes  fufpect  his  heavenly  call, 
And  raihly  judge  his  writ  apochryphalj 
Our  laws  for  fuch  affronts  have  forfeits  made: 
He  takes  his  life  who  takes  away  his  trade. 
Were  I  myfelf  in  witnefs  Corah's  place, 
The  wretch  who  did  me  fuch  a  dire  difgrace 
Should  whet  my  memory,  though  once  forgot, 
To  make  him  an  appendix  of  my  plot. 
His  zeal  to  Heaven  made  him  his  prince  defpife, 
And  load  his  perfon  with  indignities. 
But  zeal  peculiar  privilege  affords, 
Indulging  latitude  to  deeds  and  words  : 
And  Corah  might  for  Agag's  murder  call, 
In  terms  as  coarfe  as  Samuel  us'd  to  Saul. 
What  others  in  his  evidence  did  join, 
The  beft  that  could  be  had  for  love  or  coin, 
In  Corah's  own  predicament  will  fall ; 
For  Witnefs  is  a  common  name  to  all. 

Surrounded  thus  with  friends  of  ev'ry  fort, 
Deluded  Abfalom  forfakes  the  court: 
Impatient  of  high  hopes,  urg'd  with  renown, 
And  fir'd  with  near  pofTelfion  of  a  crown, 
Th'  admiring  crowd  are  dazzled  with  furprife, 
And  on  his  goodly  perfon  feed  their  eyes. 
His  joy  conceal'd,  he  fets  himfelf  to  mow  ; 
On  each  fide  bowing  popularly  low; 
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His  looks,  his  geftures,  and  his  words  he  frames, 
And  with  familiar  eafe  repeats  their  names. 
Thus  form'd  by  nature,  furnilh'd  out  with  arts, 
He  glides  unfelt  into  their  fecret  hearts. 
Then  with  a  kind  compaflionating  look, 
And  figiis,  befpeaking  pity  ere  he  fpoke, 
Few  words  he  faid  ;  but  eaiy  thofe  and  tit, 
More  flow  than  Hybla- drops,  and  far  more  fweet. 

I  mourn,  my  countrymen,  your  loft  eftate  ; 
Though  far  unable  to  prevent  your  fate: 
Behold  a  banifli'd  man,  for  your  dear  caufe 
Expos'd  a  prey  to  arbitrary  laws  ! 
Yet  oh !  that  I  alone  could  be  undone, 
Cut  off  from  empire,  and  no  more  a  fon ! 
Now  all  your  liberties  a  fpoil  are  made; 
Egypt  and  Tyrus  incercept  your  trade, 
And  Jebulites  your  facred  rites  invade. 
My  father,  whom  with  rev'rence  yet  I  name, 
Charm'd  into  eafe,  is  carelefs  of  his  fame ; 
And,  brib'd  with  petty  fums  of  foreign  gold, 
Is  grown  in  Bathineba's  embraces  old; 
Exalts  his  enemies,  his  friends  deftroys; 
And  all  his  power  againft  himfelf  employs. 
He  gives,  and  let  him  give  my  right  away : 
But  why  mould  he  his  own  and  yours  betray  ? 
He,  only  he,  can  make  the  nation  bleed, 
And  he  alone  from  my  revenge  is  freed. 
Take  then  my  tears  (with  that  he  wip'd  his 

eyes)^ 
'Tis  all  the  aid  my  prefent  pow'r  fupplies: 
No  court-informer  can  thefe  arms  accufe ; 
Thefe  arms  may  fons  againft  their  fathers  ufet 
And  'tis  my  wifh  the  next  fucceflbr's  reign 
May  make  no  other  Ifraelite  complain. 

Youth,  beauty,  graceful  action,  feldom  failj 
But  common  int'reft  always  will  prevail: 
And  pity  never  cedes  to  be  mown 
To  him  w*ho  makes  the  people's  wrongs  his  own. 
The  crowd,  that  ftill  believe  their  kings  opprefs, 
With  lifted  hands  their  young  Mefliah  blefs: 
Who  now  begins  his  progrefs  to  ordain 
With  chariots,  horfemen,  and  a  numerous  train  j 
F/om  ealt  to  weft  his  glories  he  difplays, 
And,  like  the  fun,  the  promis'd  land  furveys. 
Fame  runs  before  him  as  the  morning  ftar, 
And  Ihouts  of  joy  falute  him  from  afarr 
Each  houfe  receives  him  as  a  guardian  god, 
And  confecrates  the  place  of  his  abode. 
But  hofpitable  treats  did  melt,  commend 
Wile  IlTachar,  his  wealthy  weftern  friend. 
This  movingcourtjthai  caught  the  people's  eyes, 
And  feem'd  but  pomp,  did  other  ends  difguife; 
Achitophel  had  form'd  it,  with  intent 
To  found  the  depths,  and  fathom  where  it  went 
The  people's  hearts,diftinguifh  friends  from  foes, 
And  trytheir  ftrength  before  they  came  toblows. 
Yet  all  was  colour'd  with  a  fmooth  pretence 
Of  fpecious  love  and  duty  to  their  prince. 
Religion,  and  redrefs  or  grievances, 
Two  names  that  always  cheat  and  always  pleafe, 
Are  often  urg'd ;  and  good  ki  ig  David's  life 
Endanger'd  by  a  brother  and  a  wife. 
Thus  in  a  pageant  (how  a  plot  is  madej 
And  peace  itlelf  is  war  in  mafquerade. 

Oh 
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Oh  foolifh  Ifrael !  never  warn'd  by  ill ! 
Still  the  fame  bait,  and  circumvented  ftill ! 
Did  ever  men  forfake  their  prefent  eaie ; 
In  midft  of  health  imagine  adiieafe; 
Take  pains  contingent  mifchiefs  to  forefee  ; 
Make  heirs  for  monarchs,  and  for  God  decree? 
What  fhall  we  think  ?  Can  people  give  away, 
Both  for  themfelves  and  fons,  their  native  fvvay? 
Then  they  are  left  defence! efs  to  the  fword 
Of  each  unbounded  arbitrary  lord  : 
And  laws  are  vain,  by  which  we  right  enjoy, 
If  kings  unqueition'd  can  thofe  laws  deflroy. 
Yet  if  the  crowd  be  judge  of  fit  and  juft, 
And  kings  are  only  officers  in  truft, 
Then  this  reluming  cov'nant  was  declared 
When  kings  were  made,  or  is  for  ever  barr'd. 
If  thofe  who  gave  the  fceptre  could  not  tie 
By  their  own  deed  their  own  pofterity, 
How  then  could  Adam  bind  his  future  race  ? 
How  could  his  forfeit  on  mankind  take  place  ? 
Or  how  could  heavenly  juftice  damn  us  all, 
Who  ne'er  confented  to  our  father's  fall  ? 
Then  kings  are  flaves  to  thofe  whom  they  com- 
mand, 
And  tenants  to  their  people's  pleafure  ftand. 
Add,  that  the  pow'r  for  property  allow'd 
Is  mifchievouliy  feated  in  the  crowd: 
For  who  can  be  fecure  of  private  right, 
If  ibvereign  fway  may  be  diflblv'd  by  might? 
Nor  is  the  people's  judgment  always  true: 
The  molt  may  err  as  grofsly  as  the  few ; 
And  faultlefs  kings  run  down  by  common  cry, 
For  vice,  opprefTion,  and  for  tyranny, 
What  ftandard  is  there  in  a  fickle  rout, 
Which,  flowing  to  the  mark,  runs  fafter  out  ? 
Nor  only  crowds,  but  fanhedrims  may  be 
Infected   with  this  public  lunacy, 
And  ihare  the  madnefs  of  rebellious  times, 
To  murder  monarchs  for  imagin'd  crimes. 
If  they  may  give  and  take  whene'er  they  pleafe, 
Not  kings  aione,  the  Godhead's  images, 
But  government  itfelf,  at  length  mult  fall 
To  nature's  Hate,  where  all  have  right  to  all. 
Yet,    grant  our  lords  the  people  kings  can 

make, 
What  prudent  men  a  fettled  throne  wouldfhake? 
For  whatfoe'er  their  fufferings  were  before, 
That  change  they  covet  makes  them  fufter  more. 
All  other  errors  but  difturb  a  ftate  ; 
But  innovation  is  the  blow  of  fate. 
If  ancient  fabrics  nod,  and  threat  to  fall, 
To  patch  their  flaws,  and  buttrefs  up  the  wall, 
Thus  far  'tis  duty :  but  here  fix  the  mark ; 
For  all  beyond  it,  is  to  touch  the  ark. 
To  change  foundations,  call  the  frame  anew, 
Is  work  for  rebels,  who  bafe  ends  purfue, 
At  once  divine  and  human  laws  controul, 
And  mend  the  parts  by  ruin  of  the  whole. 
The  tamp'ring  world  is  fubject  to  this  curfe, 
To  phyfic  their  difeafe  into  a  worfe. 

Now  what  relief  can  righteous  David  bring? 
How  fatal  'tis  to  be  too  good  a  king! 
Friends  he  has  few,  fo  high  the  madnefs  grows ; 
Who  dare  be  iuch  mult  be  the  people's  foes. 


lint. 

,} 


Yet  fome  there  were,  ev'n  in  the  worfl  of  days  j 
Some  let  me  name,  and  naming  is  to  praiie. 
In  this  fhort  file  Barziilai  firft  appears  ; 
Barziilai,  crown 'd  with  honour  and  with  years. 
Long  fince,  the  riling  rebels  he  withftood 
In  regions  wafte  beyond  the  Jordan's  flood: 
Unfortunately  brave  to  buoy  the  ftate; 
But  finking  underneath  his  matter's  fare: 
In  exile  with  his  godlike  prince  he  mourn'd  j 
For  him  he  fufFer'd,  and  with  him  return' d. 
The  court  he  practis'd,  not  the  courtier's  art: 
Large  was  his  wealth,  but  larger  was  his  heart, 
Which  well  the  noblell  objects  knew  to  chooie, 
The  fighting  warrior,  and  recording  Mule. 
His  bed  could  once  a  fruitful  ilfue  boaft ; 
I  Now  more  than  half  a 'father's  name  is  loft. 
i  His  eldeft  hope,  with  ev'ry  grace  adorn'd, 
\By  me  (fo  Heaven  will  have  it)  always  mourn'd 
i  And  always  honour'd,  fnatch'd  in  manhood's 
B'  unequal  fates,and  providence's  crime :  [prime 
Yet  not  before  the  goal  of  honour  won, 
All  parts  fulfil  I'd  of  fubject  and  of  fon: 
Swift  was  the  race,  but  fhort  the  time  to  run. 
Oh  narrow  circle,  but  of  pow'r  divine, 
Scanted  in  fpace,  but  perfect  in  thy  line ! 
By  fea,  by  land,  thy  matchlefs  worth  was  known, 
Arms  thy  delight,  and  war  was  all  thy  own : 
Thy  force  infus'd  the  fainting  Tyrians  propp'd  j 
Andhaughty  Pharaoh  found  his  fortune  itopp'd. 
Oh  ancient  honour!  oh  unconquer'd  hand, 
Whom  foes  unpunifh'd  never  could  withftand! 
But  Ifrael  was  unworthy  of  his  name: 
Short  is  the  date  of  all  immod'rate  fame. 
It  looks  as  Heaven  our  ruin  had  defign'd, 
And  durft  not  truit  thy  fortune  and  thy  mind. 
Now,  free  from  earth,  thy  difencumber'd  foul 
Mounts  up,  and  leaves  behind  the  clouds  and 

ftarry  pole: 
From  thence  thy  kindred  legions  may 'ft  thou 

bring, 
To  aid  the  guardian  angel  of  thy  king. 
Here  ftop,my  M  ufe,  here  ceafe  thy  painful  flight: 
No  pinions  can  purfue  immortal  height: 
Tell  good  Barziilai  thou  canft  fing  no  more, 
And  tell  thy  foul  fhe  fhould  have^fled  before: 
Or  fled  fhe  with  his  life,  and  left  this  verfe 
To  hang  on  her  departed  patron's  hearfe  ? 
Nowr  take  thy  fteepy  flight  from  heaven,  and  fee 
If  thou  canft  find  on  earth  another  he  : 
Another  he  would  be  too  hard  to  find; 
See  then  whom  thou  canlt  fee  not  far  behind. 
Zadoc  the  prieft,  whom,  fhunning  pow'r  and 

place, 
His  lowly  mind  advanc'd  to  David's  grace. 
With  him  the  Sagan  of  Jerufalem, 
Of  hofpitabie  foul,  and  noble  item ; 
Him  of  the  weflern  dome,  whofe  weighty  fenfe 
Flows  in  fit  words  and  heavenly  eloquence. 
The  prophet's  fons,  by  fuch  example  led, 
To  learning  and  to  loyalty  were  bred: 
For  colleges  on  bounteous  kings  depend ; 
And  never  rebel  was  to  arts  a  friend. 
To  thefe  fucceed  the  pillars  of  the  laws; 
Who  bell  can.  plead,  and  belt  can  j  udge,  a  caufe. 

Next 
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Next  them  a  train  of  loyal  peers  afcend  ; 
Sharp-judging  Adriel,  tht  Mules'  friend, 
Himieif  a  Mufe:  in  fanhedrims  debate 
True  to  his  prince,  but  not  a  Have  of  ftate; 
Whom  David's  love  with  honours  did  adorn, 
That  from  his  di {"obedient  Ion  were  torn. 
Jotham  of  piercing  wit,  and  pregnant  thought, 
Endued  by  nature,  and  by  learning  taught, 
To  move  afiemblies,  who  but  only  tried 
The  worfe  awhile,  then  choiethe  better  fide: 
chofe  alone,  but  turn'd  the  balance  too  ; 
So  much  the  weight  of  one  brave  man  can  do. 
Huihai,  the  friend  of  David  in  diftrefs  ; 
In  public  ftorms  of  manly  itedfaftnefs  : 
By  foreign  treaties  he  inrprm'd  his  youth, 
And  join'd  experience  to  his  native  truth. 
His  frugal  care  lupplied  the  wanting  throne  ; 
Frugal  for  that,  but  bounteous  of  his  own  : 
""Tis  eafy  conduct  when  exchequers  flow; 
But  hard  the  taik  to  manage  well  the  low  :. 
For  foy*reign  pow'r  is  too  deprefs'd  or  high, 
When  kings  are  fore'd  to  fell,  or  crowds  to  buy. 
Indulge  one  labour  more,  my  wear}'  Mufe, 
r  Amiel :  who  can  Amiel's  praile  refufe  ? 
Of  ancient  race  by  birth,  but  nobler  yet 
In  his  own  worth,  and  without  title  great : 
The  fanhedrim  long  time  as  chief  he  rul'd, 
Their  rcafbn  guided,  and  their  paiTion  cool'd : 
So  dertt'rous  was  he  in  the  crown's  defence, 
So  forni'd  to  (peak  a  loyal  nation's  fenfe, 
That,  as  their  band  was  Ifrael's  tribes  in  fmall, 
So  fit  was  he  to  reprefent  them  all. 
Now  rafher  charioteers  the  feat  afcend, 
Whofe  loofe  careers  his  fteady  fkill  commend  : 
They,  like  th'  unequal  ruler  of  the  day, 
Mifguide  the  feaiens,  and  miftake  the  way; 
While  he  withdrawn  at  their  mad  labours  fmiles, 
And  fafe  enjoys  the  fabbath  of  his  toils. 

Thefe  were  thechief,a  fmall  but  faithful  band  ^ 
Of  worthies,  in  the  breach  who  dnr'd  to  ilaud,  * 
And  tempt  th'  united  fury  of  the  iand.  j 

Wi:h  grief  they  view'd  fuch  powerful  engines 

bent 
To  batter  down  the  lawful  government: 
A  numerous  faction,  with  pretended  frights, 
In  fanhedrims  to  plume  the  regal  rights ; 
The  true  fucceiTor  from  the  court  remov'd  j 
The  plot  by  hireling  witnelfes  improv'd. 
Thefe  ills  they  faw,  and,  as  their  duty  bound, 
They  lbew'd  the  king  the  danger  of  the  wound: 
That  no  concefllonsfromtheth  rone  would  pleafe, 
But  lenitives  fomented  the  difeaie : 
That  Abfalom,  ambitious  of  the  crown, 
Was  made  the  lure  to  draw  the  people  down : 
That  falfe  Achitophei's  pernicious  hate 
Had  turn'd  the  plot  to  ruin  church  and  ftate  ; 
The  council  violent,  the  rabble  worfe: 
That  Shimei  taught  Jerusalem  to  curie. 

With  all  thefe  loads  of  injuries  oppreft, 
And  long  revolving  in  his  careful  breaft 
Th'  event  of  things,  at  laft  his  patience  tir'd, 
Thus  from  his  royal  throne,  by  heaven  infpir'd, 
The  godlike  David  fpoke ;  with  awful  fear 
His  train  their  Maket  in  their  matter  -hear; 


Thus  long  have  I,  by  native  .    rrc  iway'd, 
My  wrongs  di  fie  m  bled,  :  leJay'd: 

So  willii  g  to  forgive  th   offending 
So  much  the  father  did  the  k  ige. 

But  now  fo  far  my  clemency  they  {light, 
Th'  offenders  queilion  my  forgiving  right : 
That  one  was  made  for  many,  they  contend  5 
But  'tis  to  rule  ;  for  that's  a  monarch's  end. 
They  call  my  tendernefs  of  blood  my  fear; 
Though  manly  tempers  can  the  longeft  bear. 
Yet,  lince  they  will  divert  my  native  courfe, 
'Tis  time  to  mew  I  am  not  good  by  force. 
Thoie  heap'd  affronts  thathaughty  fubjectsbring 
Are  burdens  for  a  camel,  not  a  king. 
Kings  are  the  public  pillars  of  the  ftate, 
Born  to  fuitain  and  prop  the  nation's  weight : 
If  my  young  Samfon  will  pretend  a  call 
To  {hake  the  column,  let  him  fhare  the  fall: 
But,  oh  !  that  yet  he  would  repent  and  live! 
How  ealy  'tis  for  parents  to  forgive  ! 
With  how  few  tears  a  pardon  might  be  won 
From  nature,  pleading  for  a  darling  fon  ! 
Poor,  pitied  youth,  by  my  paternal  care 
Rais'd  up  to  all  the  height  his  fame  could  bear: 
Had  God  ordain' d  his  fate  for  empire  born, 
He  would  have  given  his  foul  another  turn  : 
Gull'd  with  a  patriot's  name,  whofe  modem 

fenfe 
Is  one  that  would  by  law  fupplant  his  prince  ; 
The  people's  brave,  the  politician's  tool ; 
Never  was  patriot  yet  but  was  a  fool. 
Whence  comes  it  that  religion  and  the  laws 
bhould  more  be  Abfalom's  than  David's  caufe? 
His  old  inftructor,  ere  he  loft  his  place, 
Was  never  thought  endued  with  fo  much  grace. 
Good  heavens  !  how  faction  can  a  patriot  paint! 
My  rebel  ever  proves  my  people's  faint. 
Would  they  impofe  an  heir  upon  the  throne, 
Let  fanhedrims  be  taught  to  give  their  own. 
A  king's  at  lealt  a  part  of  government; 
And  mine  as  requisite  a5  their  confent : 
Without  my  leave  a  future  king  to  choofe, 
Infers  a  right  the  prefent  to  depoie. 
True,  they  petition  me  t'  approve  their  choice: 
But  Efau's  hands  fait  ill  with  Jacob's  voice. 
x\Iy  pious  fubjects  for  my  fafety  pray; 
Which  to  fecure,  they  take  my  pow'r  away. 
From  plots  andtieafbnsheavenprefervemyyears, 
But  fave  me  muit  from  my  petitioners ! 
Unfatiaie  as  the  barren  womb  or  grave, 
God  cannot  grant  fo  much  as  they  can  crare. 
What  then  is  left,  but  with  a  jealous  eye 
To  guard  the  fmall  remains  of  royalty  ? 
The;  law  mall  Itill  direct  my  peaceful  fway, 
And  the  fame  law  teach  rebels  to  obey  : 
Votes  lhall  no  more  eftablifh'd  power  controul, 
Such  votes  as  make  a  part  exceed  the  whole. 
NogKOundlefs  clamours  lhall  my  friends  remove, 
Nor  crowds  have  pow'r  to  punim  ere  they  prove} 
For  Gods  and  godlike  kings  their  careexpiefs, 
Still  to  defend  their  fervants  in  diftrefs. 


Oh,  that  my  pow'r  to  laving  were  omfinM  \  \ 
Why  am  I  fbrc'd,like  heaven,  againit  my  miud.  > 
To  make  exampbs  of  another  kind  r "  ) 

Muft 
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Mull  I  at  length  the  fword  of  juftice  draw? 
Oh  curft  effecfs  of  necellary  law! 
How  ill  my  fear  they  by  my  mercy  fcan ! 
Beware  the  fury  of  a  patient  man. 
Law  they  require,  let  law  then  mew  her  face ; 
They  could  not  be  content  to  look  on  grace, 
Her  hinder  parts,  but  with  a  daring  eye 
To  tempt  the  terror  of  her  front,  and  die. 
By  their  own  arts  'tis  righteoufly  decreed, 
Thofe  dire  artificers  of  death  mall  bleed  ; 
Againit  thetnfelves  their  witnefles  will  fwear, 
Till,  viper-like,  their  mother  plot  they  tear; 
And  fuck  for  nutriment  that  bloody  gore, 
Which  was  their  principle  of  life  before. 
Their  Belial  with  their  Beelzebub  will  fight: 
Thus  vn  my  foes  my  foes  (hail  do  me  right. 
Nordoubtth' event :  for  factious  crowds  engage, 
In  their  firft  onfet,  all  their  brutal  rage. 
Then  let  them  take  an  unreiifted  courfe :    . 
Ketire,  and  traverfe,  and  delude  their  force: 
But  when  they  ftand  all  breathlefs,urge  the  right. 
And  rife  upon  them  with  redoubted  might: 
For  lawful  pow'r  is  ftill  fuperior  found  J 
When  long  driv'n  back,  at  length  it  Hands  the 
ground.  . 

He  faid :  th'  Almighty  nodding  gave  confent; 
Anil  peals  of  thunder  (hock  the  firmament. 
Henceforth  a  feries  of  new  time  began, 
The  mighty  years  In  long  procetTion  ran: 
Once  mere  the  godlike  David  was  reitor'd, 
And  willing  nations  knew  their  lawful  lord. 

PART    II. 

it  —Si  quis  tamen  liasc  quoque,  fi  quis 
««  Captus  am  ore  legct — " 

In  tbs  year  l63o, 


While  pampered  crowds  to  mad  fedition  run, 

And  monarchs  by  indulgence  are  undone. 

Thus  David's  clemency  was  fatal  grown, 

While  wealthy  faction  aw'd  the  wanting  throne/ 

For  now  their  fovereign's  orders  to  contemn, 

Was  held  the  charter  of  Jerufalem ; 

His  rights  t'  invade,  his  tributes  to  rcfufe, 

A  privilege  peculiar  to  the  Jews  ; 

As  if  from  heavenly  call  this  licence  fell, 

And  Jacob's  feed  were  chofen  to  rebel ! 

Achitophel  with  triumph  fees  his  crimes 
Thus  fuited  to  the  madnefs  of  the  times  ; 
And  Abfalom,  to  make  his  hopes  fucceed, 
Of  flatt'ring  charms  no  longer  Hands  in  need  ; 
While,fondofchange,tho'ne'erfodearlybought, 
Ourlribesoutftriptheyouth*  s  ambitious  thought, 
His  fwifteft  hopes  with  fwifter  homage  meet, 
And  crowd  their  fertile  necks  beneath  his  feet. 
Thus  to  his  aid  while  preffing  tides  repair, 
He  mounts,  and  fpreads  his  ftreamers  in  the  air. 
The  charms  of  empire  might  his  youth  miilead, 
But  what  can  our  befotted  Ifrael  plead  ? 
Sway'd  by  a  monaixh  vvhofe  ferene  command 
Seems  half  the  bleliing  of  our  promis'd  land, 
Whofe  only  grievance  is  excels  of  eafe; 
Freedom  our  pain,  and  plenty  our  difeafe  !" 
Yet,  as  all  felly  would  lay  claim  to  fenfe, 
And  wickednefs  ne'er  wanted  a  pretence, 
With  arguments  they'd  make  their  treafongcDod, 
And  righteous  David's  felf  with  (landers  load: 
That  arts  of  foreign  fway  he  did  affect., 
And  guilty  Jehufites  from  law  protect, 
Whole  very  chiefs,  covivi£r.,  were  never  freed; 
Nay,  we  have  feen  their  Sacrifices  bleed  ! 
Accuiers'  infamy  is  urg'd  in  vain, 
While  in  the  bounds  of  fenfe  they  did  contain; 
But  foon  they  launch'd  intoth'  unfathom'dtide, 
Mr.  Dryden  undertook  tbe\  And  in  the  depths  they  knew  difdain'd  to  ride. 
foevi  oj  Abfalom  and  Achiiophel,  upon  the  dejire  of  For  probable  difcoveries  to  difpenfe 
king  Charles  11.  The  performance  was  applaud W|  Was  thought  below  a  penfon'd  evidence  ; 
by  every  one  \    and  f-veral  perfons  preffing  him  to  Mere  truth  was  dull,  nor  fuited  with  the  port 
write  a  Second  Party  he,  ufon  declining  it  bimjelfJOi'  pamper' d  Corah  when  advane'd  to  court. 
fpohe  to  Mr.  Tate  to.  write  one,  and  gave  him  &ft|No  lefs  than  wonders  now  they  will  impofe, 
advice  in  tbs  dirextGn  of  it :  and  that  part  begin- .  And  projects  void  of  grace  or  fenfe  difclofe 


tang  with 

<;  Next  thefe,  a  troop  of  bufy  fpirits  prefs," 
ami  ending  with 

l<  To  talk  like  Doeg,  and  to  write  like  thee," 


jSuch  was  the  change  on  pious  Michal  brought^ 
IMichal  that  ne'er  was  cruel  even  in  thought, 
The  beft  of  queens,  and  moll  obedient  wife, 
Impeach'd  of  curft  derigns  on  David's  life ! 
His  life,  the  theme  of  her  eternal  pray'r, 


containing  near  two  hundred  -verfes,  was  entirely  ,Th  fcarce  fo  much  his    uardian  an geps  care. 
Mr.  Dryderts  compofition,  befides  fo?ne  touches  ^,Not  rammer  morns  fuchmildnefs  can  difclofe, 
etbsr  places.— ~l  be  preceding  lines,  upwards  of  three  ^^  Hermon  lily,  nor  the  Sharon  role. 

ate-  Neglefting  each  vain  pomp  of  majefty, 

Tranfported  Michal  feeds  her  thoughts  on  high  : 
She  lives  with  angels,  and,  as  angels  do, 


The  poem  is  here  printed  complete. 
ABSALOM  AND  ACHITOPHEL. 


Quits  heavenfometimestoblefs  the  world  below : 


Si^ce  men,  like  beails,  each  other's  prey  were  Where,cherim'dbyherbounty'splenteousipring, 
made;  -  {Reviving  widows  (mile,  and  orphans  ling. 

Since  trade  began,  and  priefthood  grew  a  trade;  Oh  !  when  rebellious  Ifraei's  crimes  at  height 
Since  realms  were  form'd,  none  lure  fb  cw'ft  as  Are  threaten' d  with  her  lord's  approaching  fate, 

thofe  (The  piety  of  Michal  then  remain 

That  madly  their  own  happinefs  oppofe ;  'In  Heaw n'^rcinembrance}andnrolonghis reign! 

There  Heaven  itfelf,  and  godlike  kings  in  vain       I         lelblafidfi  did  the  pelt  purine 
Swvt'r  down  the  manna  of  a  gentle  reign; 


That  from  Dan's,  limits  to  Bceiibcba  flew, 


Lefs 


eook  n. 
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Lefs  fatal  the  repeated  wars  ©f  Tyre, 
And  lefs  Jerufalem's  avenging  fire ; 
With  gentler  terror  theie  our  ftate  o'er-ran, 
Than  iince  our  evidencing  days  began ! 

.v'ry  cheek  a  pale  confuiion  fat, 
Continued  fear  beyond  the  worft  of  fate ! 
Trull  was  no  more;  art,  fcience,  ufeiefs  made; 
All  OC  Q8  loft  but  Corah's  trade. 

-.while  a  guard  on  modeft  Corali  wait, 
If  not  ih-  needful  yet  for  it. 

1  might  he  deem  eachpeerand  prince  hisflave, 
And  lord  it  o'er  the  tribes  which  he  could 
Ev'n  vice  in  him  was  virtue — what  fad  I 
But  for  his  honeily  had  feiz'd  our  ftate! 
And  with  what  tyranny  had  we  been  curit, 
Corah  never  prov'd  a  villain  firft  ! 
have  told  his  knowledge  of  th'  intrigue  in 
Had  been,  alas  !  to  our  deponent's  lofs:  [grofs, 
Th.  d  Lcvite  had  tb'  experience  got, 

To  huiband  well,  and  make  the  bell  of  's  plot  j 
And  therefore,  like  an  evidence  of  (kill, 
With  wife  .  3  fecur'd  his  pennon  ilill ; 

Not  quite  of  future  pow'r  himfe'f  bereft, 
But  limbos  la  ers  left. 

And  no1,  it  fuch  reverence  had  got, 

'Twas  worfe  than  plotting  to  fufpec~t  his  plot. 
Some  were  fo  well  convinc  'd,  they  made  no  doubt 
Themfelves  to  help  the  founder'd  fwearers  out. 
Some  had  their  fenfe  imposed  on  by  their  fear, 
But  more  for  in:>  Licve  and  fwear : 

Even  to  that  htigl  Qzygtew, 

Tfu  .nger  not  prove  true. 

Yet,  than  a]]  thefe  a  viler  crew  remain, 
Who  with  Achitophel  the  cr  tin; 

Not  urg'd  by  fear,  nor  thro*  mifguided  fenfe — 
Blind  zeal  and  Starving  need  had  iomepretence — 
But  for  the  good  old  cauie  that  did  excite 
Th'  original  rebel's  wiles — revenge  and  (pits. 
Thefe  raife  the  plot  to  have  the  fcandal  thrown 
Upon  the  bright  fuccefibr  of  the  crown, 
Whole  virtue  with  fuch  w-ongstheyhadpurfued, 
As  feera'd  all  hope  of  pardon  to  exclude. 
Thus,  while  on  private  ends  their  zeal  is  built, 
The  cheated  crowd  applaud  and  fhare  their  guilt. 

Such  practices  as  thefe,  too  grofs  to  lie 
Long  unobferv'd  by  each  difcerning  eye, 
The  more  judicious  Ifraelites  unlpeli'd, 
Though  ftill  the  charm  the  giddy  rabble  held. 
Even  Abfalom,  amidll  the  dazzling  beams 
Of  empire,  and  ambition's  flatt'ring  dreams, 
Perceives  the  plot,  too  foul  to  be  excus'd, 
To  aid  defigns,  no  lefs  pernicious,  us'd : 
And,  filial  fenfe  yet  ftriving  in  his  breaft, 
Thus  to  Achitophel  his  doubts  exprefs'd : 
{Why  are  ray  thoughts  upon  a  crown  employed, 
Which  once  obtain'd  can  be  but  half  enjoy 'd  ? 
Not  fo  when  virtue  did  my  arms  require, 
And  to  my  father's  wars  I  flew  entire. 
My  regal  pow'r  how  will  my  foes  relent, 
When  I  myielf  have  fcarce  my  own  confent ! 
Give  rr.e  a  fon's  unblemiuYd  truth  again, 
Or  quench  the  fparks  of  duty  tiiat  remain. 
**ov  '  ns  guard 

.  rd! 
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Andifth'imagin'dguiltthuswoumlmythougUt, 
What  will  it  when  the  tragic  fcene  is  wrought  } 
Dire  war  muft  firft  be  conjur'd  from  below, 
The  realm  we'd  rule  v.  mft  overthrow  ; 

And  when  the  civil  furies  are  on  wing, 
riiatblindandundiftinguiih'd  ilaughters  fling, 
Who  knows  what  impious  chance  may  reach 

the  ki: 

Oh!  rather  let  me  perifli  in  the  ftrife, 
Than  have  my  crown  the  price  of  David's  life  ! 
Or,'  if  the  tempell  of  the  war  he  ltand, 
In  peace,  fome  viie  officious  villain's  hand 
His  foul's  anointed  temple  may  invade ; 
Or,  prefs'd  by  ciam'rous  crowds,  myfelf  be  made 
His  murderer— ^rebellious  crowds,  whole  guilt 
Shall  dread  his  vengeance  till  his  blood  be  : 

I  Which  if  my  filial  tenderriefs  oppofe, 
ce  to  the  empire  by  their  arms  1  rofe, 

\  Thole  very  arms  on  me  ihali  be  employ 'd, 

j  A  new  uiurper  crown'd,  and  I  deiixos 
The  fame  pretence  of  public  good  will  hold, } 
x\nd  new  Achitophels  be  found  as  bold  5 

To  urge  the  needful  change,  perhaps  the  old.  J 

He  laid:  the  ftatefman  with  a  lmile  rev 
A  (mile  that  did  his  riling  fpleen  diiguife: 
My  thoughts  prefum'd  our  labours  at  an  end, 
:  are  we  fhll  with  ccnfcience  to  contend, 
fe  want  in  kings  as  needful  is  allow'd 
As  'tis  for  them  to  find  it  in  the  c 

-n  the  doubtful  paflfage  you  are  gone, 
A  only  can  be  iafe  by  mi. 

The  crown's  true  heir,  a  prince  Jkvcre  and  wife, 
Has  view'dyourmotions  u  .jealous. 

Your  perfon's  charms,  your  more  prevailing 
And  mark'dyour  progrefs  in  the  people's  hearts, 
Whofe  patience  is  th'  effect,  of  itinted  pow'r, 
But  treafuxes  vengeance  for  the  fatal  hour ; 
And,  if  remote  the  peril  he  can  bri 
Your  prelent  danger's  greater  from  the  king. 
Let  not  a  parent's  name  deceive  your  fen. 

truit  the  father  in  a  jealous  prince  ! 
Your  trivial  faults  if  he  could  fo  relent, 
To  doom  you  little  lefs  than  banilhmenr, 
What  rage  mult  your  prcfumption  lince  fnlpire ! 
Againif  his  orders  you  return  from  Tyre. 
Nor  only  fo,  but  with  a  pomp  more  high, 
And  open  court  of  popularity, 
The  factioustribes — And  this  reproof  from  thee? 
The  prince  replies,  O  ilatefman's  winding  A 
They  firft  condemn  that  firft  advis'd  the  ill ! 
Illultrious  youth,  return'd  Achitophel, 
Mifconilrue  not  the  words  that  mean  you  well. 
The  courfe  you  fteer  I  worthy  blame  conclude, 
But  'tis  becaufe  you  leave  it  unpurfued. 
A  monarch's  crown  with  fate  furrounded  lies ; 

i  Who  reach,  lay  hold  on  death  that  mils  the  prize. 
Did  you  for  this  expole  yourfelf  to  fhow, 
And  to  the  crowd  bow  popularly  low  ? 
For  this  your  glorious  progrefs  next  ordain, 
With  chariots,  horfemen,  and  a  numerous  train  5 
With  fame  before  you  like  the  morning  ftar, 
And  fliouts  of  joy  laluting  from  afar? 
Oi^fromtheheightsyou'vereach'dbuttakeaview, 
Scarce  leading  Lucifer  could  (Al  like  you ! 

And 
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And  muft  I  here  my  fhipwreck'd  arts  bemoan  ? 
Have  I  for  this  fo  6ft  made  Ifrael  groan  ? 
Your  (ingle  intyeft  with  the  nation  wcigh'd; 
And  turn'd  the  (bale  where  your  deii  res  were  laid? 
Even  when  at  heim  a  courle  Co  dangYous  mov'd 
To  land  your  hopes  as  my  removal  prov'd  ? 

I  not  difpute,  the  royal  youth  rCplieg, 
The~known  perfection  of  your  policies  ; 
Nor  in  Achitophel  yet  grudge  or  blame 
The  privilege  that  ftatefmen  ever  claim  ; 
Who  private  int'reft  never  yet  purfued, 
But  ftill  pretended  'twas  for  others'  good: 
What  politician  yet  e'er  fcap'd  his  fate, 
Who  (living  his  own  neck  not  fav'd  the  ftate  ? 
From  hence   on    ev'ry   humorous  wind  that 

veer'd, 
With  miffed  fails  a  feveral  courfe  you  fteer'd. 
What  from  a  fvvay  did  David  e'er  purfue, 
That  feem'd  like  abfolute,  butfprung  from  your 
Who  at  your  inftance  quafh'd  each  penal  law, 
That  kept  diffenting  factious  Jews  in  awe; 
And  who  fufpends  fix'd  laws,  may  abrogate; 
That  done,  form  new,  and  Co  enflave  the  ftate. 
Even  property,  whofe  champion  now  youftand, 
And  feem  for  this  the  idol  of  the  land, 
Did  ne'er  fuilain  Inch  violence  before, 
As  when  your  counfel  (hut  the  royal  ftore  ; 
Advice,  that  rain  to  whole  tribes  procur'd, 
But  fecret  kept  till  your  own  b?nks  fecur'd. 
Recount  with  this  the  triple  cov'nant  broke, 
And  Ifrael  fitted  for  a  foreign  yoke ; 
Nor  here  your  counfel's  fatal  progrefs  Maid, 
But  fent  our  levied  pow'rs  to  Pharaoh's  aid. 
Hence  Tyre  and  Ifrael  low  in  ruins  laid, 
And  Egypt,  once  their  fcorn,  their  common 

terror  made, 
Even  yet  of  fuch  a  feafon  can  we  dream, 
When  royal  rights  you  made  your  darlingtheme, 
For  uow'r  unlimited  could  reafons  draw, 
And  place  prerogative  above  the  law; 
Which  on  your  fall  from  office  grew  unjuft, 
The  laws  made  king,  the  king  a  (lave  in  truft  : 
Whom  with  ftate-craff,  to  int'reft  only  true, 
You  now  accufe  of  ills  contriv'd  by  you. 

To  this  hell's  agent — Royal  youth,  fix  here, 
Let  int'reft  be  the  ftar  by  which  you  fteer; 
Hence  to  repofe  your  truft  in  me  was  wife, 
Whofe  int'reft  moft  in  your  advancement  lies : 
A  tie  fo  firm  as  always  will  avail, 
When  friendmip,  nature,  and  religion,  fail. 
On  ours  the  fifety  of  the  crowd  depends; 
Secure  the  crowd,  and  we  obtain  our  ends ; 
Whom  I  will  caufe  fo  far  our  guilt  to  (hare, 
Till  they  are  made  our  champions  by  their  fear. 
What  oppofition  can  your  rival  bring, 
While  fanhedrims  are  jealous  of  the  king? 
His  ftrength  as  yet  in  David's  friend  (hip  lies, 
And  what  can  David's  felf  without  fupplies  ? 
Who  with  exciufive  bills  muft  now  difpenfe, 
Debar  the  heir,  or  ftarve  in  his  defence  ; 
Conditions  which  our  elders  ne'er  will  quit, 
And  David's  juftice  never  can  admit. 
Or  fore'd  by  wants  his  brother  to  betray, 
To  your  ambition  next  he  clears  the,  way  ; 
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For  if  fucceflion  once  to  nought  they  bring, 
Their  next  advance  removes  the  prefent  king  : 
Perfifting  elfe  his  fenates  to  difiblve, 
In  equal  hazard  (hall  his  reign  involve. 
Our  tribes,  whomPharaoh'spow'rfomuc.h  alarms, 
Shall  rile  without  their  prince  t'oppofe  his  arms, 
Nor  boots  it  on  what  caufe  at  firft  they  join, 
Their  troops  once  up  are  tools  for  our  de'fign. 
At  leaft  fuch  fubtile  cov'nants  (hall  be  made, 
Till  peace  itfelf  is  war  in  mafquerade. 
AfTociations  of  myfterious  fenfe, 
Againft,  but  feeming  for,  the  king's  defence— 
E'en  on  their  courts  of  juftice  fetters  draw, 
And  from  our  agents  muzzle  up  their  law  : 
By  which  a  conqtieft  if  we  fail  to  make, 
'Tis  a  drawn  game  at  worft,  and  we  fecufe  our 
Ihke. 

He  (aid;  and  for  the  dire  fuccefs  depends 
On  various  feels,  by  common  guilt  made  friends; 
Whofe  heads,  tho'  ne'er  fodiff 'ring  intheircreed, 
I'  th'  point  of  treafon  yet  were  well  agreed. 
'Mongft  thefe,  extorting  Ifhban  firft  appears, 
Purfued  by  meagre  troops  of  bankrupt  heirs. 
Bleft  times,  when  Ifhban,  he  whofe  occupation 
So  long  has  been  to  cheat,  reforms  the  nation  I 
Ifhban  of  confeience  fuited  to  his  trade, 
As  good  a  faint  as  ufurer  ever  made. 
Yet  Mammon  has  not  fo  engrofs'd  him  quite, 
But  Belial  lays  as  large  a  claim  of  fpite ; 
Who,for  thole  pardons  from  his  prince  he  draws, 
Return  reproaches,  and  cries  up  the  caufe. 
That  year  in  which  the  city  he  did  (way, 
He  left  rebellion  in  a  hopeful  way. 
Yet  his  ambition  once  was  (ound  fo  bold, 
To  offer  talents  of  extorted  gold ; 
Could  David's  wants  have  fo  been  brib'd,  to 

fhame 
And  fcandalize  our  peerage  with  his  name ; 
For  which,  his  dear  (edition  he'd  forfwear, 
And  ev'n  turn  loyal  to  be  made  a  peer. 
Next  him,  let  railing  Rabmeka  have  place, 
So  full  of  zeal  he  has  no  need  of  grace  ; 
A  faint  that  can  both  flefh  and  fpirit  ufe, 
Alike  haunt  conventicles  and  the  (lews : 
Of  whom  the  queftion  difficult  appears, 
If  moft  i'  th'  preacher's  or  the  bawd's  arrears. 
What  caution  could  appear  too  much  in  him 
That  keeps  the  treafure  of  Jerusalem  ! 
Let  David's  brother  but  approach  the  town, 
Double  our  guards,  he  cries,  we  are  undone  ! 
Proteiting  that  he  dares  not  deep  in  's  bed, 
Left  he  (hould  rife  next  morn  without  his  head. 

•*  Next  thefe,  a  troop  of  bufy  fpirits  prefs, 
Of  little  fortunes,  and  of  confeience  lefs ; 
With  them  the  tribe,  whofe  luxury  had  drain'd 
Their  banks,  in  former  fequeftrations  gain'd ; 
Who  rich  and  great  by  paft  rebellions  grew, 
And  long  to  fifh  the  troubled  dreams  anew. 
Some  future  hopes, fome  prefent  payment.draws, 
To  fell  their  confeience  and  efpoufe  the  caufe. 
Such  ftipends  thofe  vile  hirelings  belt  befit, 
Priefts  without  grace,  and  poets  without  wit. 
Shall  that  falfe  Hebronite  efcape  our  curfe, 
Judas  that  keeps  the  rebels'  penfivc  purfe ; 

Judas 
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Judas  that  pays  the  treafon-writer's  fee, 
Judas  that  well  deferves  his  namefake's  tree  ; 
Who  at  Jerufalem's  own  gates  ere6ts 
His  college  for  a  nurfery  of  feels  j 
Young  prophets  with  an  early  care  fecures, 
And  with  the  dung  of  his  own  arts  manures  ? 
What  have  the  men  of  Hebron  here  to  do  ? 
What  part  in  Iirael's  promis'd  land  have  you  ? 
Here  Phaleg  the  lay-Hebronite  is  come, 
*Caufc  like  the  reft  he  could  not  live  at  home 
Who  from  his  own  pofieilions  could  not  drain 
An  omereven  of  Hebronitiih  grain, 
Here  ftruts  it  like  a  patriot,  and  talks  high 
Of  injur'd  fubjecrs,  alter  d  property  : 
An  emblem  of  that  buzzing  infect  juft, 
That  mounts  the  wheel,  and  thinks  (he  raifesduft 
Can  dry  bones  live  ?  or  ikeletons  produce 
The  .ital  warmth  of  cuckoldizing  juice  ? 
Slim  Phaleg  could,  and  at  the  table  fedr 
Return 'd  the  grateful  product,  to  the  bed. 
A  waiting  man  to  travelling  nobles  chofe, 
He  his  own  laws  wouid  faucily  imrJofe ; 
Till  baftin  added  back  again  he  went, 
To  learn  thofe  manners  he  to  teach  was  fent. 
Chaftis'd  he  ought  to  have  retreated  home  j 
But  he  reads  politics  to  Abialom. 
For  never  Hebronite,  tho'  kick'd  and  fcorn'd, 
To  his  own  country  willingly  return'd. 
But,  leaving  famiih'd  Phaleg  to  be  fed, 
And  to  talk  treafon  for  his  daily  bread. 
Let  Hebron,  nay  let  hell,  produce  a  man 
So  made  for  mifchief  as  Ben-Jochanan  j 
A  Jew  of  humble  parentage  was  he, 
By  trade  a  Levite,  though  of  low  degree  : 
His  pride  no  higher  than  the  delk  afpir'd  j 
But  for  the  drudgery  of  priefts  was  hir'd, 
To  read  and  pray  in  linen  ephod  brave, 
And  pick  up  fingle  ihekels  from  the  grave. 
Married  at  lail,  but  finding  charge  come  fitter, 
He  could  not  live  by  God,  fochang'd  his  mailer: 
Infpir'd  by  want,  was  made  a  factious  tool  j 
They  got  a  villain,  and  we  loft  a  fool. 
Still  violent,  whatever  caufe  he  took, 
But  moil  against  the  party  he  forfook. 
For  renegadoes,  who  ne'er  turn  by  halves, 
Are  bound  in  Conscience  to  be  double  knaves. 
So  this  profe-prophet  took  moil  monftrous  pains, 
To  let  his  mailers  fee  he  erirn'd  his  gains. 
But,  as  the  devil  owes  all  his  imps  a  fhame, 
He  chofe  th'  apoilate  for  his  proper  theme  ; 
With  little  pains  he  made  the  picture  true, 
And  from  reflection  took  the  rogue  he  drew. 
A  wond  'rous  work,  to  prove  the  Jewifh  nation 
In  every  age  a  murmuring  generation  ; 
To  trace  them  from  their  infancy  of  finning, 
Andihewthem  factious  from  their  firilbeginning, 


Such  thanks  the  prefent  church  thy  pen  will  give 
Which  proves  rebellion  was  fo  primitive. 
Mu ft  ancient  failings  be  examples  made  ? 
Then  murderers  from  Cain  may  learn  their  trade* 
As  thou  the  heathen  and  the  faint  haft  drawn, 
Methinks  th'  apoilate  was  the  better  manj 
And  thy  hot  father,  waving  my  refpecl:, 
Not  of  a  mother-church,  but  of  a  feci : 
And  fuch  he  needs  muil  be  of  thy  inditing  ; 
This  comes  of  drinking  aftes  milk,  and  writing. 
If  Balak  mould  be  calf'd  to  leave  his  place, 
As  profit  is  the  loudeft  call  of  grace, 
His  temple,  difpoifefs'd  of  one,  would  be 
RepleniGVd  with  ieven  devils  more  by  thee* 

Leyi,  thou  art  a  load,  I'll  lay  thee  down, 
And  mew  rebellion  bare,  without  a  gown  ; 
Poor  ilaves  in  metre,  dull  and  addle-pated, 
Who  rhyme  belowev'nDavid'sPfalmstranilated. 
Some  in  my  fpeedy  pace  I  mull  out-ran, 
As  lame  Mephiboiheth,  the  wizard's  fon ; 
To  make  quick  way,  I  '11  leap  o'er  heavy  blocks, 
Shun  rotten  Uzza  as  1  would  the  pox  j 
And  hailen  Og  and  Doeg  to  rehearie, 
Two  fools  that  crutch  their  feeble  fenfe  on  verfej 
Who  by  my  mufe  to  all  iucceeding  times 
Shall  live,  in  fpite  of  their  own  doggrel  rhymes. 
Doeg,  though  without  knowing  how  or  why, 
Made  ilill  a  blundering  kind  of  melody  ; 
Spurr'dboldlyon,anddaih'd  thro' thick  and  thin, 
Thro'  fenfe  and  non fenfe,  never  out  nor  in  ; 
Free  from  all  meaning,  whether  good  or  bad, 
And,  in  one  word,  heroically  mad  : 
He  was  too  warm  on  picking-work  to  dwell, 
But  fagotted  his  notions  as  they  fell, 
And,  if  they  rhym'd  and  rattled,  all  was 
Spiteful  he  is  not,  though  he  wrrote  a  fa     <-, 
For  ilill  there  goes  fome  thinking  to  ill-nature | 
He  needs  no  more  than  birds  and  beails  to 

think, 
All  his  occaiions  are  to  eat  and  drink. 
If  he  call  rogue  and  rafcal  from  a  garret, 
He  means  you  no  more  mi  (chief  than  a  parrot; 
The  words  for  friend  and  foe  alike  v.e.e  madej 
To  fetter  them  in  verfe,  is  all  his  trade. 
For  almonds  he '11  cry  whore  to  his  own  mother.} 
And  call  young  Abfalom  king  David's  brother. 
Let  him  be  gallows-tree  by  mv  confent, 
And  nothing  fuller  fince  he  nothing  meant  j 
Hanging  fuppofes  human  foul  and  reafon  j 
This  animal's  below  committing  treafon  ; 
Shall  he  be  hang'd  who  never  could  rebel  ? 
That's  a  preferment  for  Achitophel. 
The  woman  that  committed  buggery 
Was  rightly  fentene'd  by  the  law  to  die ; 
But  'twas  hard  fate  that  to  the  gallows  led 
The  dog1  that  never  heard  the  ilatute  read. 


well,  V 

we'd  j) 


To  prove  they  could  rebel,  and  rail,  and  mock,, Railing  in  other  men  may  be  a  crime, 


Much  to  the  credit  of  the  chofen  flock  : 
A  ftrong  authority,  which  mult  convince, 
That  faints  owe  no  allegiance  to  their  prince. 
As  'tis  a  leading  card  to  make  a  whore, 
To  prove  her  mother  had  turn'd  up  before. 
But,  tell  me,  did  the  drunken  patriarch  blefs 
The  fan  that  flievv"d  Wu  fatlisr's  nakedneii  ; 


But  ought  to  pais  for  mere  inftln6l  in  him  2 
Inilincl  he  follows,  and  no  farther  knows  ; 
For  to  write  verfe  with  him  is  to  tranfpofe. 
'Twere  pity  treafon  at  his  door  to  lay, 
Who  makes  heaven's  gate  a  lock  to  its  own  key: 
Let  him  rail  on,  let  his  inveflive  Mufe 
Have  four-and- twenty  letters  to  abufe  j 
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Which,  if  he  jumbles  to  one  line  of  fenfe, 
Indict  him  of  a  capital  offence. 
In  fire-works  give  him  leave  to  vent  his  fpite, 
Thofe  are  the  only  ierpents  he  can  write  ; 
The  height  of  his  ambition  is.  we  know, 
But  to  be  mailer  of  a  puppet-ihow ; 
On  that  one  ftage  his  works  may  yet  appear: 
And  a  month's  harveft  keeps  him  all  the  year. 
Now  ftop  your  nofes,  readers,  all  and  lorne,  \ 
For  here's  a  tun  of  midnight-work  to  come,     > 
Og  from  a  treaibn-tavern  rolling  home.  j 

Round  as  a  globe,  and  liquor'd  ev'ry  chink, 
Goodly  and  great  he  fails  behind  his  link; 
With  all  this  bulk  there's  nothing  loft  in  Og ; 
For  every  inch  that  is  not  fool,  is  rogue  : 
A  monftrous  mafs  of  foul  corrupted  matter, 
As  all  the  devils  had  fpew'd  to  make  the  batter. 
When  wine  has  given  him  courage  to  blafpheme, 
He  curies  God,  but  God  before  curs'd  him ; 
And,  if  man  could  have  reaibn,  none  has  more, 
That  made  his  paunch  fo  rich,  and  him  lb  poor. 
With  wealth  hewas  not  truiled,  for  Heaven  knew 
What  'twas  of  old  to  pamper  up  a  Jew  ; 
To  what  would  he  on  quail  and  pheafant  fwell, 
That  e'en  on  tripe  and  carrion  could  rebel  ? 
But  tho'  Heaven  made  him  poor,  with  rev'rence 

fpeaking, 
He  never  was  a  poet  of  God's  making  ; 
The  midwife  laid  her  hand  on  his  thick  Ikull, 
With  this  prophetic  blefling — "  Be  thou  dull ; 
Drink,  fwear,  and  roar;  forbear  no  lewd  delight 
Fit  for  thy  bulk  ;  do  any  thing  but  write  : 
Thou  art  of  lafting  make,  like  thoughtlels  men ; 
A  ftrong  nativity — but  for  the  pen  ! 
Eat  opium,  mingle  arfenic  in  thy  drink, 
Still  thou  mayft  live,  avoiding  pen  and  ink: 
I  fee,  I  fee,  'tis  counfel  given  in  vain, 
For  treafon  botch'd  in  rhyme  will  be  thy  bane : 
Rhyme  is  the  rock  on  which  thou  art  to  wreck, 
Tis  faral  fo  thy  fame  and  to  thy  neck  : 
Why  mould  thy  metre  good  king  David  blaft  ? 
A  p'falm  of  his  will  furely  be  thy  laft. 
Dar'ft  thou  prefume  in  verfe  to  meet  thy  foes, 
Thou  whom  the  penny  pamphlet  foil'd  in  prole? 
Doeg,  whom  God  formankind's  mirth  has  made, 
O'ertops  thy  talent  in  thy  very  trade  : 
Doeg  to  thee,  thy  paintings  are  fo  coarfe, 
A  poet  is,  tho'  he  's  the  poet's  horfe. 
A  double  noofe  thou  on  thy  neck  doll:  pull 
For  writing  treafon,  and  for  writing  dull : 
To  -die  for  faction  is  a  common  evil ; 
But  to  be  hang'd  for  nonfenfe  is  the  devil. 
Hadft  thou  the  glories  of  thy  king  exprefs'd, 
Thy  praifes  had  been  Iatire  at  the  belt ; 
But  thou  in  clumfy  verfe,  unlick'd,  unpointed. 
Haft  ihamefully  defied  the  Lord's  anointed  : 
1  will  not  rake  the  dunghill  of  thy  crimes, 
Forwho  would  read  thy  life  that  reads  thy  rhymes  ? 
But  of  king  David's  foes  be  this  the  doom, 
May  all  be  like  the  young  man  Abfalom  ! 
And  for  my  foes,  may  this  their  blefllng  be, 
To  talk  like  Doeg,  and  to  write  like  thee  !" 

Achitophel  each  rank,  degree,  and  age, 
For  various  ends  neglects  not  to  engage 


The  wife  and  rich  for  purfe  and  council  brought, 
The  fools  and  beggars  for  their  numbers  lought: 
Who  yet  not  only  on  the  town  depends, 
For  ev'n  in  court  the  faction  had  its  friends; 
Theie  thought  the  places  they  poflefsM  too  fmall, 
And  in  their  hearts  wiih'd  court  and  king  to  fall  \ 
Whole  name  the Mufedifdaining,hoidsi'th'dark, 
Thrall  in  the  villain  herd  without  a  mark; 
With  parafttes  and  libel-fpawning  imps, 
Intriguing  tons,  dull  jeiters,  and  wotfe  pimps. 
Difdain  the  raicai  rabble  to  purluej 
Their  fet  cabals  are  yet  a  viler  crew  : 
See  where  involv'd  in  common  fmoke  they  fit ; 
Some  for  our  mirth,  fome  for  our  Iatire  lit : 
The fe gloomy ,  thoughtful,  and  on  mifchief  bent, 
While  tUofe  for  mere  good  fellowfhip  frequent 
The'  appointed  club,  can  let  fedition  pafs, 
Senle,  no  fenfe,  any  thing,  t'  employ  the  glafs  ; 
And  who  believe  in  their  dull  honeft  hearts, 
The  relt  talk  treafon  but  to  Ihew  their  parts  ; 
Who  ne'er  had  wit  or  will  for  mifchief  yet, 
But  pleas'd  to  be  reputed  of  a  let. 

But,  in  the  facred  annals  of  our  plot, 
Indultrions  Arod  never  be  forgot: 
The  labours  of  this  midnight  magiftrate 
May  vie  with  Corah's  to  preferve  the  Hate, 
In  fearch  of  arms  he  fail'd  not  to  lay  hold 
On  war's  moft  pow'rful, dangerous  weapon,  gold. 
And  laft,  to  take  from  Jebufites  all  odds, 
Their  altars  pillag'd,  ftole  their  very  gods. 
Oft  would  he  cry,  when  treafure  he  furpris'd, 
'Tis  Baalilh  gold  in  David's  coin  difguis'd : 
Which  to  his  houfe  with  richer  relics  came, 
While  lumber  idols  only  fed  the  flame  : 
For  our  wife  rabble  ne'er  took  pains  to  enquire 
What  'twas  he  burnt,  fo  't  made  a  roufing  fire. 
With  which  our  elder  was  enrich'd  no  more 
Than  falfe  Gehazi  with  the  Syrian's  ltore  ; 
So  poor,  that  when  our  chooling  tribes  were  met, 
Ev'n  for  his  ftinking  votes  he  ran  in  debt ; 
For  meat  the  wicked,  and,  as  authors  think, 
The  taints  he  chous'd  for  his  electing  drink ; 
Thus  ev'ry  ihir't  and  fubtle  method  pair, 
And  all  to  be  no  Zaken  at  the  laft. 

Now,  rais'd  on  Tyre's  fad  ruins,  Pharaoh's 
pride 
Soar'd  high,  his  legions  threat'ning  far  and  wide. 
As  when  a  battering  ftorm  engender' d  high, 
By  winds  upheld,  hangs  hovering  in  the  Iky, 
Is  gaz'd  upon  by  ev'ry  trembling  fwain  ; 
This  for  his  vineyard  fears,  and  that  his  grain  j 
For  blooming  plants,  and  flow'rs  new  opening, 

thefe, 
For  lambs  yean'd  lately,  and  far-labouring  bees : 
To  guard  his  (lock  each  to  the  gods  does  call, 
fJncertain  where  the  fire-charg'd  clouds  will  fall. 
Ev'n  fo  the  doubtful  nations  watch  his  arms, 
With  terror  each  expecting  his  alarms. 
Where,  Judah,  where  was  now  the  lion's  roar, 
Thou  only  couldft  the  captive  lands  reftore  : 
But  thou,  with  inbred  ©roils  and  faction  preft, 
From  Egypt  need'fta  guardian  with  the  reft. 
Thy  prince  from  fanhedrims  no  trull  allow'd, 
Too  much  the  reprefenters  of  the  crowd, 
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Who  for  their  own  defence  give  no  fupply, 
But  what  the  crown's  prerogative  mult  buy : 
As  if  their  monarch's  right  to  violate 
More  needful  were,  than  to  prelerve  the  ftate ! 
From  pre&nt  dangers  they  divert  their  care, 
And  all  their  fears  are  of  the  royal  heir  ; 
Whom  now  the  reigning  malice  of  his  foes, 
Unjudg'dwouldfentence,anderecrown'ddepofe; 
Religion  the  pretence,  but  their  decree 
To  bar  his.reign,  whate'er  his  faith  fhall  be  ! 
By  fanhedrims  and  clam'rous  crowds  thus  preft. 
What  paflions  rent  the  righteous  David's  breaft  1 
Who  knows  not  how  t'  oppofe  or  to  comply, 
Unjuft  to  grant,  and  dang'rous  to  deny  ! 
How  near  in  this  dark  juncture  Ifrael's  fate, 
Whofe  peace  one  fole  expedient  could  create, 
Which  yet  th'  extremeil  virtue  did  require, 
Ev  'n  of  that  prince  whofe  downfall  theyconfpire ! 
His  abfence  David  does  with  tears  advife 
T'  appeafe  their  rage  :  undaunted  he  complies. 
Thus  he  who,  prodigal  of  blood  and  eafe, 
A  royal  life  expos'd  to  winds  and  feas, 
At  once  contending  with  the  waves  and  fire, 
And  heading  danger  in  the  wars  of  Tyre, 
Inglorious  now  forfakes  his  native  fand, 
Aud,  like  an  exile,  quits  the  promis'd  land  ! 
Our  monarch  fcarce  from  prefling  tears  refrains, 
And  painfully  his  royal  ftate  maintains  ; 
Who  now  embracing  on  th'  extremeft  more 
A) moll  revokes  what  he  enjoin'd  before  : 
Concludes  at  laft  more  truft  to  be  allow'd 
To  ftorms  and  feas  than  to  the  raging  crowd  ! 
Forbear,  rafh  Mule,  the  parting  icene  to  draw, 
With  filence  charm'd  as  deep  as  theirs  that  faw  ! 
Not  only  our  attending  nobles  weep, 
But  hardy  failors  fwell  with  tears  the  deep  ! 
The  tide  reftrain'd  her  courfe,  and  more  amaz'd 
The  twin-ftars  on  the  royal  brothers  gaz'd: 

While  this  fole  fear 

Does  trouble  to  our  fuffering  hero  bring, 
Left  next  the  popular  rage  opprefs  the  king  !  • 
Thus  parting, each  forth'  other's  danger  griev'd, 
The  more  the  king,  and  feas  the  prince  receiv'd. 
Go,  injur'd  hero,  while  propitious  gales, 
Soft  as  thy  confort's  breath,  infpire  thy  fails  ; 
Well  may  fhe  truft  her  beauties  on  a  flood, 
Where  thy  triumphant  fleets  fo  oft  have  rode ! 
Safe  on  thy  breaft  reclin'd  her  reft  be  deep, 
Rock'd  like  a  Nereid  by  waves  alleep  ; 
While  happieft  dreams  her  fancy  entertain, 
And  to  Elyiian  fields  convert  the  main! 
Go,  injur'd  hero,  while  the  ihores  of  Tyre 
At  thy  approach  fo  filent  mall  admire, 
Who  on  thy  thunder  ftill  their  thoughts  employ, 
And  greet  thy  landing  with  a  trembling  joy. 

On  heroes  thus  the  prophet's  fate  is  thrown, 
Admir'd  by  ev'ry  nation  but  their  own  ; 
Yet  while  our  factious  Jews  his  worth  deny, 
Their  aching  confeience  gives  their  tongue  the 

lie. 
Ev'n  in  the  worft  of  men  the  nobleft  parts 
Confefs  him,  and  he  triumphs  in  their  hearts, 
Whom  to  his  king  the  belt  refpecls  commend 
Of  fubjecl:,  ibldier,  kinfraan,  prince,  and  friend. 


All  facred  names  of  moft  divine  efteem, 
And  to  perfection  all  fuitain "d  by  him; 
Wiie,  j'ult,  and  conftant,  courtly  without  art, 
Swift  to  difcern  and  to  reward  defert ; 
No  hour  of  his  in  fruitlefs  eafe  deitroy'd, 
But  on  the  nobleft  fubjecls  Hill  employ'd  : 
Whole  lteady  foul  ne'er  learnt  to  feparate 
Between  his  monarch's  int'reft  and  the  ftate; 
But  heaps  thofe  bleffings  on  the  royal  head, 
Which  he  well  knows  rauft  be  on  fubjects  fhed. 

On  what  pretence  could  then  the  vulgar  rage 
Agarrnft  his  worth  and  native  rights  engage  I 
Religious  fears  their  argument  are  made, 
Religious  fears  his  facred  rights  invade  I 
Of  future  fuperftition  they  complain, 
And  Jebuiitic  worfhip  in  his  reign  : 
With  fuch  alarms  his  foes  the  crowd  deceive, 
With  dangers  fri^htwhichnotthemfelves  believe. 

Since  nothing  can  our  facred  rights  remove, 
Whate'er  the  faith  of  the  lucceffor  prove  : 
Our  Jews  their  ark  mail  undiilurb'd  retain, 
At  leaft  while  their  religion  is  their  gain  ; 
Who  know,  by  old  experience,  Baal's  commands 
Notonlyclaim'dtheircon.ciencebuttheir  lands; 
Theygrudge  God's  tithes, howtherefore  lliall  they 
An  idol  full  pofTeilion  of  the  field  ?  [yield 

Grant  fuch  a  prince  enthron'd,  we  rauft  confefs 
The  people's  fufferings  than  that  monarch's  lefs, 
Who  rauft  to  hard  conditions  ftill  be  bound, 
And  for  his  quiet  with  the  crowd  compound ; 
Or,  fhould  his  thoughts  to  tyranny  incline. 
Where  are  the  means  to  compafs  the  defign  ? 
Our  crown's  revenues  are  too  ftiort  a  (tore, 
And  jealous  fanhedrims  would  give  no  more. 

As  vain  our  fears  of  Egypt's  potent  aid, 
Not  fo  has  Pharaoh  learnt  ambition's  trade; 
Nor  ever  with  fuch  meafures  can  comply, 
As  fhock  the  common  rules  of  policy ; 
None  dread  like  him  the  growth  of  Ifrael's  king, 
And  he  alone  fuflicient  aids  can  bring  ; 
Who  knows  rhat  prince  to  Egypt  can  give  law; 
That  on  our  ftub born  tribes  his  yoke  could  draw, 
At  fuch  profound  expence  he  has  not  flood, 
Nor  dyed  for  this  his  hands  fodeep  inblood;  [take, 
Would  ne'er  thro'  wrong  and  right  his  progrefs 
Grudge  his  own  reft,  and  keep  the  world  awake, 
To  fix  a  lawlefs  prince  on  Juda's  throne, 
Firft  to  invade  our  rights,  and  then  his  own: 
His  dear-gain'd  con  quells  cheaply  to  defpoil, 
And  reap  the  harvefts  of  his  crimes  and  toil. 
We  grant  his  wealth  vaft  as  our  ocean's  fand, 
I  And  curfe  its  fatal  influence  on  our  land, 
Which  our  brib'd  Jews  fo  num'roufly  partake, 
That  ev'n  an  holt  his  pen£oners  would  make; 
From  thefe  deceivers  our  divifions  fpring, 
Our  weaknels,  and  the  growth  of  Egypt's  king; 
Thefe,  with  pretended  fi  iendlhip  to  the  ftate, 
Our  crowd's  fufpicion  of  their  prince  create  ; 
Both  pleas'd  and  frighten  'd  with  thefpecious  cry, 
To  guard  their  facred  rights  and  property; 
To  ruin  thus  the  chofen  flock  are  fold, 
While  wolves  are  ta'en  for  guardians  of  the  fold ; 
Seduc'd  by  thefe  we  groundlefsly  complain, 
And  loath  the  manna  of  a  gentle  reis<n : 
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Thus  our  forefathers'  crooked  paths  are  trod  ; 
\Ve  truft  our  prince  no  more  than  they  their  G  od. 
But  all  in  vain  our  reas'ning  prophets  preach 
To  thofe  whom  fad  experience  ne'er  could  teach, 


Are  princes  thus  diftinguiih'd  from  the  crowd,* 
And  this  the  privilege  of  royal  blood  ? 
Butgrantwefhouldconfirmthewrongstheyprefs, 
His  fuffe rings  yet  were  than  the  people's  lei' 


Who  can  commence  new  broils  in  bleeding  fears,  'Condemn'd  tor  life  the  murdering  fword  to  wield, 


And  frefh  remembrance  of  inteftine  wars ; 
When  the  fame  houfehold  mortal  foes  did  yield, 
And  brothers  ftain'dwithbrothers'bloodthefield, 
When  fons'curft  fteel  the  fathers'" gore  did  ftain, 
And  mothers  mourn'd  for  fons  by  fathers  {lain  ! 
When  thick  as  Egypt's  locufts  on  the  fend 
Our  tribes  lay  flaughter'dthro'the  promised  land, 
Whofe  few  furvivors  with  worfe  fate  remain, 
To  drag  the  bondage  of  a  tyrant's  reign  : 
Which  fcene  of  woes,  unknowing,  we  renew, 
And  madly,  ev'n  thofe  ills  we  fear,  purine  j 
While  Pharaoh  laughs  at  our  domeftic  broils, 
And  fafely  crowds  his  tents  with  nations' fpoils. 
Yet  our  fierce  ianhedrim  in  reftlefs  rage 
Againft  our  abfent  hero  ft  ill  engage  ; 
And  chiefly  urge,  fuch  did  their  phrenfy  prove, 
The  only  fuit  their  prince  forbids  to  move  ; 
Which  till  obtain'd  they  ceafe  affairs  of  itate, 
And  real  dangers  wave  for  groundlefs  hate. 
Long  David's  patience  waits  relief  to  bring, 
With  all  th'  indulgence  of  a  lawful  king, 
Expecting  till  the  troubled  waves  would  ceafe, 
But  found  the  raging  billows  ftill  increafe. 
The  crowd,  whole  infolence  forbearance  {wells, 
While  he  forgives  too  far,  almoft  rebels. 
At  laft  his  deep  refentment  filence  broke, 
TH*  imperial  palace  fhook  while  thus  he  fpoke  : 
Then  Juftice  wake,  and  Rigour  take  her  time, 
For,  lo  !  our  mercy  is  become  our  crime. 
While  halting  Punifhment  her  ftroke  delays, 
Our  fov'reign  right,  heaven's  facred  trail,  decays 
For  whofe  iiipport  ev'n  fubjecls'  intesefi  calls, 
Woe  to  that  kingdom  where  the  monarch  falls  ! 
That  prince  who  yields  the  leaft  of  regal  fway, 
So  far  his  peopled  freedom  does  betray. 
Right  lives  by  law,  and  law  fubiiits  by  pow'r ; 
Dilhrm  the  fhepherd,  wolves  the  flock  devour. 
Hard  lot  of  empire  o'er  a  fhibborn  race, 
Which  Heaven  itfelf  in  vain  has  tried  with  grace! 
Whenwillourreafon'slong-charm'deyesunclofe, 
And  Ifrael  judge  between  her  friends  and  foes  ? 
When  fhall  we  fee  expired  deceivers  fway, 
And  credit  what  our  God  and  monarchs  fay  ? 
Diflembled  patriots,  brib'd  with  Egypt's  gold, 
Ev'n  finhedrims  in  blind  obedience  hold; 
Thofe  patriots  falfehood  in  their  actions  fee, 
And  judge  by  the  pernicious  fruit  the  tree} 
If  aught  for  which  fo  loudly  they  declaim, 
Religion,  laws,  and  freedom,  were  their  aim  j 
Our  fenates  in  due  methods  they  had  led, 
T'avoidthofemifdoiefswhichtheyfeem'dtodread, 


And  on  their  heirs  entail  a  bloody  field : 
Thus  madly  their  own  freedom  they  betray, 
And  for  th'oppreflion  which  they  fear  make  way ; 
Succeflion  fix'd  by  Heaven,  the  kingdom's  bar, 
Which  once  dilibivM  admits  the  flood  of  war: 
Wafte,  rapine,  fpoil,  without,  th'  aflault  begin  ; 
And  our  mad  tribes  fupplant  the  fence  within. 
Since  then  their  good  they  will  not  underftand, 
'Tis  time  to  take  the  monarch's  pow'r  in  hand ; 
Authority  and  force  to  join  with  {kill, 
And  fave  the  lunatics  againft  their  will. 
The  fame  rough  means  that'fuage  the  crowd,  ap- 

peafe 
Ourfenates  raging  with  the  crowd's  difeafe. 
Henceforth  unbiafs'd  meafures  let  them  draw 
From  no  falfe  glofs,  but  genuine  text  of  law  j 
Nor  urge  thofe  crimes  upon  religion's  {core, 
Themfelves  fo  much  in  jebufites  abhor. 
Whom  laws  convict,  and  only  they,  {hall  bleed  j 
Nor  Pharifees  by  Pharifees  be  freed. 
Impartial  juftice  from  our  throne  {hall  fhow'r  ; 
All  (hall  have  right,  and  we  our  fov'reign  pow'r. 
He  {aid  :  th'  attendants  heard  with  awful  joy, 
And  glad  prefages  their  fix'd  thoughts  employ  ; 
From  Hebron  now  the  fuftering  heir  return'd, 
A  realm  that  long  with  civil  difcord  mourn'd  ; 
Till  his  approach,  like  fOme  arriving  God, 
Compos'd  and  heal'd  the  place  of  his  abode  j 
The  deluge  check'd  that  to  Jucea  fpread, 
And  ftopp'd  {edition  at  the  fountain's  head. 
Thus  in  forgiving  David's  paths  he  drives, 
And,  chasVi  from  Ifrael,  Ifrael's  peace  contrives. 
The  field  confefs'd  his  pow'r  in  arms  before, 
And  feas  proclaim'd  his  triumphs  to  the  fhore  ; 
&s  nobly  has  his  fway  in  Hebron  {hewn, 
How  fit  t'  inherit  godlike  David's  throne. 
Through  Sion's  ftreets  his  glad  arriv;;l>  fpread, 
And  confeious  faction  fhrinks  her  Jhaky  head  j 
His  train  tbeir  fufferings  think  o'e;  paid,  to  fee 
The  crowd's  applaufe  with  virtue  once  agree. 
Succefs  charms  all,  but  zeal  for  worth  diftreft. 
A  virtue  proper  to  the  brave  and  belt ; 
'Mongft  whom  was  Jothran,  Jothran  always  bent 
To  ferve  the  crown,  and  loyri  by  defcent  j 
Whofe  conftancy  fo  firm,  and  conduct  jult, 
Deferv'd  at  once  two  royal  mailer's  truft  j 
Who  Tyre's  proud  arms  had  manfully  withftoci 
On  feas,  and  gather'd  laurels  from  the  flood  j 
Of  learning  yet  no  portion  was  denied, 
Friend  to  the  Mufes,  and  the  Mufes'  pride. 
Nor  can  Benaiah's  worth  forgotten  lie, 


But  firft-ere  yet  they  propp'd  the  finking  ftate,  I  Of  fteady  {bul  when  public  florins  were  high  ; 
T'  impeach  and  charge,  as  urg'd  by  private  hate;  jWhofeconducl,whiletheMoorfierceonfets  made, 


Proves  t  hat  theyne'erbeliev'dthefearstheyprefs'd, 
But  barb'roully  deftroy'd  the  nation's  reft! 
O  !  whither  will  ur.govern'd  fenates  drive, 
And  to  what  bounds  licentious  votes  arrive  ? 
When,  their  injuillce  we  are  prefs'd  to  {hare, 
The  monarch  urg'd  t'  exclude  the  lawful  heir} 


Secur'd  at  once  our  honour  artd  our  trade. 
Such  were  the  chiefs  who  molt  his  fufferings 

mourn 'd, 
And  view'd  with  filent  joy  the  prince  return'd  ; 
While  thofe  that  fought  his  abfence  to  betray, 
Prefs  fi/ft  their  naufeous  falie  refnects  to  pay  j 
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A  prince  fo  form'd  with  earth's  and  heaven's 

applaufe 
To  triumph  o'er  crown'd  heads  in  David'scaufe : 
Qr,  grant  him  victor,  ftill  his  hopes  mull  fail, 
Who  conquering  would  not  for  himfelf  prevail  j 
The  faction  whom  he  trulls  for  future  Iway, 
Him  and  the  public  would  alike  betray  ; 
Amongft  themfelves  divide  the  captive  Hate, 
And  found  their  hydra-empire  in  his  fate  ! 
Thus  haviug  beat  the  clouds  with  painful  flight, 
The  pitied  youth,  with  fceptres  in  his  light, 
So  have  their  cruel  politics  decreed, 
Mull,  by  that  crew  that  made  him  guilty  bleed ! 
For  could  their  pride  brook  any  prince's  lway, 
Whom  but  mild  David  would  theychoofe  t'obey? 
Who  once  at  fuch  a  genth  reign  repine, 
The  fall  of  monarchy  itfelf  delign; 
From  hate  to  that  their  reformations  fpring, 
And  David  not  their  grievance,  but  the  king. 
Seiz'd  now  with  panic  fear  the  faclion  lies, 
Left  this  clear  truth  llrike  Ab&lom's  charm'd 

eyes, 
Left  he  perceive,  from  long  enchantment  free, 
What  all  belide  the  flatter'd  youth  mull  fee. 
In  which  his  cexr'rous  wit  had  oft  been  (hewn,1;  But  whate'er  doubts  his  troubled  bofom  fvvell, 
And  in  the  wreck  of  kingdoms  fav'd  his  own.     Fair  carriage  Itiil  became  Achitophel  5 
But  now,  with  more  than  common  danger  prell, '  WI13  now  an  envious  fellival  enllals, 
Of  various  refolutions  Hands  pone ft,  '  And  to  furvey  their  ltrengtli  the  faction  calls, 

Perceives  the  crowd's  unltable  zeal  decay,  j  Which  fraud,  religious  worlhip  too  mud  gild  ; 

Le:f  their  recanting  chief  the  caufe  betray;        [But  oh  how  weakly  does  fedition  build  ! 
Who  on  a  father's  grace  his  hopes  may  ground,  For,  lo  !  the  royal  mandate  ilTues  forth, 
And  rr.r  his  pardon  with  their  heads  compound.  Dalhing  at  once  their  treafon,  zeal,  and  mirth  I 
Him  therefore,  ere  his  fortune  llio  her  time,       j  So  have  I  feen  difallrous  chance  invade, 
The  ihatefman  plots  t' engage  in  fome  bold  crime,  j  Where  careful  emmets  had  their  forage  laid, 


Him  llill  tir  officious  hypocrites  molell, 
And  with  malicious  duty  break  his  rell. 

While  real  tranfports  thus  his  friends  employ, 
And  foes  are  loud  in  their  diflembled  joy, 
His  triumphs,  fo  refounded  far  and  near* 
Mifs'd  not  his  young  ambitious  rival's  ear; 
And  as  when  joyful  hunter's  clamorous  train 
Some  numbering  lion  wakes  in  Moab's  plain, 
Who  oft  had  fore'd  the  bold  aifailants  yield, 
And  fcatter'd  his  purfuerS  through  the  field, 
Dildaining,  furls  his  mane  and  te;irs  the  ground. 
His  eyes  inflaming  all  the  defert  round, 
With  roar  of  leas  directs  his  chafers'  way. 
Provokes  from  far,  and  dares  them  to  the  fray  ; 
Such  rage  ltomi'd  now  in  Abfalom's  fierce  brealt, 
Such  indignation  his  fir'd  eyes  confefs'd  ; 
Where  now  was  the?  inllruclor  of  his  pride  ? 
Slept  the  oid  pilot  in  fo  rough  a  tide  ? 
Whofe  wiles  had  from  the  happy  more  betray 'd, 
Andthusonlhelves  the  credulous  youth  c  nvey'd 
In  deeo  revolving  thought  he  weighs  his  Hate, 
Secure  of  craft,  nor  doubts  to  baffle  fate ; 
At  lead,  if  his  ftomvd  bark  mult  go  adrift, 
To  baulk  his  charge,  and  for  himleif  to  fhifr, 


Pail  pardon,  whether  to  attempt  his  bed, 
:Or  threat  with  open  arms  the  royal  head, 
Or  other  daring  method,  and  unjull, 
That  may  confirm  him  in  the  people's  trull. 
But  failing  thus  t'  enfnare  him,  norfecure 
How  long  his  foil'd  ambition  may  endure, 
Plots  next  to  lay  him  by,  as  pail  his  date, 
And  try  fome  new  pretender's  luckier  fate  ; 
Whofe  hopes  with  equal  toil  he  would  purfue, 
Nor  cares  what  ciamier's  crown'd  except  the  true. 
Wake,  Abftlom,  approaching  ruin  Ihun, 
And  fee,  oh  fee.  for  whom  thou  art  undone ! 
How  are  thy  honours  and  thy  fame  betray'd, 
The  property  of  defperate  villains  made  ! 
Loil  pow'r  and  conicious  fears  their  crimes  create, 
And  guilt  in  them  was  little  lefs  than  fate  : 
But  why  lhouldll  thou,   from  ev'ry  grievance 

free, 
Forfake  thy  vineyards  for  their  llormy  fea  ? 
For  thee  did  Canaan's  milk  and  honey  flow; 
Love  drefs'd  thy  bow'rs,  and  laurels  fought  thy 

brow 

Preferment,  wealth,  and  pow'r,  thy  vaffals  were, 
And  of  a  monarch  all  things  but  the  care. 
Oh  mould  our  crimes  again  that  curie  draw  down, 
And  rebel-arms  once  more  attempt  the  crown, 
Sure  ruin  waits  unhappy  Ablalom, 
Alike  by  conquell  or  defeat  undone  ; 
Who  could  relentlefs  fee  fuch  youth  and  charms 
Expire  with  wretched  fate  in  impious  arms  r 


Whether  fierce  Vulcan's  rage  the  furzy  plain 
Had  leiz'd,  engender'd  by  fome  carelels  fwain  9 
Or  fwelling  Neptune  lawlefs  inroads  made, 
And  to  their  cell  of  llore  his  flood  convey'd ; 
The  commonwealth  broke  up,  dillra&ed  go, 
And  in  wiid  halle  their  loaded  mates  o'erthrow: 
Ev'n  fo  our  fcatter'd  guells  confus'dly  meet, 
With  boil'd,  bake,  roall,all  jullling  in  the  ftreet j 
Dejecting  all,  and  ruefully  difmay'd, 
For  Ihekel  without  treat  or  treafon  paid. 

Sedition's  dark  eclipfe  now  fainter  Ihews, 
More  bright  each  hour  the  royal  planet  grows, 
Of  force  the  clouds  of  envy  to  dilperle, 
In  kind  conjunction  of  affilling  liars. 
Here,  lab'ring  Mule,  thofe  glorious  chiefs  relate, 
That  turn'd  the  doubtful  fcale  of  David's  fate  j 
The  rett  of  that  illuilrious  band  rehearfe, 
Immortaliz'd  in  laurel'd  Aiaph's  verier 
Hard  talk !  yet  will  not  I  thy  flight  recall ; 
View  heaven,  and  then  enjoy  thy  glorious  fall. 

Firft  write  Bezaliel,  whofe  illuilrious  name 
Forellals  our  praife,  and  gives  his  poet  fame. 
The  Kenites'  rocky  provjnee  his  command, 
A  barren  limb  of  fertile  Canaan's  land  ; 
Which  for  its  generous  natives  yet  could  be 
Held  worthy  fuch  a  prelident  as  he  ! 
Bezal|el  with  each  grace  and  virtue  fraught. 
Serene  his  looks,  ferene  his  life  and  thought; 
On  whom  fo  largely  nature  heap'd  her  llore, 
There  fcarce  remain'd  for  arts  to  give  hiru  more  1 
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To  aid  the  crown  and  ftate  his  greateft  zeal, 
His  fecond  care  that  fervice  to  conceal : 
Of  dues  obfervant,  firm  to  ev'ry  truft, 
And  to  the  needy  always  more  than  juft: 
Who  truth  from  fpecious  fallehood  can  divide, 
Has  all  the  gownfmen's  llcill  without  their  pride} 
Thus  crown'd  with  worth  from  heights  of  ho- 
nour won, 
See  all  his  glories  copied  in  his  fon, 
Whofe  forward  fame  mould  ev'ry  Mufe  engage, 
Whofe  youth  boafts  {kill  denied  to  others  age. 
Men,  manner^  language,  hooks  of  nobleftkind, 
Already  are  the  con  quell  of  his  mind  ; 
Whofe  loyalty  before  its  date  was  prime, 
Nor  waited  the  dull  courfe  of  rolling  time: 
The  m  on  Her  Paction  early  he  difmay'd, 
And  David's  caufe  long  fince  confefYd  his  aid. 
Brave  Abdael  o'er  the  prophet's  fchool  was 
plac'.d  ; 
Abdael  with  all  his  father's  virtue  grac'd; 
A  hero,  who,while  liars  look'c!  wond'ringdown, 
Without  one  Hebrew's  blood  reftor'd  the  crown. 
That  praife  was  his  ;  what  therefore  did  remain 
For  following  chiefs,  but  boldly  to  maintain 
That  crown  reilor'd  ?  and  in  this  rank  of  fame, 
Brave  Abdael  with  the  firft  a  place  mull  claim. 
Proceed,  illultrious,  happy  chief!  proceed, 
Forefeize  the  garlands  for  thy  brow  decreed, 
While  th'infpir'd  tribeattend  with  noblell  drain 
To  regifter  the  glories  thou  malt  gain  s 
For  fure  the  dew  mall  Gilboah's  hills  forfake, 
Aud  Jordan  mix  his  llream  with  Sodom's  lake  ; 
Orfeas  retir'd  their  fecret  llores  difclofe, 
And  to  the  fun  their  Italy  brood  expofe  ; 
Or  fwell'd  above  the  clifts  their  billows  raife, 
Before  the  Mufes  leave  their  patron's  praife. 
Fliab  our  next  labour  does  invite,  I 

And  hard  the  talk  to  do  Eliab  right : 
Long  with  the  royal  wanderer  he  rov'd, 
And  firm  in  all  the  turns  of  fortune  prov'd  ! 
Such  ancient  fervice,  and  defert  i'o  large, 
Well  claim'dthe  royal  houfehold  forhis  charge  ; 
His  age  with  only  one  mild  heirefs  blell, 
In  all  the  bloom  of  mailing  nature  drefl, 
And  blefl  again  to  fee  his  flow'r  allied 
ToDavid'sftockjandmaceyoungOthniers  bride ! 
The  bright  reflorer  of  his  father's  youth, 
Devoted  to  a  Ion's  aud  fubjecTs  truth  : 
Refolv'd  to  bear  that  prize  of  duty  home, 
So  bravely  fought,  while  fought  by  Abfalom. 
Ah  prince  !  th'  illullricus  planet  of  thy  birth, 
And  thy  more  pow'rful  virtue,  guard  thy  worth  ! 
That  no  Achitophel  thy  ruin  hoafi  ! 
Ifrael  too  much  in  one  fuch  wreck  has  loft. 

E'en  envy  muft  confent  to  Helon's  worth, 
Whofe-foul,  though  Egypt  glories  in  his  birth, 
Could  for  our  captive  ark  its  zeal  retain, 
And  Pharaoh's  altars  in  their  pomp  difdain : 
To  ilight  his  gods  was  fmall;  with  nobler  pride, 
He  ail  th' allurements  of  his  court  defied. 
Whom  profit  nor  example  could  betray, 
But  Ifrael 's  friend,  and  true  to  David's  fway. 
What  acls  of  favour  in  his  province  fall, 
On  merit  he  confers,  and  freely  all. 


Our  lift  of  nobles  next  let  Amri  grace, 
Whofe  merits  claim'd  the  Abethdin's  high  place  ; 
Who,  with  a  loyalty  that  did  excel, 
Brought  all  th'  endowments  of  Achitophel. 
Sincere  was  Amri,  and  not  only  knew, 
But  Ifrael  *s  fanclions  into  practice  drew  ; 
Our  laws,  that  did  a  boundleis  ocean  feem, 
Were  cosfled  all,  and  fathom'd  ail  by  him. 
No  rabbin  fpeaks  like  him  their  myftic  fenfe, 
So  juft,  and  with  fuch  charms  of  eloquence  : 
To  whom  the  double  blowing  does  belong, 
With  Mofes'  infpiration,  Aaron's  tongue. 
Then  Sheva  none  more  ldyai  zeal  have  (hewn, 
Wakeful  as  judah's  lion  for  the  crown, 
Who  for  that  caufe  Hill  combats  in  his  age, 
For  which  his  youth  with  danger  did  engage. 
In  vain  our  factious  prieils  the  cant  revive  ; 
In  vain  feditious  fcribes  with  libel  ftrive 
T' inflame  the  crowd ;  while  he  with  watchful  eye 
Obferves,  and  fhoots  theirtreafons  as  they  fly  ; 
Theirweekly  frauds  his  keen  replies  detecl  ; 
He  undeceives  more  fail  than  they  infect. 
So  Mofes,  when  the  pell  on  legions  prey'd, 
Advanced  his  lignal,  and  the  plague  was  ftay'd. 

Once  more,  my  fainting  Mule,  thy  pinions  try, 
And  Itrength's  exhaulted  llore  let  love  fupply. 
W  laat  tribute,  Afaph,  fhall  we  render  thee  ? 
We'll  crown  thee  with  a  wreath  from  thy  own 
Tlry  laurel  grove  noenvy's  flafh  can  blall;  [tree ! 
The  long  of  Afaph  fhall  for  ever  laft. 
With  wonder  late  poiterity  lhall  dwell 
On  Abfalom  and  falfe  Achitophel  : 
Thy  flrainmall  be  ourflumb'ring  prophet'sdream, 
And  when  our  Sion  virgins  fing  their  theme, 
Our  jubilees  fhall  with  thy  verfe  be  grac'd  ; 
The  long  of  Afaph  lhall  for  ever  laft.      [tame  ! 

How  fierce  his  fatire  loos'd  !  reflrain'd,  how 
How  tender  of  th'  offending  young  man's  fame  ! 
How  well  his  worth  and  brave  adventures  fly  I'd ! 
Juft  to  his  virtues,  to  his  error  mild. 
No  page  of  thine,  that  fears  the  ftricleft  view, 
But  teems  with  juft  reproof,  or  praife  as  true. 
Not  Eden  could  a  fairer  profpeel  yield  ; 
All  paradife  without  one  barren  field  : 
Whofe  wit  the  cenfure  of  his  foes  has  paft, 
The  fong  of  Afaph  fhall  for  ever  laft. 

What  praife  for  fuch  richflrains  fhallwe  allow? 
What  juft  rewards  the  grateful  crown  beftow  ? 
While  bees  in  fiow'rs  rejoice,  andflow'rsin  dew, 
While  flarsand  fountains  totheircourfe  are  true; 
While  Judah's  throne  and  Sion's  rock  ftand  fall, 
The  fong  of  Afaph  and  the  fame  fnall  laft. 

Still  Hebron's  honour'd  happy  foil  retains 
Our  royal  hero's  beauteous  dear  remains  ; 
Who  now  fails  off  with  winds  nor  wifhes  flack, 
To  bring  his  fuff 'rings'  bright  companion  back, 
But  ere  Vuch  tranfport  can  our  fenfe  employ, 
A  bitter  grief  muft  poiibn  half  our  joy; 
Nor  can  our  coafts  reftor'd  thole  bleffmgs  fee 
Without  a  bribe  to  envious  deftiny  !     _  • 
Curs'd  Sodom's  doom  for  ever  fix  the  tide 
Where,  by  inglorious  chance,  the  valiant  died  ! 
Give  not  infulting  Afkalon  to  know, 
Nor  let  Gath's  daughters  triumph  in  our  woe  ! 

No 
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Abdael,  — 

AbgtbdUh  — 

Abfalom,  — 

Acbitofhel,  — 


No  failor  with  the  news  fwell  Egypt's  pride, 
By  what  inglorious  fate  our  valiant  died  ! 
Weep  Anion  !  Jordan,  weep  thy  fountains  dry, 
While  Sion's  rock  diiibl/es  for  a  fupply. 

Calm  were  the  elements,  night's  iilence  deep, 
The  waves  fcarce  murmuring,  and  the  winds 
Yet  fate  for  ruin  takes  fo  itillan  hour,  [afleep ; 
And  treach'rous  fands  the  jfrincelybark  devour^ 
Then  death  unworthy  feiz'd  a  generous  race,. 
To  virtue's  icandal,  and  the  ftars  diigrace  ! 
Oh  !  had  the  indulgent   pow'rs  vouchfaf 'd  to 
Inllead  of  faithlefs  fhelves,  a  lifted  field  ;  [yield,  j  Adriel, 
A  lifted  field  of  Heaven's  and  David's  foes,        \dgag, 
Fierce  as  the  troops  that  did  his  youth  oppofe  ; ' j[mui 
Each  life  had  on  his  flaughter'd  heap  retir'd, 
Not  tamely  and  unconquering  thus  expir'd  : 
But  defliny  is  now  their  only  foe,  \  Amri, 

And  dyinge'eno'er  that  they  triumphtoo;  [plaud, ! 
With  loud  lail  breaths  their  mailer's  'fcape  ap-  'Annabel, 
Of  whom  kind  force  could  fcarce  thefatesdefraud; :  Arod, 
Who  for  fuch  followers  loft,  O  matchleft  mind  ! 
At  his  own  iafety  nowalmoil  repin'd  !  \Afapb, 

Say,  royal  Sir,  by  all  your  fame  in  arms, 
Your  praiie  in  peace,  and  by  Urania's  charms, 
If  all  your  fuff  'rings  pail  fo  nearly  prefs'd, 
Or  piere'd  with  half  fo  painful  grief, your  breaft  ? 
Thus  fome  diviner  Mufe  her  hero  forms, 
Not  footh'dwith  foftdelights,buttofs'dmftorms;  Benaiah; 
Nor  it  retch 'd  on  rofes  in  the  myrtle  grove,  |  Ben  Jochanan, 

Nor  crowns  his  days  with  mirth,  his  nights  with  j  Bezaliel,      — 
love ;  Caleb,  — 

But  far  remov'd  in  thund'ring  camps  is  found,  j  Corah,  — 

His  (lumbers  ihort,  his  bed  the  herbleis  ground  :  David, 
In  talks  of  danger  always  feen  the  firft,  Doeg, 

Feeds  from  the  h  edge, and  flakes  with  ice  histhirft. 
Long  muft  his  patience  ftrive  with  fortune's  rage, 
And  long  oppoiing  gods  themfelves  engage: 
Mud  fee  his  country  flame,  his  friends  deitroy'd, !  Ethnic  Plot,  — • 
Before  the  promis'd  empire  be  enjoyed  : 
Such  toils  of  fate  muft  build  a  man  of  fame, 
And  fuch  to  Ifrael  's  crown,  the  godlike  David 
came. 

What  fudden  beams  difpel  the  clouds  fo  fail,  Hebron,        — 
Whofedrenchingrainslaid  all  ourvineyardswafte!  Hebrew  Priefts, 


With  David  then  was  Ifrael's  peace  reftor'd ; 
Crowds  mourn'dtheirerror,and  obey'dtheirlord. 

Key  to  Abfulom  and  AchitopheL 


Balaam, 
Balaak, 
Barzillai, 
BathJJjeba, 


Eliab, 


■  Gatb, 


The  fpring  fo  far  behind  her  courfe  delay'd, 
On  th'  inftant  is  in  all  her  bloom  array 'd  ; 
The  winds  breathe  low,  the  element  ferene  ; 
Yet  mark  what  motion  in  the  waves  is  {een. ! 
Thronging  and  bufy  as  Hyblaen  fwarms, 
Or  flruggled  ibldiers  fummon'd  to  their  arms. 
See  where  the  princely  bark  in  loofeft  pride, 
With  all  her  guardian  fleet,  adorns  the  tide  1 
High  on  her  deck  the  royal  lovers  fland, 
Our  crimes  to  pardon  ere  he  touch'd  our  land. 
Welcome  to  Ifrael  and  to  David  's  breaft  ! 
Here  all  your  toils,  here  all  your  fuff 'rings  reft. 

This  year  did  Ziloah  rule  Jerufalem, 
And  boldly  all  Sedition's  fyrtes  item. 
Howe'er  encumbered  with  a  viler  pair 
Than  Ziph  or  Shimei  to  aflift  the  chair  j 
Yet  Ziloah's  loyal  labours  fo  prevail'd, 
That  faclion  at  the  next  eleclion  fail  'd ; 
When  ev'n  the  common  ciy  did  juilice  found, 
And  merit  by  the  multitude  was  crown'd  : 


Helon, 

I  Hufhai,  - 

i  Jebufites,  — 

i  Jerufalem,  - 

j  Jonas,  — 

Jordan,  - 

!  Jot  bam,  — 

j  Jotbran,  — 

j  Ifbbofketh,  - 

j  Ifrael,  - 

Ijfachar.  - 

Judas, 

IJhban,  •— 
Mephibofbetb, 
Michal, 

Nadab,  - 

fa 

fbaltg, 


I 
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(  General  Monk,  Duke  of 
(      Albemarle. 
f  The  name  given  thro*  this 
poem   to  a  Lord  Chan- 
cellor in  general. 
Duke  of  Monmouth. 
The  Earl  of  Shafteibury. 
Earl  of  Mulgrave. 
Sir  Edmundbury  Godfrey. 
5  Mr.  Seymour,   Speaker  of 
I      the  Ho ufe  of  Commons. 
<Sir    Heneage    Finch,    Earl 
-?     of  Winchellea,  and  Lord 
(     Chancellor. 
Duchefe  of  Monmouth. 
Sir  William  Waller. 

A     Character     drawn    by 
Tate  for  Dryden,  in  the 
fecond  part  of  his  poem. 
Earl  of  Huntingdon. 
Barner. 

Duke  of  Ormond. 
Duchefs  of  Portsmouth. 
General  Sackville. 
Rev.  Mr.  Sam.  Johnfon. 
Duke  of  Beaufort. 
Lord  Grey. 
Dr.  bates. 
Charles  II. 
Elkanah  Settle. 
France. 

Sir  Hen.  Ben  net,  Earl  of 
Arlington. 
The  Popifh-Plot. 

The  Land  of  Exile,  more 
particularly      BruiTels, 
where  King  Charles  II. 
long  refided. 
Scotland. 

The  Ch.  of  Engl.  Clergy. 
Earl  of  Feveriham. 
Hyde,  Earl  of  Rochefter* 
Papifts. 
London. 
Engliih. 

Sir  William  Jones. 
Dover. 

Marquis  of  Hallifax. 
Lord  Darmouth. . 
Richard  Cromwell. 
England. 
Thomas  Thynne,  Efq. 

J  Mr.   Fergufon,  a  canting 

\      Teacher. 
Sir  Robert  Clayton. 
Pordage. 

Queen  Catharine. 
Lord  Howard  of  Efcrick. 
Shad  well. 
Forbes. 
X  4  Pharaoh, 
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Pharaoh,      •— 

Rabjheka,     — 
Sagan  ofjerufakm. 
Sanhedrim,  •— 
Saul,  ■— 

Shbnei,  — 
Sheva,  — 
Soljmean  Rcut, 
Tyre,  — • 

Uzxa,  — 

Zadoc,  — 

Zaken9         — 

Zimri,  *— 

Ziloah,         — 
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King  of  France. 
Sir  Thomas  Player. 
Dr  Compton,  Bp.  of  Lon. 
Parliament. 
Oliver  Cromwell. 
Sheriff  Bethel. 
Sir  Roger  Leftrange. 
London  Rebels. 
Holland. 
Jack  Hall.. 
S  Sancroft,    Archbifhop    of 
X      Canterbury. 
C  A  Member  of  the  Houfe 
X      of  Commons. 
Villiers,  D.  of  Buckingham. 
Sir  John  Moor. 


§  28. 


Palamon  and  Arcite :   or    the    Knight  \f 
Tale.    Dry  den. 


book  1. 


In  days  of  old,  there  liv'd  of  mighty  fame, 
A  valiant  prince,  and  Thefeus  was  his  name  : 
A  chief  who  more  in  feats  of  arms  excell  'd 
The  riling  nor  the  letting  fun  beheld. 
Of  Athens  he  was  lord ;  much  land  he  won, 
And  added  foreign  countries  to  his  crown. 
In  Scythia  with  the  warrior  queen  he  frrove, 
Whom  firft  by  force  he  conquerM,then  by  love  j 
He  brought  in  triumph  back  the  beauteous  dame, 
With  whom  her  fifttr,  fair  Emilia,  came. 
With  honour  to  his  home  let  Thefeus  ride,     ^ 
With  love  to  friend,  and  fortune  for  his  guide,  * 
And  his  victorious  army  at  his  fide.  J 

I  pafs  their  warlike  pomp,  their  proud  array, 
Their  fhouts,  their  longs,  their  welcome  on  the 

way : 
But,  were  it  not  too  long,  I  would  recite         ^ 
The  fear  of  Amazons,  the  fatal  tight 
Betwixt  the  hardy  queen  and  hero  knight ;     ) 
The  town  belieg'd,  and  how  much  blood  it  colt 
The  female  army  and  th'  Athenian  hoft  j 
The  fpoufals  of  Hippolita  the  queen  ; 
What  tilts  and  tourneys  at  the  feaft  were  feen  ; 
The  ftorm  at  their  return,  the  ladies'  fear : 
But  thefe  and  other  things,  I  mult  forbear. 
The  field  is  fpacious  I  defign  to  low, 
With  oxen  far  unfit  to  draw  the  plough  j 
The  remnant  of  my  tale  is  of  a  length 
To  tire  your  patience,  and  to  walte  my  ftrength ; 
And  trivial  accidents  mall  be  forborne, 
That  others  may  have  time  to  take  their  turn; 
As  was  at  firft  enjoin'd  us  by  mine  hoft, 
That  he  whole  tale  is  bell,  and  pleafes  moft 
Should  win  his  fupper  at  our  common  coil 
And  therefore  where  I  left  I  will  purfue 
This  ancient  ftory,  whether  falfeor  true, 
In  hope  it  may  be  mended  with  a  new. 
The  prince  I  mention'd,  full  of  high  renown, 
In  this  array  drew  near  the  Athenian  town  ; 
When  in  his  pomp  and  utmoft  of  his  pride, 
Marching  he  chanc'd  to  calt  his  eye  afide, 
And  law  a  choir  of  mourning  dames,  who  lay 
By  two  and  two  acrois  the  common  way: 


LI    11    , 

} 


At  his  approach  they  rais'd  a  rueful  cry,   [high, 
And  beat  their  breafts,  and  held  their  hands  on 
Creeping  and  crying,  till  they  feiz'd  at  laft 
His  courfer's  bridle,  and  his  feet  embrac'd. 
Tell  me,  faid  Thefeus,  what  and  whence  you 
are, 
And  why  this  fun'ral  pageant  you  prepare  : 
fs  this  the  welcome  of  my  worthy  deeds, 
To  meet  my  triumph  in  ill-omen'd  weeds  ? 
Or  envy  you  my  praife,  and  would  deftroy 
With  grief  my  pleafures,  and  pollute  my  joy  ? 
Or  are  you  injur'd,  and  demand  relief? 
Name  your  requeft,  and  I  will  eafe  your  grief. 
The  moll  in  years  of  all  the  mourning  train 
Began  (but  fwooncd  firft  away  for  pain)  ; 
Then  fcarce  recover 'd  fpoke  :  Nor  envy  we 
Thy  great  renown,  nor  grudge  thy  victory  : 
'Tis  thine,  O  king,  thVaiiiicted  to  redrefs, 
And  fame  has  fill  'd  the  world  with  thy  fuccefs ; 
We  wretched  women  fue  for  that  alone, 
Which  of  thy  goodnefs  is  refus'd  to  none  ; 
Let  fail  fome  drops  of  pity  on  our  grief, 
II  what  we  beg  be  juft,  and  we  deferve  relief: 
For  none  of  us,  who  now  thy  grace  implore, 
But  held  the  rank  of  fov'reign  queen  before  } 
Till,  thanks  to  giddy  chance,  which  never  bears 
That  mortal  blifs  fhould  laft  for  length  of  years, 
She  call  us  headlong  from  our  high  eftate  ; 
And  here  in  hope  of  thy  return  we  wait : 
And  long  have  waited  in  the  temple  nigh, 
Built  to  the  gracious  goddefs  Clemency,  [bears, 
But  nev'rence  thou  the  pow'r  whole  name  it 
Relieve  th'  oppreft,  and  wipe  the  widow's  teays. 
I,  wretched  I,  have  other  fortune  feen, 
The  wife  of  Capancus,  and  once  a^queen: 
At  Thebes  he  fell;  curft  be  the  fatal  day  ! 
And  all  the  reft  thou  feeft  in  this  array, 
To  make  their  moan,  their  lords  in  battle  loft 
;  Before  that  townbeiieg'd  byour  con  federate  hoft: 
j  But  Creon,  old  and  impious,  who  commands 
The  Theban  city,  and  ufurps  the  lands, 
Denies  the  rites  of  fun'ral  fires  to  thofe 
!  Whole  breathlefs  bodies  yet  he  calls  his  foes. 
''  Unburn'd,  unburied,  on  a  heap  they  lie  , 
I  Such  is  their  fate,  and  fuch  his  tyranny  ; 
1  No  friend  has  leave  to  bear  away  the  dead, 
But  with  their  lifelefs  limbs  his  hounds  are  fed. 
At  this  (he  fhriek'd  aloud;  the  mournful  train 
!  Echoed  her  grief,  and  grov'ling  on  the  plain, 
;  With  groans,  and  hands  upheld,  to  move  his 
j  Befought  his  pity  to  their  helplefs  kind  !  [mind, 
The  princewastouch'd.his  tears  began  to  flow, 
And,  as  his  tender  heart  would  break  in  two. 
He  figh'd:  and  could  not  but  their  fate  deplore, 
So  wretched  now,  fb  fortunate  before. 
Then  lightly  from  his  lofty  tleed  he  flew, 
And  railing  one  by  one  the  fuppliant  crew, 
To  comfort  each,  full  folemnly  he  fwore, 
That  by  the  faith  which  knights  to  knighthood 

bore. 
And  whate'er  elfe  to  chivalry  belongs, 
He  would  not  ceafe,  till  he  reveng'd  their  wrongs: 
That  Greece  fhould  fee  perform'd  what  he  de- 
And  cruel  Creon  find  his  juft  reward,   [clar'd ; 

He 
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He  Taid  no  more,  but,  fhunning  all  delay, 
Rode  on,  nor  enter'd  Athens  on  his  way: 
But  left  his  fifter  and  his  queen  behind, 
And  wav'd  his  royal  banner  in  the  wind  : 
Where  in  an  argent  field  the  god  of  war 
Was  drawn  triumphant  on  his  iron  car: 
Red  was  his  (word,  and  fhield,  and  whole  attire; 
And  all  the  godhead  feem'd  to  glow  with  fire  : 
E'en  the  ground  glitter'd  where  the  ftandard flew, 
And  the  green  grafs  was  dy'd  to  fanguine  hue. 
High  on  his  pointed  lance  his  pennon  bore 
His  Cretan  fight,  the  conquer'd  Minotaur; 
The  foldiers  fhout  around  with  gen'rous  rage, 
And  in  that  victory  their  own  prefage. 
He  pr^is'd  their  ardour,  inly  pleas'd  to  fee 
His  hoft  the  flow'r  of  Grecian  chivalry. 
All  day  he  march'd,  and  ail  th'  enfuing  night ; 
And  faw  the  city  with  returning  light. 
The  procefs  of  the  war  I  need  not  tell, 
How  Thefeus  conquered,  and  how  Creon  fell; 
Or  after,  how  by  ltorm  the  walls  were  wron, 
Or  how  the  viclor  fack'd  and  burn'd  tfie  town ; 
How  to  the  ladies  he  reftored  again 
The  bodies  of  their  lords  in  battle  flain ; 
And  with  what  ancient  rites  they  were  interr'd : 
All  thefe  to  fitter  times  mail  be  deferr'd. 
I  i'pare  the  widows'  tears,  their  woeful  cries, 
And  howling  at  their  hulbands'  obfequies ; 
How  Thefeus  at  thefe  fun'rals  did  afliit, 
A.ndwithwhatgiftsthemourningdamesdifmifs'd. 
Thus,  when  rhe  victor  chief  had  Creon  ilain, 
And  conquer'dThebes,  he  pitch'd  upon  theplain 
His  mighty  camp,  and,  when  the  day  return'd. 
The  country  waited,  and  the  hamlets  burn'd; 
And  left  the  pillagers  to  rapine  bred, 
Without  controul  to  ftrip  and  fpoil  the  dead. 

There,  in  a  heap  of  fiain,  among  the  reit, 
Two  youthful  knights  they  found,beneath  a  load 

opprell 
Of  flaughter'd  foes,  whom  firft  to  death  they  fent, 
Thetrophiesoftheftrength,abloodymonument, 
Both  fair,«andboth  of  royal  blood  they  feem'd, 
Whomkinimen  tothe  crown  theheralds  deem'd  : 
That  day  in  equal  arms  they  fought  for  fame : 
Their  fwords,  their  ihields,  their  iurcouts,  were 

the  lame. 
Clofebyeach  other  laid,  they  prefs'd  the  grouud, 
Their  manly  bofoms  piere'd  with  many  a  grizzly 

wound ; 
Nor  well  alive,  nor  wholly  dead,  they  were, 
But  fome  faint  figns  of  feeble  life  appear: 
The  wand'ring  breath  was  on  the  wing  to  part, 
Weak  wasthepulfe,  and  hardly  heav'd  the  heart, 
Thefe  two  were  lifter's  fons ;  and  Arcite  one, 
Much  fam'd  in  fields,  with  valiant  Palamon. 
From  thele  their  coftly  anus  the  fpoilers  rent; 
And  foftly  both  convey'd  to  Theleus'  tent  : 
Whom  known  ofCreon'sline,andcur'd  with  care, 
He  to  his  city  fent  as  pris'ners  of  the  war, 
Hopelefs  of  ranfom,  and  condemn'd  to  lie 
In  durance,  doom'd  a  ling'ring  death  to  die. 
This  done,  he  march'd  away  with  warlike  found, } 
And  to  his  Athens  turn'd  with  laurels  crown'cl.  ( 
Where  happy  long  he  liv'd,  much  lov'd  andf 

more  renown'd.  ) 


But  in  the  tow'r,  and  never  to  be  locs'd, 
The  woeful  captive  kinfmen  are  inclos'd. 

Thus  year  by  year  they  pafs,  and  day  by  day, 
Till  once,  'twas  on  the  morn  of  cheerful  May, 
The  young  Emilia,  fairer  to  be  feen 
Than  the  fair  lily  on  the  flow'ry  green, 
More  frefh  than  May  herfelf  in  bloffoms  new, 
For  with  the  rofy  colour  ftrove  her  hue, 
Wak'd,  as  her  cuftom  was,  before  the  day 
To  do  th'  obiervance  due  to  fprightly  May : 
For  fprightly  May  commands  our  youth  to  keep 
The  vigils  of  her  night,  and  breaks  their  fluggard 

fleep ; 
Each  gentle  breaft  with  kindly-warmth  fhe  moves; 
Inspires  new  flames,  revives  extinguilh'd  loves. 
In  this  remembrance  Emily  ere  day 
Arofe,  and  drefs'd  herfelf  in  rich  array; 
Frelh  as  the  month,  and  as  the  morning  fair, 
Adown  her  moulders  fell  her  length  of  hair  .- 
A  ribband  did  the  braided  treiTes  bind, 
The  reft  was  loofe,  and  wanton'd  in  the  wind  I 
Aurora  had  but  ntwly  chas'd  the  night, 
And  purpled  o'er  the  iky  with  bluftiing  light, 
When  to  the  garden  walk  fhe  took  her  way,    ~\ 
To  fport  and  trip  along  in  cool  of  day,  £ 

And  offer  maiden  vows  in  honour  of  the  May..} 

At  ev'ry  turn  (he  made  a  little  ftand, 
And  thruft  among  the  thorns  her  lily  hand 
To  draw  the  rofe  ;  and  ev'ry  rofe  Ihedrew, 
She  Ihook  the  ftaik,  and  braird  away  the  dew. 
Then  party-colourM  flowrVs  of  white  and  red 
She  wove,  to  make  a  garland  for  her  head: 
This  done,  (he  lung  and  carol'd  out  fo  clear, 
That  men  and  angels  might  rejoice  to  hears 
Ev'n  wond'ring  Philomel  forgot  to  fing  ; 
And  learn 'd  from  her  to  welcome-in  theipring. 
The  tow'r,  of  which  before  was  mention  made, 
Within  whofe  keep  the  captive  knights  were 

laid, 
Built  of  a  large  extent  and  ftrong  withal, 
Was  one  partition  of  the  palace  wail : 
The  garden  was  inclcs'd  within  the  fquare, 
Where  young  Emilia  took  the  morning  air- 
It  happen'd  Palamon,  the  pris'ner  knight, 
Reitlefs  for  woe,  arofe  before  the  light, 
And,  with  his  jailor's  leave,  defiVd  to  breathe 
An  air  more  wholefome  than  thedamos  beneath. 
T;.is  granted,  to  the  tow'r  he  took  hiis  way, 
Cheer'd  with  the  promife  of  a  glorious  day: 
Then  caft  a  languiihing  regard  around,  ^ 

And  law  with  hateful  eyes  the  temples  crown'd^ 
With  golden  fpires,  and  all  thehoitile  ground,  r 
He  figh'd,  and  turn'd  his  eyes,  becaufe  he  knew 
'Twas  but  a  larger  gaol  he  had  in  view  : 
Then  look'd  below,  and  from  the  caitle's  height 
Beheld  a  nearer  and  more  pleafing  fight: 
The  garden,  which  before  he  had  not  feen, 
In  fpring's  new  liv'ry  clad  of  white  and  gri 
Frelh   flow'rs    in  wide   parterres,  and  fhady 

walks  between. 
This  vievv'd,  but  not  enjoy'd,  with  arms  ar 
He  Hood,  reflecting  on  his  country's  lofs; 
Himfelf  an  object:  of  the  public  rcorn, 
And  often  w  iCf  d  he  never  had  been  bom* 

At 


?n,     } 

jreen,f 
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At  laft,  for  fo  his  deftiny  required, 
With  walking  giddy,  and  with  thinking  tir'd, 
He  through  a  little  window  call  his  fight, 
Though  thick  of  bars,  that  gave  a  fcanty  light : 
But  ev'n  that  glimm'ring  ferv'd  him  to  deicry 
Th'  inevitable  charms  or  Emily.  [fmart, 

Scarce  had  he  leen,  but  feiz'd  with  fudden 
Stung  to  the  quick,  he  felt  it  at  his  heart; 
Struck  blind  with  overpow'ring  light  he  flood, 
Then  ftarted  back  amaz'd,  and  cried  aloud. 

Young  Arcite  heard  ;  and  up  he  ranwith  hafle, 
To  help  his  friend,  aud  in  his  arms  embrae'd  ; 
And  alk'd  him  why  he  look'd  i'o  deadly  wan, 
And  whenceand  how  his  change  of  cheer  began  ? 
Or  who  had  done  th'  offence  ?  But  if,  faid  he, 
Your  grief  alone  is  hard  captivity, 
For  love  of  heaven,  wilh  patience  undergo 
A  curelefs  ill,  fince  rate  will  have  it  fo; 
So  flood  our  horofcope  in  chains  to  lie, 
And  Saturn  in  the  dungeon  of  the  (ky, 
Or  other  baleful  afpeel,  rul'd  our  birth, 
When  all  the  friendly  flars  were  under  earth; 
Whatever  betides,  by  deftiny  'tis  done  ; 
And  better  bear,  like  men,  than  vainly  feek  to 

Nor  of  my  bonds,  faid  Palamon  again,  [fhun. 
Nor  of  unhappy  planets,  I  complain  : 
But  when  my  mortal  anguifh  caus'd  my  cry, 
That  moment  I  was  hurt  through  either  eye; 
Pierc'd  wieh  a  random  ihaft,  I  faint  away, 
And  perifh  with  infenfible  decay: 
A  glance  of  fome  new  goddeis  gave  the  wound, 
Whom,  like  Acleon,  unaware  I  found. 
Look  how  fhe  walks  along  yon  fhady  fpace,    > 
Not  Juno  moves  with  more  majeftic  grace; 
And  all  the  Cyprian  queen  is  in  her  fact?.        * 
If  thou  art  Venus  (for  thy  charms  confefs 
That  face  was  form'd  in  heaven,  or  art  thou  lefs ; 
Difguis'd  in  habit,  undifguis'd  in  fhape) 
O  help  us  captives  from  our  chains  to  'fcape ; 
But  it  our  doom  be  pafs'd  in  bonds  to  lie 
For  life,  and  in  a  loathfome  dungeon  die. 
Then  be  thy  wrath  appeas'd  with  our  d  if  grace, 
And  fhew  companion  to  Ihe  Theban  race, 
Opprefs'd  by  tyrant  pow'r  !  While  yet  he  ipoke, 
Arcite  on  Emily  had  fixM  his  look  ; 
The  fatal  dart  a  ready  paflage  found, 
And  deep  within  his  heart  iniix'd  the  wound  : 
So  that  if  Palamon  were  wounded  lore, 
Arcite  was  hurt  as  much  as  he,  or  more; 
Then  from  his  inmoft  foul  he  iigh"d,  and  faid, 
The  beauty  I  beheld  has  ilruck  rae  dead : 
Unknowingly  fhe  llrikes,  and  kills  by  chance; 
Poifbn  is  in  her  eyes,  and  death  in  ev'ry  glance. 
O,  I  muft  afk  ;  nor  afk  alone,  but  move 
Her  mind  to  mercy,  or  muft  die  for  love. 

Thus  Arcite  :  and  thus  Palamon  replies 
(Eager  his  tone,  and  ardent  were  his  eyes)  : 
Speak1  ft  thou  in  earneil,  or  in  jefting  vain  ?      ~i 
Jefling,  faid  Arcite,  fuits  but  ill  with  pain. 
It  fuits  far  worfe  (faid  Palamon  again,  } 

Andbenthisbrows),with  men  who  honourweigh, 
Their  faith  to  break,  their  friendship  to  betray; 
But  worft  with  thee  of  noble  lineage  born, 
My  kin < man,  and  in  arms  mv  brother  fworn. 
7 


Have  we  not  plighted  each  our  holy  oath, 
That  one  fhould  be  the  common  good  of  both : 
One  foul  fhould  both  infpire,  and  neither  orove 
His  fellow's  hindrance  in  purfuit  of  love  r 
To  this  before  the  gods  we  gave  our  hands, 
And  nothing  but  our  death  can  break  the  bands. 
This  binds  thee,  then,  to  further  my  defign, 
As  I  am  bound  by  vow  to  further  thine  : 
Nor  canft,  nor  dar'lt  thou,  traitor,  on  the  plain 
Approach  my  honour,  or  thine  own  maintain, 
Since  thou  art  of  my  council,  and  the  friend 
Whole  faith  I  trull,  and  on  whole  care  depend  : 
And  wouid'ft  thou  court  my  lady's  love.which  I 
Much  rather  than  releafe  would  choofe  to  die  ? 
But  thou,  falfe  Arcite,  never  fnalt  obtain 
Thy  bad  pretence    :I  told  thee  firft  my  pain  : 
For  firft  my  love  began  ere  thine  was  born  : 
Thou,  as  my  counted  and  my  brother  fworn, 
Art  bound  t'  aflill  my  elderfhip  of  right, 
Or  juftly  to  be  dcem'd  a  perjur'd  knight. 

Thus  Palamon ;  but  Arcite  with  difdain, 
In  haughty  language,  thus  replied  again: 
Forfworn  thyfelf ;  the  traitor's  odious  name 
I  firft  return,  and  then  difprove  thy  claim. 
If  love  be  pafTion,  and  that  paffion  nurs'd 
With  ftrong  defires,  I  lov'd  the  lady  firft, 
Canil  thou  pretend  deiire,  whom  zeal  inflam'd 
To  worfiiip,  and  a  pow'r  celeflial  nam'd  ? 
Thine  was  devotion  to  the  blefl  above; 
I  law  the  woman,  and  defir'd  her  love ; 
Firfl  own'd  my  paflion,  and  to  thee  commend 
Tir  important  fecret,  as  my  chofen  friend. 
Suppole  (vyhich  yet  I  grant  not)  thy  defire 
A  moment  elder  than  my  rival  fire : 
Can  chance  of  feeing  firft  thy  title  prove  ? 
And  know'ft  thou  not, no  law  is  made  for  love?1 
Law  is  to  things  which  to  free  choice  relate ; 
Love  is  not  in  our  choice,  but  in  our  fate ; 
Laws  are  but  pofitive  ;  love's  pow'r  we  fee 
Is  nature's  fanclion,  and  her  firft  decree. 
Each  day  we  break  the  bond  of  human  laws 
For  love,  and  vindicate  the  common  caufe. 
Laws  for  defence  of  civil  rights  are  plac'd  j 
Love   throws   the  fences  down,  and  makes  a 

general  wafte : 
Maids,  widows,  wives,  withoutdiftincl:ipnfall;[all. 
'Fhe  i  weeping  deluge,  Love, comes  on,and  covers 
If  then  the  laws  of  friendfhip  I  tranfgrefs,  \ 
I  keep  the  greater,  while  I  break  the  lefs  ;  > 
And  both  are  madalike,fmce  neither  can  po  fiefs. ) 
Both  hopelefs  to  be  ranfom'd,  never  more 
To  fee  the  fun,  but  as  he  paffes  o'er. 

Like  .ZEfop's  hounds  contending  for  the  bone, 
Each  pleaded  right,  and  would  be  lord  alone ; 
The  fruitlefs  fight  continued  all  the  day  ; 
A  cur  came  by,  and  fnatch'd  the  prize  away. 
As  courtiers  therefore  juftle  for  a  grant,  [want, 
And  when  theybreak  their  friendfhip  plead  their 
So  thou,  if  fortune  will  thy  fuit  advance, 
Love  on,  nor  envy  me  my  equal  chance  : 
For  I  muft  love,  and  am  refolv'd  to  try 
My  fate,  or,  failing  in  th'  adventure,  die. 

G  reatwas  the!  rftrife,which  hourly  wasrenew'd, 
.'Till  each  with  mortal  hate  his  rival  view'd : 

Now 
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Now  friends  no  more,  nor  walking  hand  in  hand, 
But  when  they  met  they  made  a  furly  (land; 
And  glared  like  angry  lions  :is  they  pais'd, 
And  wifli'd  that  ev'ry  look  might  be  their  laft. 

It  chanc'd  at  length,  Pirithous  came  t'  attend 
This  worthy  Thefeus,  his  familiar  friend  j 
Their  love  in  early  infancy  began, 
And  rofe  as  childhood  ripen'd  into  man. 
Companions  of  the  war  ;  and  lov'd  fo  Well,    "^ 
That  when  one  died,  as  ancient  (lories  tell,     > 
Hi*  fellow  to  redeem  him  went  to  hell.  ) 

But  to  purfue  my  tale  ;  to  welcome  home 
His  warlike  brother  is  Pirithous  come  : 
Arcite  of  Thebes  was  known  inarms  long  fi  nee, 


Then  farewell  youth,  and  all  the  joys  that  dwell 
With  youth  and  life,  and  life  itfeif  farewell. 

But  why,  alas '.  do  mortal  men  in  vain 
Of  fortune,  fate,  or  providence  complain  ? 
God  gives  us  what  he  knows  our  wants  require, 
And  better  things  than  thofe  which  we  delire. 
Some  pray  for  riches,  riches  they  obtain  5 
But,watch'd  byrobbers,  for  theirwealth  are  (lain  : 
Some  pray  from  prifon  to  be  freed ;  and  come, 
When  guilty  of  their  vows,  to  fall  at  home ; 
Murder'd  by  thofe  they  traded  with  their  life, 
A  favour'd  fcrvant,  or  a  oofom  wife. 
Such  dear-bought  blelfings  happen  ev'ry  day, 
Becaufe  we  know  not  for  what  things  to  pray. 


And  honour' d  by  this  young  Thellalian  prince.  Like  drunken  lots  about  the  Itreet  we  roam  : 
Thefeus,  to  gratify  his  friend  and  guelt,  Weil  knows  the  lot  he  has  a  certain  home  - 


Who  made  our  Arcire's  freedom  his  rcqueft, 
KeftorM  to  liberty  the  captive  knight, 
But  on  thefe  hard  conditions  I  recite  : 

if  hereafter  Arcite  ihould  be  found 
Within  the  corneals  of  Athenian  ground, 
By  day  orjaigbt,  or  on  wfaate'er  pretence, 
His  head  Ihould  pay  the  forfeit  of  th'  offence. 
To  this  Pirithous  for  his  friend  agreed, 
And  on  his  promile  was  the  pris'ner  freed. 

Unpleas'd  and  penlive  hence  he  takes  his  way, 
At  his  own  peril ;  for  his  life  mud  pay. 
Who  now  but  Arcite  mourns  his  bitter  fate, 
Finds  his  dear  purchafe,  and  repents  too  late  r 
What  have  1  gain'd,  he  faid,  in  prifon  pent, 
If  I  but  change  my  bonds  for  banifhment  ? 
And,  baniftTd  from  her  light,  I  fuffer  more 
In  freedom,  than  I  felt  in  bonds  before  ; 
Fore 'd  from  her  preience.and  condemn'dtolove  ; 
Unwelcome  freedom,  and  unthank'd  reprieve  ! 
Heaven  is  not  but  where  Emily  abides  ; 
And  where  (lie's  abfent  all  is  hell  belides. 
Next  to  my  day  of  birth  was  that  accurs'd, 
Which  bound  my  friendship  to  Pirithous  firft  5 
Had  I  not  known  that  Prince,  I  ltill  had  been 
In  bondage,  and  had  (till  Emilia  feen  : 
For  though  I  never  can  her  grace  deferve, 
'Tis  recompence  enough  to  lee  and  (erve. 

0  Palamon,  my  kinlman  and  my  friend, 
How  much  more  happy  fates  thy  love  attend  ! 
Thine  is  th'  adventure,  thine  the  victory  j 
Well  has  thy  fortune  turn'd  the  dice  for  thee  : 
Thou  on  that  angel's  face  mayit  feed  thine  eyes, 
In  prifon — no — but  blilsful  paradife  ! 

Thou  daily  feed  that  rim  of  beauty  (liine, 
And  lov'ft  at  lead  in  love's  extremed  line. 

1  mourn  in  abfence,  love's  eternal  night,  j 
And  who  can  tell  but,  lince  tliou  haft  her  fight,  * 
And  art  a  comely,  young,  and  valiant  knight,  S 
Fortune  (a  various  pow'r)  may  ceafe  to  frown, 
And  by  feme  ways  unknown  thy  wilhes  crown  r 
But  I,  the  moll  forlorn  of  human  kind, 

Nor  help  can  hope,  nor  remedy  can  find  ; 
But  doom'd  to  drag  my  loathlbme  life  in  care, 
For  my  reward,  mult  end  it  in  defpair. 
Fire,  water,  air,  and  earth,  and  force  of  fates 
That  governs  all,  and  Heaven  that  all  creates, 
Nor  art,  nor  nature's  hand,  can  eafe  my  grief  j 
Nothing  but  death,  the  wretch's  laft  relief : 


Yet  knows  not  how  to  find  th1  uncertain  placr, 
And  blunders  on,  and  (taggers  ev'ry  pace. 
Thus  all  feek  happinefs,  but  few  can  find  : 
For  far  the  greater  part  of  men  are  bliad. 
This  is  my  caie,  who  thought  our  utmoft  good 
Was  in  one  word  of  freedom  underllood  : 
The  fatal  bleliing  came  s  from  prifon  free, 
I  ftarve  abroad,  and  lofe  the  fight  of  Emily. 

Thus  Arcite  :  but  if  Arcite  thus  deplore 
His  Alff  'rings,  Palamon  yet  fuffers  more. 
For  when  he  knew  his  rival  freed  and  gone, 
He  fwellswith wrath, he  makes  outrageous  moan: 
He  frets,he  fumes,he  llares,he  ftamps  the  ground; 
The  hollow  tow'r  with  clamours  rings  around: 
With  briny  tears  he  bath'd  his  fetter'd  feet, 
And  dropp'd  all  o'er  with  agony  of  fweat. 
Alas  !  he  cried,  I  wretch  in  priibn  pine, 
Too  happy  rival,  while  the  fruit  is  thine  : 
Thou  liv'lt  at  large,  thou  draw'fl  thy  native  air, 
Pleas'd  with  thy  freedom,  proud  of  my  defpair  : 
Thou  may'd,  lince  thou  halt  youth  and  courage 
A  1  weet  behaviour,  and  a  folid  mind,       [join'd, 
AfTemble  ours  and  all  the  Theban  race, 
To  vindicate  on  Athens  thy  difgrace ; 
And  after,  by  fome  treaty  made,  poflefs 
Fair  Emily,  the  pledge  of  Jailing  peace. 
So  thine  (hall  be  the  beauteous  prize,  while  I 
Mud  languifh  in  defpair,  in  prifon  die. 
Thus  all  th'  advantage  of  the  ftrife  is  thine  ; 
Thyportiondocblejcys.anddoubleforrowsmine. 

The  rage  of  Jealouly  then  fir'd  his  foul, 
And  his  face  kindled  like  a  burning  coal: 
Now  cold  Defpair,  fucceeding  in  her  dead, 
To  livid  paleneis  turns  the  glowing  red. 
His  blood,  fcarce  liquid,  creeps  within  his  veins, 
Like  water  which  the  freezing  wind  conltrains. 
Then  thus  he  (aid:  Eternal  Deities, 
Who  rule  the  world  with  ablblute  decrees, 
And  write  whatever  time  (hall  bring  to  pafs. 
With  pjens  of  adamant,  on  plates  of  brafs  ; 
What,  is  the  race  of  human  kind  your  care 
Beyond  what  all  his  fellow-creatures  are? 
He  with  the  reft  is  liable  to  pain  j 
And  like  the  (heep,  his  brother-bead,  is  (lain, 
Cold,  hunger,  prilbns,  ills  without  a  cure, 
All  thefe  he  mult,  and  guiltlefs  oft,  endure ; 
Or  does  your  jultice,  pow'r,  or  preference  fail 
When  the  good  fuffer,  and  the  bad  prevail  ? 

What 
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What  worfe  to  wretched  virtue  could  befal, 
If  fate,  or  giddy  fortune,  govern'd  all  ? 
Nay,  worfe  than  other  beafts  is  our  effate : 
Them  to  purfue  their  pleafures  you  create  ; 
We,  bound  by  harder  laws,  mult  curb  our  will, 
And  your  commands,  not  our  defires  fulfil  j 
Then  when  the  creature  is  unjuflly  (lain, 
Yet  after  death  at  lead  he  feels  no  pain  : 
But  man,  in  life  furcharg'd  with  woe  before, 
Not  freed  when  dead,  is  doom'd  to  luffer  more. 
A  ferpent  moots  his  iling  at  unaware  ; 
An  ambufh'd  thief  forelays  a  traveller : 
The  man  lies  murder'd ;  while  the  thief  and  fnake, 
One  gains  the  thickets,  and  one  thrids  the  brake. 
This  let  divines  decide  ;  but  well  I  know, 
juft  or  unjuft,  I  have  my  fliare  of  woe  ; 
Through  Saturn  feated  in  a  lucklefs  place, 
And  Juno's  wrath,  that  persecutes  my  race  j 
Or  Mrs  nnd  Venus,  in  a  quartil,  move 
My  pangs  of  jealoufy  for  Arcite's  love. 

Let  Palamon  opprefs'd  in  bondage  mourn, 
While  to  his  exil'd  rival  we  return. 
By  this,  the  fun,  declining  from  his  height, 
The  day  had  fhorten'd,  to  prolong  the  night: 
The  lengthen'd  night  gave  length  of  mifery 
Both  to  the  captive  lover  and  the  free ; 
For  Palamon  in  endlefs  prifbn  mourns, 
And  Arcite  forfeits  life  if  he  returns : 
The  bininVd  never  hopes  his  love  to  fee, 
Nor  hopes  the  captive  lord  his  liberty. 
*Tis  hard  to  fay  who  fuffers  greater  pains  : 
One  fees  his  love,  but  cannot  break  his  chains; 
One  free,  and  all  his  motions  uncontroul  "d, 
Beholds  whate'er  he  would,  but  what  he  would 

behold. 
Judge  as  you  pleafe,  for  I  will  hade  to  tell 
What  fortune  to  the  banifh'd  knight  befel. 
When  A *rire  was  to  Thebes  return'd  again, 
The  lofs  of  her  he  lov'd  renew'd  his  pain  ; 
What  could  be  worfe,  than  never  more  to  fee 
His  life,  his  foul,  his  charming  Emily  ? 
He  rav'd  with  all  the  madnefs  of  defpair, 
He  roar'd,  he  beat  his  bread,  he  tore  his  hair. 
Dry  forrow  in  his  (tupid  eyes  appears; 
For,  wanting  nourimment,  he  wanted  tears: 
His  eye-balls  in  their  hollow  fockets  link  ; 
Bereit  of  fleep,  he  loaths  his  meat  and  drink. 
He  withers  at  his  heart,  and  looks  as  wan 
As  the  pale  fpeclre  of  a  murder' d  man : 
That  pale  turns  yellow,  and  his  face  receives 
The  faded  hue  of  faplefs  boxen  leaves  : 
In  (blitary  groves  he  makes  his  moan, 
Walks  early  out,  and  ever  is  alone  : 
Nor,  raix'd  in  mirth,  in  youthful  pleafures  mares, 
But  fighs  when  fongs  and  inftruments  he  hears. 
His  Ipirits  are  fo  low,  his  voice  is  drown'd,      l 
He  hears  as  from  afar,  or  in  a  fwoon, 
Like  the  deaf  murmurs  of  a  diftant^ found :      ) 
Uncomb'd  his  locks,  and  fqualid  his  attire, 
Unlike  the  trim  of  love  and  gay  defire : 
But  full  of  mufeful  mopings,  which  prefage 
The  lofs  of  reafon,  and  conclude  in  rage. 
This  when  he  had  endur'd  a  year  and  more, 
Now  wholly  chang'd  from  what  he  was  before, 
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It  happen'd  once,  that,  flumb'ring  as  he  lay, 
He  dream'd  (his  dream  began  at  break  of  day) 
That  Hermes  o'er  his  head  in  air  appeared, 
And  with  fofr  words  his  drooping  (pints  cheer'd : 
His  hat,  adorn \i  with  wings,  disclos'd  the  God, 
And  in  his  hand  he  bore  the  fleep-  compelling  cod: 
Such  as  he  feem'd,  when,  at  his  lire's  command. 
On  Argus'  head  he  laid  the  fnaky  wand. 
Arife,  he  laid,  to  conqu'ring  Athens  go  ; 
There  fate  appoints  an  end  to  ail  thy  woe. 
The  fright  awaken'd  Arcite  with  a  ftarr  ; 
Againft  his  bofom  boune'd  his  heaving  heart; 
But  foon  he  laid,  with  Icarce-recover'd  breath, 
And  thither  will  I  go  to  meet  my  death, 
Sure  to  be  (lain  ;  but  death  is  my  defire, 
Since  in  Emilia's  fight  I  mall  expire. 
By  chance  he  fpied  a  mirror  while  he  fpoke, 
And  gazing  there,  beheld  his  alter'd  look  ; 
Wond'ring  he  faw  his  features  and  his  hue 
Somuchwerechang'd,  thatfcarcehirafelf  he  knew. 
A  fudden  thought  then  (farting  in  his  mind, 
Since  I  in  Arcite  cannot  ArcLe  find, 
The  world  may  fearch  in  vain  with  all  their  eyes, 
But  never  penetrate  through  this  difguife 
Thanks  to  the  change  which  grief  and  licknefs 
In  low  eftate  I  may  fecurely  live,  [give, 

And  fee,  unknown,  my  miftrefs  day  by  day. 
He  laid  ;  and  cloath'd  himfelf  in  coa  fe  array, 
A  lab'ring  hind  in  (hew;  then  forth  he  went, 
And  to  th'  Athenian  tow'rs  his  journey  bent : 
One  'fquire  attended  in  the  fame  difguife. 
Made  confeious  of  his  mailer's  enterprife. 
Arriv'd  at  Athens,  loon  he  came  to  court, 
Unknown,  unqueftion'd,  in  that  thick  refort  s 
Proff  'ring  for  hire  his  fervice  at  the  gate, 
To  drudge,  draw  water,  and  to  run  or  wait. 

So  far  befel  him,  that  for  little  gain 
He  ferv'd  at  firft  Emilia's  chamberlain  ; 
And,  watchful  all  advantages  to  fpj, 
Was  ftill  at  hand,  and  in  his  maifer's  eye; 
And  as  his  bones  were  big,  and  finews  ftrong, 
Refus'd  no  toil  that  could  to  Haves  belong  ! 
But  from  deep  wells  with  engines  water  drew, 
And  us'd  his  noble  hands  the  wood  to  hew. 
He  pafs'd  a  year  at  leaft  attending  thus 
On  Emily,  and  calPd  Philoftratus. 
But  never  was  there  man  of  his  degree 
So  much  efleem'd,  fo  well  belov'd  as  he. 
So  gentle  of  condition  was  lie  known, 
That  thro'  the  court  his  courtefy  was  blown: 
All  think  him  worthy  of  a  greater  place, 
And  recommend  him  to  the  royal  grace ; 
That,  exercis'd  within  a  higher  fphere, 
His  virtues  more  confpicuous  might  appear. 
Thus  by  the  gen'ral  voice  was  Arcite  prais'd. 
And  by  great  Thefeus  to  high  favour  rais'd  : 
Among  his  menial  fervanti  firft  enrollM, 
And  largely  entertain'd  with  funis  of  gold  : 
Befides  what  lecretly  from  Thebes  was  ient, 
Of  his  own  income,  and  his  annual  rent  : 
Thiswellemploy'djheourchas'd  friends  and  fame, 
But  cautioufly  conceal'd  from  whence  it  came. 
Thus  for  three  years  he  liv'd  with  large  increafe, 
In  arms  of  honour,  and  efteem  in*  peace  ; 

To 
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To  Thefeus*  perfon  he  was  ever  near ; 

And  Thefeus,  for  his  virtues,  held  him  dear. 

BOOK      II. 

While  Arcite  lives  in  blifs,  the  ftory  turns 
Where  hopelels  Palamon  in  prifon  mourns. 
For  fix  long  years  immur'd,  the  captive  knight 
Had  dragg'd  hischains,and  fcarcelyfeen  the  light : 
Loft  liberty  and  love  at  once  he  bore  : 
His  priibn  pain'd  him  much,  his  paffion  more: 
Nor  dares  he  hope  his  fetters  to  remove, 
Nor  ever  willies  to  be  i'vee  from  love. 

But  when  the  iixth  revolving  year  was  run, 
And  May  within  the  Twins  receiv'd  the  fun, 
Were  it  by  chance,  or  forceful  deftiny, 
Which  forms  in  caufes  firft  whate'er  lhall  be, 
Aflilted  by  a  friend,  one  moonlefs  night, 
This  Palamon  from  prifon  took  his  flight: 
A  pleafant  be  v' rage  he  prepared  before 
Of  wine  and  honey,  mix'd  with  added  ftore 
Of  opium ;  to  his  keeper  this  he  brought, 
Who  fwallow'd  unaware  the  fleepy  draught, 
And  fnor'd  fee  u  re  till  morn,  his  fenfes  bound 
In  llumber,  and  in  long  oblivion  drown'd. 
Short  was  the  night,  and  careful  Palamon 
Sought  the  next  covert  ere  the  riling  fun. 
A  thick-fpread  foreil  near  the  city  lay,  } 

To  this  with  lengthened  ftrideshe  took  his  way  * 
(For  far  he  could  not  fly,  and  fear'd  the  day)..) 
Safe  from  purfuit,  he  meant  to  lhun  the  light,   \ 
Tiil  the  brown  fhadows  of  the  friendly  night  J 
To  Thebes  might  favour  his  intended  flight.  j 
When  to  his  country  come,  his  next  delign 
VVas  all  the  Theban  race  in  arms  to  join, 
And  war  on  Theieus.  til]  he  loft  his  life, 
Or  won  the  beauteous  Emily  to  wife. 
Thuswhiichisthou^htsthelmg'ringdaybeguile, 
To  gentle  Arcite  iet  us  turn  our  ltyle  j 
Who  little  dream'd  how  nigh  he  was  to  care, 
Till  treacherous  fortune  caught  him  in  the  fnare. 
The  morning-lark,  themefier.gerof  day, 
Saluted  in  her  long  the  morning  grey, 
And  loon  the  fun  a  role  with  beams  fo  bright, 
Thatallthe  horizon  laugh'd  to  fee  the  joyous  light, 
He  with  his  tepid  rays  the  role  renews, 
And  licks  thedrocping  leaves,3nd  dries  the  dews ; 
When  Arcite  left  his  bed,  reiblv'd  to  pay 
Obfervance  to  the  month  of  merry  May  : 
Forth  on  his  fiery  fteed  betimes  he  rode, 
That  fcarceiy  prints  the  turf  on  which  he  trod  : 
At  eafe  he  feem'd,  and,  prancing  o'er  the  plains, 
Turned  only  to  the  grove  his  horfe's  reins, 
The  grove  I  nam'd  before  ;  and,  lighted  there, 
A  woodbine  garland  fought  to  crown  his  hair ; 
Then  turn'd  his  taceagainit  the  riling  day, 
And  rais'd  his  voice  to  welcome  in  the  May. 

For  thee. fweetmonth, the  groves  green  liveries 
if  not  the  firft,  the  faireii  of  the  year :      [wear  j 
For  thee  the  Graces  lead  the  dancing  hours, 
And  Nature's  ready  pencil  paints  the  now'rs: 
When  thy  fliort  reign  is  paft,  the  feverilh  fun 
The  fultry  tropic  fears,  and  moves  more  llowiyon: 
So  may  thy  tender  bloflbms  fear  no  blight, 
Nor  goats  with  venomM  teeth  thy  tendrils. bite/ 


>ve  he  \ 

ey'd    4 
1.  ) 


As  thou  lhalt  guide  my  wand'ring  feet  to  find 
The  fragrant  greens  I  leek,  my  brows  to  bind. 
His  vows  addrefs'd,   within  the  grove  he 

ftray'd , 
Till  fate,  or  fortune,  near  the  place  convey' 
His  Heps  where,  fecret  Palamon  was  laid. 
Full  little  thought  of  him  the  gentle  knight,  a 
Who  flying  death  had  there  conceal'd  his  night,  ^ 
In  brakes  and  brambies  hid,  and  fliunning  mor-  i 

tal  light  i  ) 

And  lefs  he  knew  him  for  his  hated  foe, 
But  fear'd  him  as  a  man  he  did  not  know, 
But  as  it  has  been  laid  of  ancient  years, 
That  fields  are  full  of  eyes,  and  woods  have  ears  j 
For  this  the  wife  are  ever  on  their  guard  j 
For  unforefeen,  they  fay,  is  unprepar'd. 
Uncautious  Arcite  thought  himfelf  alone, 
And  lefs  than  all  fufpected  Palamon, 
Who  lift'ning  heard  him,  while  he  fearch'd  the 
And  ioudly  fung  his  roundelay  of  love  ;  (grove/ 
But  on  the  fudden  ltopp'd,  and  i.knr  :.ood, 
As  lovers  often  mufe,  and  chauge  their  mood  ; 
Now  high  as  heaven,  and  then  as  low  as  hell  j 
Now  up,  now  down,  as  buckf  r  -.  11 ; 

For  Venus,  like  her  day,  will  c!:.:  :        •    cUeer,* 
And  feldom  lhall  we  lee  a  Friday  d 
Thus,  Arcite,  having  fung,  with  aite.'d  hue 
Sunk  on  the  ground,  and  from  his  bofom  drew 
A  defp'rate  figh,  accufmg  Heaven  and  Fate, 
And  angry  Juno's  unrelenting  hate. 
Curs'd  be  the  day  when  firll  I  did  appear !      ~\ 
Let  it  be  blotted  from  the  calendar,        [year,> 
Left  it  pollute  the  month,  and  poifon  all  the} 
Still  will  the  jealous  Queen  purfue  our  race? 
Cadmus  is  dead,  the  Theban  city  was  : 
Yet  ceafes  not  her  hate ;  for  all  who  come 
From  Cadmus  are  involv'd  in  Cadmus1  doom. 
1  fuffer  for  my  blood:  unjuft  decree  ! 
That  punimes  another's  crime  on  me. 
In  mean  eftate  I  ferve  my  mortal  foe, 
The  man  who  caus'd  my  country's  overthrow. 
This  is  not  all  ;  for  Juno,  to  my  fhame,  ^ 

Has  fore'd  me  to  forfake  my  former  name  j     £ 
Arcite  I  was,  Philoftratus  I  am.  j 

That  lide  of  heaven  is  all  my  enemy  ; 
Mars  I'uin'd  Thebes,  his  mother  ruin'd  me. 
Of  all  the  royal  race  remains  but  one 
Belides  myleil,  th'  unhappy  Palamon, 
Whom  Theieus  holds  in  bonds,  and  will  not  free} 
Withrut  a  crime,  except  his  kin  to  me. 
Yet  thefe,  and  all  the  reft,  I  could  endure; 
Eut  Love's  a  malady  without  a  cure; 
Fierce  Love  has  piere'd  me  with  his  fiery  dart  j 
He  fires  within,  and  hifies  at  my  heart. 
Your  eyes,  fair  Emily,  my  fate  purfue ; 
I  fuffer  for  the  reft,  I  die  for  you. 
Of  luch  a  Goddefs  no  time  leaves  record, 
Who  burifd  the  tempie  where  flie  was  ador'd: 
And  let  it  burn,  I  never  will  complain  ; 
Pleas'd  with  my  faff  'rings,  if  you  knew  mypain. 

At  this  a  ftckiy  quaim  bis  heart  aifail  "d, 
His  esrs  ring  inward,  and  his  lenfes  fail'd. 
No  word  mifs'd  Palamon  of  all  he  (poke, 
But  foon  to  deadly  pale  he  chans-'d  his  look: 

He 
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He  trembled  every  limb,  and  felt  a  fmart, 
As  it"  cold  fteel  had  glided  through  his  heart; 
No  longer  ftaid ;  but,  Halting  from  his  place, 
Difcover'd  ftood,  and  fhew'd  his  hoftile  face. 
Falfe  traitor,  Arcite,  traitor  to  thy  blood, 
Bound  by  thy  f acred  oath  to  feek  my  good, 
Now  art  thou  found  forfworn  for  Emily, 
And  dar'it  attempt  her  love  for  whom  I  die. 
So  haft  thou  cheated  Thefeus  with  a  wile, 
Againft  thy  vow,  returning  to  beguile 
Under  a  borrow'd  name ;  as  falfe  to  me, 
So  falfe  thou  art  to  him  who  fet  thee  free : 
But  reft  afTur'd  that  either  thou  fhalt  die, 
Or  elfe  renounce  thy  claim  in  Emily: 
For  though  unarm'd  1  am,  and  (freed  by  chance) 
Am  here  without  my  fword  or  pointed  lance, 
Hope  not,  bafe  man,  unqueftion'd  hence  to  go ; 
For  I  am  Palamon,  thy  mortal  foe. 

Arcite,  who  heard  his  tale,  and  knew  the  man, 
His  fword  unfheath'd,  and  fiercely  thus  ■'began : 
Now  by  the  Gods  who  govern  heaven  above, 
Wert  thou  not  weak  with  hunger,  mad  with 

love, 
That  word  had  been  thy  laft,  or  in  this  grove 
This  hand  fhould  force  thee  to  renounce  thylove, 
The  furety  which  I  gave  thee,  I  defy :  \ 

Fool,  not  to  know  that  love  endures  no  tie  j      5 
And  Jove  but  laughs  at  lovers'  perjury.  j 

Know,  I  will  ferve  the  fair  in  thy  defpite; 
But  fince  thou  art  my  kinfman  and  a  knight, 
Here,  have  my  faith,  to-morrow  in  this  grove 
Our  arms  fhall  plead  the  titles  of  our  love : 
And  Heaven  fo  help  my  right,  as  I  alone 
Will  come,  and  keep  the  caufeand  quarrel  both 

unknown, 
With  arms  of  proof  both  for  myfelf  and  thee ; 
Choofe  thou  the  belt,  and  leave  the  worft  to  me. 
And,  that  a  better  cafe  thou  mayft  abide, 
Bedding  and  clothes  I  will  this  night  provide, 
And  needful  fuftenance,  that  thou  mayft  be 
A  conqueft  better  won,  and  worthy  me. 
His  promife  Palamon  accepts  ;  but  pray'd 
To  keep  it  better  than  the  firft  he  made. 
Thus  fair  they  parted  till  the  morrow's  dawn ; 
For  each  had  laid  his  plighted  faith  to  pawn. 
Oh  Love  !  thou  fternly  doft  thy  pow'r  maintain,  \ 
And  wilt  not  bear  a  rival  in  thy  reign  ; 
Tyrants  and  thou  all  fellowfhip  difdain.  J 

This  was  in  Arcite  prov'd,  and  Palamon  ; 
Both  in  defpair,  yet  each  would  love  alone. 
Arcite  return'd,  and,  as  in  honour  tied, 
His  foe  with  bedding  and  with  food  fupplied  ; 
Then,  ere  the  day,  two  fuits  of  armour  fought, 
Which  borne  before  him  on  hisfteed  he  brought  i 
Both  were  of  mining  fteel,  and  wrought  fo  pure, 
As  might  the  ftrokes  of  two  fuch  arms  endure. 
Now  at  the  time,  and  in  th'  appointed  place, 
The  challenger  and  challenged,  face  to  face, 
Approach  ;  each  other  from  afar  they  knew, 
And  from  afar  their  hatred  chang'd  their  hue. 
So  ftands  the  Thracian  herdfman  with  his  fpear 
Full  in  the  gap,  and  hopes  tbe  hunted  bear; 
And  hears  him  ruftling  in  the  wood,  and  fees 
His  courfe  at  diftance  by  the  bending  trees ; 


And  thinks,  here  comes  my  mortal  enemy, 
And  either  he  mult  fall  in  fight,  or  I : 
This  while  he  thinks,  he  lifts  aloft  his  dart ;   \ 
A  gen'rous  chilnefs  feizes  ev'ry  part;  [heart. > 
The  veins  pour  back  the  blood,  and  fortify  the  > 
Thus  pale  theymeet,  their  eyeswith  fury  burn; 
None  greets,  for  none  the  greeting  will  return  ; 
But  in  dumb  furlinefs  eacharm'd  with  care 
His  foe  profeit,  as  brother  of  the  war: 
Then  both,  no  moment  loft,  at  once  advance 
Againiteach  other,  arm'd  with  fword  and  lance: 
They  lafh,  they  foin,  they  pafs,  they  itrive  to  bore 
Their  corflets,  and  the  thinneft  parts  explore. 
Thus  two  long  hours  in  equal  arms  they  ftood, 
And  wounded,  wound  ;  till  both  were  bath'd  in 
And  not  a  foot  of  ground  had  either  got,  [blood  j 
As  if  the  world  depended  on  the  fpot. 
Fell  Arcite  like  an  angry  tiger  far'd, 
And  like  a  lion  Palamon  appear'd : 
Or  as  two  boars  whom  love,  to  battle  draws, 
With  rifing  briftles,  and  with  frothy  jaws, 
Their  adverfe  breafts  with  tufks  oblique  they 

wound, 
With  grunts  and  groans  the  fore  ft  rings  around. 
So  fought  the  knights,  and  fighting  muft  abide, 
Tillfate  an  umpire  fends  their  diff 'rencetodecide. 
The  pow'r  that  mini  Iters  to  God's  decrees, 
And  executes  on  earth  what  Heaven  forefees, 
Call'd  providence,  or  chance,  or  fatal  fway, 
Comeswith  refiftlefs  force,  and  finds  or  makes  her 
Nor  kings,  nor  nations,  nor  united  pow'r,  [way. 
One  moment  can  retard  th'  appointed  hour. 
And  fome  one  day  fome  wond'rous  chance  ap. 

pears, 
Which  happen 'd  not  in  centuries  of  years  : 
For  fure  whate'er  we  mortals  hate,  or  love, 
Or  hope,  or  fear,  depends  on  pow'rs  above : 
They  move  our  appetites  to  good  or  ill, 
And'  by  forefight  neceflitate  the  will. 
In  Thefeus  this  appears,  whofe  youthful  joy 
Was  beaits  of  chace  in  forefts  todeftroy; 
This  gentle  knight,  infpir'd  by  jolly  May, 
Forfook  his  eafy  couch  at  early  day, 
And  to  the  wood  and  wilds  purfued  his  way. 
Befide  him  rode  Hippolita  the  queen, 
And  Emily  attir'd  in  lively  green, 
With  horns,  and  hounds,  and  all  the  tuneful  cry, 
To  hunt  a  royal  hart  within  the  covert  nigh  : 
And  as  he  follow'd  Mars  before,  fo  now 
He  ferves  the  goddefs  of  the  fdver  bow. 
The  way  that  Thefeus  took  was  to  the  wood 
Where  the  two  knights  in  cruel  battle  ftood  : 
The  lawn  on  which  they  fought,  th'  appointed 

place 
In  which  the  uncoupled  hounds  began  the  chace. 
Thither  forth-right  he  rode  to  roufe  the  prey, 
That  fliaded  by  the  fern  in  harbour  lay ; 
And,  thence  diflodg'd,  was  wont  to  leave  the 

wood 
For  open  fields,  and  crofs  the  cryftal  flood, 
Approach'd,  and  looking  underneath  the  fun$ 
He  faw  proud  Arcite  and  fierce  Palamon 
In  mortal  battle  doubling  blow  on  blow, 
Like  lightning  fiam'd  their  faukhions to  and  fro, 

And 
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And  (hot  a  dreadful  gleam;  Co  ftrong-they  ftruck,  |  By  Mars,  the  patron  of  my  arms,  you  die. 
There  feem'd  leis  force  requir'd  to  fell  an  oak:    j  He  faid ;  dumb  forrow  feizV  aders-by. 


He  gaz'd  with  wonder  on  their  equal  might, 
Look'd  eager  on,  but  knew  not  either  knight : 
Refolv'd  to  learn,  he  fpurr'd  his  fiery  deed 
With  goring  rowels  to  provoke  his  lpeed. 
The  minute  ended  that  began  the  race, 
So  foon  he  was  betwixt  them  on  the  place  j 
And  with  his  fword  unftieath'd.  on  pain  of  life, 
Commands  both  combatants  to  ceafe  their  ftrife  : 
Then  with  imperious  tone  purfues  his  threat — 
What  are  you  ?  why  in  arms  together  met  ? 
How  dares  your  pride  prefume  againft  my  laws, 
As  in  a  lifted  field,  to  fight  your  caufe  ? 
Unafk'd  the  royal  grant ;  no  marlhal  by, 
As  knightly  rites  require,  nor  judge  to  try  ! 
Then  Palamon,  with  fcarce  recover' d  breath, 


The  queen  above  the  reft,  by  nature  good 
(The  pattern  form'd  of  perfccl  womanhood), 
For  tender  pity  w  ept:  when  (lie  began, 
Thro'  the  bright  quire  th'  infectious  virtue  ran. 
All  dropp'd  their  tears,  ev'n    the    contended 

maid ; 
And  thus  among  tbemfelves  they  foftly  faid :      r 
What  eyes  can  (lifter  trys  unworthy  fight: 
Two  youths  of  royal  blood,  renown'd  in  fight, 
The  mafterlhip  of  heaven  in  face  and  mind, 
And  lovers  far  beyond  their  faithlefs  kind  : 
See  their  wide  dreaming  wounds  j  they  neither 

came 
For  pride  of  empire,  nor  defire  of  fame. 
Kings  fight  for  kingdoms,  madmen  for  applaufe : 


Thus  hafty  fpoke  :  We  both  deferve  the  death,  j  But  love  for  love  alone  ;  that  crowns  the  lover's 
And  both  would  die ;  for  look  the  world  around,  caufe. 

A  pair  fo  wretched  is  not  to  be  found  :  This  thought,  which  ever  bribes  the  beauteous 

Our  life  's  a  load  ;  encumber"d  with  the  charge,  i  Such  pity  wrought  in  ev'ry  lady's  mind,  [kind, 
We  long  to  fet  th'  imprifon'd  foul  at  large.  j  They  left  their  fteeds,and,  proltrate  on  the  place, 
Now  as  thou  art  a  fov'reign  judge,  decree  1  From  thefiercekingimplor1d  the  offenders1  grace. 
The  rightful  doom  of  death  to  him  and  me;     >       He  paus'd  awhile,  flood  lilent  in  his  mood 

ty.) 


Let  neieher  find  thy  grace,  for  grace  is  cruelty 
Me  firft,  oh  kill  me  firft,  and  cure  my  woe  ; 
Then  fheath  the  fword  of  juftice  on  my  foe  : 
Or  kill  him  firft ;  for  when  his  name  is  heard, 
He  foremoft  will  receive  his  due  reward. 
Arcite  of  Thebes  is  he,  thy  mortal  foe, 
On  whom  thy  grace  did  liberty  bellow ; 
But  firft  contracted,  that  if  ever  found 
By  day  or  night  upon  th1  Athenian  ground, 
His  head  (hould  pay  the  forfeit ;  fee  returned 
The  perjur'd  knight,hisoath  and  honour  fcorn'd. 
For  this  is  he  who,  with  a  borrowed  name 
And  proffer' d  fervice,  to  thy  palace  came, 
Now  call'd  Philoftratus  ;  retain'd  by  thee, 
A  traitor  trufted,  and  in  high  degree, 
Afpiring  to  the  bed  of  beauteous  Emily. 
My  part  remains  ;  from  Thebes  my  birth  I  own, 
And  call  myfelf  th"  unhappy  Palamon. 
Think  me  not  like  that  man  ;  lince  no  difgrace 
Can  force  me  to  renounce  the  honour  or  my 

race. 
Know  me  for  what  I  am  :  I  broke  my  chain, 
Nor  promis'd  I  thy  pris'ner  to  remain  : 
The  love  of  liberty  with  life  is  given  ; 
And  life  itfelf  th'  inferior  gift  of  Heaven. 
Thus  without  crime  I  fled  ;  but  farther  know, 
I  with  this  Arcite  am  thy  mortal  foe  : 
Then  give  me  death,  fince  I  thy  life  purfue; 
For  fafeguard  of  tnyfelf,  death  is  my  due. 
More  wouldft  thou  know  ?  I  love  bright  Emily, 
And  for  he'r  fake  and  in  her  fight  will  die  : 
But  kill  my  rival  too;  for  he  no  lefs  ~\ 

Deferves ;  and  I  thy  righteous  doom  will  blefs,  *. 
AiTur'd  that  what  I  lofe  he  never  (hall  poflefs.  ) 
To  this  replied  the  ftern  Athenian  prince, 
And  fourly  fmii'd — In  owning  your  offence, 
You  judge  yourfelf ;  and  I  but  keep  record 
In  place  of  law,  while  you  pronounce  the  word. 
Take  your  defert,  the  death  you  have  decreed  ; 
I  feal  your  doom,  and  ratify  the  deed: 


(For  yet  his  rage  was  boiling  in  his  blood)  ; 
But  foon  his  tender  mind  th'  impreffion  felt, 
(As  fofteft  metals  are  not  (low  to  melt, 
And  pity  fooneft  runs  in  fofteft  minds)  : 
Then  reafons  with  himfelf ;  and  firft  he  finds 
His  paffion  call  a  mill  before  his  fenfe, 
And  either  made  or  magnified  th'  offence. 
Offence?  of  what?  to  whom?  who  judg'd  the 

caufe  ? 
The  pris'ner  freed  himfelf  by  nature's  laws : 
Born  free,  he  fought  his  right :  the  man  he  freed 
Was  perjur'd;  but  his  love  excus'd  the  deed: 
Thus  pond'ring,  he  look'd  under  with  his  eyes, 
And  law  the  women's  tears,  and  heard  their 

cries, 
! Which  mov'd  companion  more:  he  (hook  his 
And,  foftly  fighing,  to  himfelf  he  faid :     [head, 
Curie  on  th'  unpardoning  prince,  whom  tears 
can  draw 
To  no  remorfe,  who  rules  by  lions'  law; 
And  deaf  to  prayers,  by  no  fubmiffion  bow'd, 
Rends  all  alike,  the  penitent  and  proud ! 
At  this  with  look  ferene,  he  rais'd  his  head: 
Reafon  refum'd  her  place,  and  pallion  fled  : 
Then  thus  aloud  he  (poke :  The  pow'r  of  love, 
In  earths,  and  feas,  and  air,  and  heaven  above, 
Rules,  unrefifted,  with  an  awful  nod; 
By  daily  miracles  declar'd  a  God  : 
He  blinds  the  wife,  gives  eye-light  to  the  blind  ; 
And  moulds  and  (tamps  anew  the  lover's  mind. 
Behold  that  Arcite,  and  this  Palamon, 
Freed  from  my  fetters,  and  in  (afety  gone, 
What  hinder' d  either  in  their  native  (oil 
At  cafe  to  reap  the  harveft  of  their  toil ; 
But  Love,  their  lord,  didotherwife  ordain, 
And  brought  them  in  their  own  defoite  again, 
To  fufter  death  deferv'd  ;  for  well  they  know 
'Tis  in  my  pow'r,  and  I  their  dendly  foe  ; 
The  proverb  holds,  that  to  be  wife  and  love, 
Is  hardly  granted  to  the  God*  above 
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See  how  the  madmen  bleed  :  behold  the  gains 
"With  which  their  mafter,  Love,  rewards  their 
For  Ceven  long  years,  on  duty  ev'ry  day,  [pains; 
Lo  their  obedience,  and  their  monarch's  pay  : 
Yet,  as  in  duty  bound,  they  ferve  him  on ; 
And,  afk  the  fools,  they  think  it  wifely  donej 
Nor  eafe,  nor  wealth,  nor  life  itfelf  regard, 
For  'tis  their  maxim,  love  is  love's  reward. 
This  is  not  all ;  the  fair  for  whom  they  ftrove 
Nor  knew  before,  nor  could  fufpect,  their  love; 
Nor  thought,  when  (he  beheld  the  fight  from  far, 
Her  beauty  was  the  occafion  of  the  war. 
Bu4:  fure  a  gen'ral  doom  on  man  is  paft, 
And  all  are  fools  and  lovers  firilor  laft: 
This  both  by  others  and  myfelf  I  know, 
For  I  have  ferv'd  their  fov'reign  long-ago; 
Qft  have  been  caughtwithin  the  winding  train  \ 
Of  female  fnares,  and  felt  the  lover's  pain,      ( 
And  learn'd  how  far  the  God  can  human  hearts  I 
con  ft  rain.  ,  J 

To  this  remembrance,  and  the  pray'rs  of  thofe 
Who  for  th'  offending  warriors  interpofe, 
I  give  their  forfeit  lives  ;  on  this  accord, 
To  do  me  homage  as  their  fov'reign  lord  j 
And  as  my  vaffals,  to  their  utmoit  might, 
Affift  my  perfon,  and  allert  my  right. 
Thisfreelyfworn,theknights  their  grace  obtain'd, 
Then  thus  thekinghis  (ecret  thoughts  explain'd: 
If  wealth,  or  honour,  or  a  royal  race, 
Or  each,  or  all,  may  win  a  lady's  grace, 
Then  either  of  you  knights  may  well  deferve 
A  princefs  born ;  and  Inch  is  (he  you  ferve : 
For  Emily  is  filter  to  the  crown, 
And  but  too  well  to  both  her  beauty  known: 
Bui  mould  you  combat  till  you  both  were  dead, 
Two  lovers  cannot  (hare  a  (ingle  bed: 
As  therefore  both  are  equal  in  degree, 
The  lot  of  both  be  left  to  deftiny. 
Now  hear  the  award,  and  happy  may  it  prove 
To  her,  and  him  who  belt  deferves  her  love ! 
Depart  from  hence  in  peace,  and  free  as  air 
Search  the  wide  world,  and  where  you  pleafe 

repair  5 
But  on  the  day  when  this  returning  fun 
To  the  fame  point  through  ev'ry  fign  has  nm, 
Then  each  ofyou  his  hundred  knights  (ball  bring, 
In  royal  lifts,  to  fight  before  the  kin^j 
And  then  the  knight  whom  fate  or  happy  chance 
Shall  with  his  friends  to  viclory  advance, 
And  grace  his  arms  fo  far  in  equal  fight 
From  out  the  bars  to  force  his  oppofite, 
Or  kill,  or  make  him  recreant  on  the  plain, 
The  prize  of  valour  and  of  love  (hall  gain; 
The  y,anqui(h'd  party  (hall  their  claim  releafe, 
And  the  long  jars  conclude  in  lading  peace. 
Tl  e  charge  be  mine  t'  adorn  the  chofen  ground, 
The  theatre  of  war,  for  champions  fo  renown'd. 
And  take  the  patron's  place  of  either  knight,  > 
With  eyes  impartial  to  behold  the  fight :  > 

A  nd  heaven  of  me  fojudgeas  I  (hall  judge  aright! ) 
If  both  are  fittisfied  with  this  accord, 
Swear  by  the  laws  of  knighthood  on  my  fword. 
Who  now  but  Palamon  exults  with  joy  ? 
And  ravifn'4  Arcite  feems  to  touch  the  (ky  ; 


The  whole  afiembled  troop  was  pleas 'd  as  well ; 
Extol  th'  award,  and  on  their  knees  they  fell 
To  blefs  the  gracious  kjng.     The  knights  with 
leave  [ceive  j 

Departing  from  the  place,  his  laft  commands  re- 
On  Emily  with  equal  ardour  look, 
And  from  her  eyes  their  jnfpiration  took: 
From  thence  toThebes'old  walls  purfue  theirway, 
Each  to  provide  his  champions  for  the  day. 

It  might  be  deem'd,  on  our  hiftorian's  part, 
Or  too  much  negligence,  or  want  of  art, 
If  he  forgot  the  vaft  magnificence 
Of  royal  Thefeus,  and  his  large  expence. 
He  firft  inclos'd  for  lifts  a  level  ground, 
The  whole  circumference  a  mile  around  ;  " 
The  form  was  circular ;  and  all  without 
A  trench  was  funk,  to  moat  the  place  about. 
Within  an  amphitheatre  appear'd, 
Rais'd  in  degrees,  to  fixty  paces  rear'd  : 
That,  whe,n  a  man  was  plac'd  in  one  degree, 
Height  was  allow'd  for  him  above  to  fee. 

Eaftward  was  built  a  g:\te  of  marble  white  j 
The  like  adorn'd  the  weilern  oppofite. 
A  nobler  object  than  this  fabric  was 
Rome  never  fawr,  nor  of  fo  vaft  a  fpace : 
For,  rich  with  fpoils  of  many  a  conquer'd  land* 
All  arts  and  artifts  Thefeus  could  command: 
Who  fold  for  hire,  or  wrought  for  better  fame, 
The  mafter-painters  and  the  Carvers  came. 
So  rofe  within  the  compafs  of  the  year 
An  age's  work,  a  glorious  theatre. 
Then  o'er  its  eaftern  gate  was  rais'd  above 
A  temple,  facred  to  the  queen  of  love; 
An  altar  flood  below  :  on  either  1  and      [wand. 
A  prieit  with  rofes  crown'd,  who  held  a  myrtle 

The  dome  of  Mars  was  on  the  gate  oppos'd, 
And  on  the  north  a  turret  was  inclos'd, 
Within  the 'wall  of  aJabafter  white,  \ 

And  crimfon  coral  for  the  queen  of  night,      T- 
Who  takes  in  fylvan  fports  her  chafte  delight. 3 

Within  thefe  oratories  might  you  fee 
Rich  carvings,  portraitures,  and  imagery  : 
Where  e'ery  figure  to  the  life  exprefs'd 
The  godhead's  pow'r  to  whom  it  was  addrefs'd. 
In  Venus'  temple,  on  the,  fides  were  feen 
The  broken  (lumbers  of  enamour'd  men, 
Pray'rs  that  e'en  fpoke,  and  pity  feem'd  to  call, 
And  ifiuing  (ighs  that  fmok'd  along  the  wall. 
Complaints,  and  hot  defires,  the  lover's  hell, 
And  fcalding  tears  that  wore  a  channel  where  they 

fell : 
And  all  around  were  nuptial  bonds,  the  ties  "* 
Of  love's  afiurance,  and  a  train  of  lies, 
That,  made  in  lull,  conclude  in  perjuries.       j 
Beauty,  and  youth,  and  wealth,  and  luxury, 
And  (prightly  hope,  and  (hort-enduring  joy ; 
And  forceries  to  raife  th'  infernal  pow'rs, 
And  (igils  fram'd  in  planetary  hours : 
Expence,  and  after-thought,  arid  idle  care, 
And  doubts  of  motley  hue,  arta  dark  defpair'; 
Suspicions,  and  fantaftical  furmife, 
And  jealoufy  furfus'd  with  jaundice  in  her  eyes, 
Difcolouring  all  (lie  view'd,  in  tawny  dreft; 
Down-look'd,  and  with  a  cuckow  on  her  fill. 

Oppos"*! 
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Liia  jooie  array,  iat  port  re  is  juicucis: 

'here,  by  the  fount,  Narciflus  pin*d  alone  j    ^ 

'here  Sampfon  was,  with  wifer  Solomon, 

.nd  all  the  mighty  names  by  Love  undone,  j 


Oppos'd  to  her,  on  t'  other  fide  advance 
The  coftly  feaft,  the  carol,  and  the  dance, 
Minilrels  and  mufic,  poetry  and  play, 
And  balls  by  night,  and  tournaments  by  day. 
All  thefe  were  painted  on  the  Avail,  and  more  j 
With  acls  and  monuments  of  times  before: 
And  others  added  by  prophetic  doom, 
And  lovers  yet  unborn,  and  loves  to  come: 
For  there  th'  Idalian  mount  and  Citheron, 
The  court  of  Venus  was  in  colours  drawn: 
Before  the  palace. gate,  in  carelefs  drefs, 
And  Joofe  array,  fat  portrefs  Jdlenefs 
The 
The 

And  all  the  mighty  names  by 
Medea's  charms  were  there,  Circean  feafts, 
Withbowlsthatturn'denamour'dye>uthstobeafts. 
Here  might  be  feen,  that  beauty,  wealth,  and  wit, 
And  prowefV,  to  the  pow'r  ot  love  fubmit : 
The  fpreading  fnare  for  ail  mankind  is  laid: 
And  lovers  all  betray,  and  are  betray'd. 
The  GoddefV  felf  fome  noble  hand  had  wrought ; 
Smiling  me  feem'd,  and  full  of  plealing  thought: 
From  Ocean  as  fhe  firft  began  to  rife, 
Andfmooth'dthe  ruffled  feasand  clear'dthe  fkies ; 
She  trod  the  brine  all  bare  above  the  breaft, 
And  the  green  waves  but  ill  conceal'd  the  reft  j 
A  lute  ihe  held  ;  and  on  her  head  was  feen 
A  wreath  of  rofes  red,  and  myrtles  green  j 
Her  turtles  fann'd  the  buxom  air  above, 
And,  by  his  mother,  flood  an  infant  Love. 
With  wings  unnedg'd,  his  eyes  were  banded"} 
His  hands  a  bow,  his  back  a  quiver  bore,  [o'er${ 
Supplied  with  arrows  bright  and  keen,  a  deadly  i 

(lore.  ) 

But  in  the  dome  of  mighty  Mars  the  red 
With  diff 'rent  figures  all  the  fides  were  fpread; 
This  temple,  lefs  in  form,  with  equal  grace, 
Was  imitative  of  the  firft  in  Thrace  : 
For  that  cold  region  was  the  lov'd  abode, 
And  fov'reign  manlion,  of  the  warrior  god. 
The  landfcape  was  a  forell  wide  and  bare, 
Where  neither  beaft  nor  human  kind  repair  j 
The  fowl,  that  fcent  afar,  the  borders  fly, 
And  fhun  the  bitter  blaft,andwheel  about  theflcy. 
A  cake  of  fcurf  lies  baking  on  the  ground  $ 
And  prickly  ftubs  inftead  of  trees  are  found  ; 
Or  woods  with  knots  and  knares  deform'd  and 

old, 
Headlefs  the  mod,  and  hideous  to  behold; 
A  rattling  tempelt  through  the  branches  went, 
That  ftripp'd  them  bare,  and  one  fole  way  they 

bent, 
Heaven  froze  above  fevere,  the  clouds  congeal, 
And  through   the  cryftal  vault  appear'd  the 

Handing  hail ; 
Such  was  the  face  without :  a  mountain  flood 
Threat 'ning  from  high,  andoverlook'd  the  wood. 
Beneath  the  low'ring  brow,  and  on  a  bent, 
The  temple  flood  of  Mars  armipotent : 
The  frame  of  burnifh'd  fteel,  that  cafl  a  glare 
From  far,  and  feem'd  to  thaw  the  freezing  air. 
Aftraightlong  entry  to  the  temple  led, 
Blind  with  high  walls,  and  horror  over  head : 


ler£ 


Thence  iflued  fuch  a  blafl  and  hollow  roar, 
As  threatened  from  the  hinge  to  heave  the  door. 
In  through  that  door  a  northern  light  there  fhone; 
'Twas  all  it  had,  for  windows  there  were  none. 
The  gate  was  adamant ;  eternal  frame  ! 
Which,  hew'd  by  Mars  himfelf,  from   Indian 

quarries  came, 
The  labour  of  a  God  ;  and  all  along 
Tough  iron   plates  were  clench'd  to  make  it 
A  tun  about  was  ev'ry  pillar  there  :       [ftrong. 
A  polifh'd  mirror  fhone  not  half  fo  clear. 
There  law  I  how  the  fecret  felon  wrought, 
And  treafon  lab'ring  in  the  traitor's  thought 
And  midwife  Time  the  ripen'd  plot  to  murder  | 

brought. 

There  the  red  anger  dar'd  the  pallid  fear  j 
Next  flood  hypocrify  with  holy  leer, 
Soft  fmiling,  and  demurely  looking  down, 
But  hid  the  dagger  underneath  the  gown  : 
Th'  afiaflinating  wife,  the  houfehold  fiend  ; 
And,  far  the  blackeft  there,  the  traitor  friend. 
On  t'  other  fide,  there  flood  deftruclion  bare, 
Unpunifli'd  rapine,  and  a  wafle  of  war; 
Contefl,with  fharpen'd  knives,  in  cloiflers  drawn, 
And  all  with  blood  befpread  the  holy  lawn. 
Loud  menaces  were  heard,  and  foul  difgrace,  \ 
And  bawling  infamy,  in  language  bafe  j  f 

Till  fenfe  was  loft  in  found,  and  filence  fledf* 

the  place.  s 

The  flayer  of  himfelf  yet  faw  I  there, 
The  gore  congeal'd  was  clotted  in  his  hair  s 
With  eyes  halfclos'd  and  gaping  mouth  he  lay, 
And  grim  as  when  he  breath 'd  his  fullen  foul 
In  midft  of  all  the  dome  misfortune  fat,  [away. 
And  gloomy  difcontent,  and  fell  debate, 
And  madnefs  laughing  in  his  ireful  mood; 
Andarm'd  complaint  on  theft,  and  cries  of  blood. 
There  was  the  murder'd  corpfe,  in  covert  laid, 
And  violent  death  in  thoufand  fhapes  difplay'd : 
The  city  to  the  foldier's  rage  refign'd  ; 
Succefsiefs  wars,  and  poverty  behind : 
Ships  burnt  in  fight,  or  fore'd  on  rocky  fhores, 
And  the  rafh  hunter  ftrangled  by  the  boars  : 
The  new-born  babe,  by  nurfes  overlaid ;  [made. 
And  the  cook  caught  within  the  raging  fire  h 
All  ills  of  Mars's  Mature,  flame  andfleel ; 
The  gafping  charioteer  beneath  the  wheel 
Of  his  own  car  :  the  ruin'd  houle  that  falls, 
And  intercepts  her  lord  betwixt  the  walls  ; 
The  whole  divifion  that  to  Mars  pertains  $ 
All  trades  of  death  that  deal  in  fleel  for  gains 
Were  there  :  the  butcher,  armourer,  and  fmith, 
Who  forges  fharpen'd  faulchions,  or  the  fcythe. 
The  fcarlet  conquefl  on  a  tow'r  was  plac'd, 
With  fhouts  and  foldiers*  acclamations  grae'd: 
A  pointed  fword  hungthreat'ning  o'er  his  head 
Suftain'd  hut  by  a  flender  twine  of  thread. 
There  faw  I  Mars's  ides,  the  capitol, 
The  feer  in  vain  foretelling  Casfar's  fall ; 
The  laft  triumvirs,  and  the  wars  they  move, 
And  Anthony,  who  loft  the  world  for  love. 
Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  more,  the  fane  adorn  ; 
Their  fates  were  painted  ere  the  men  were 
born, 
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All  copied  from  the  heavens,  and  ruling  force 
Of  the  red  ftar,  in  his  revolving  courfe. 
The  form  of  Mars  high  on  a  chariot  ftood, 
All  (fceath'd  in  arms,  and  gruffly  lookM  the  God : 
Two  geomantic  figures  were  difplayM  ^ 

Above  his  head,  a  warrior  and  a  maid  ; 
One  when  direct,  and  one  when  retrograde.     ) 

Tir'd  with  deformities  of  death,  I  halte 
To  the  third  temple  of  Diana  chalte. 
A  fylvan  fcene  with  various  greens  Was  drawn, 
Shades  on  the  fides  and  on  the  miclit  a  lawn: 
The  filver  Cynthia,  with  her  nymphs  around, 
Purfued  the  flying  deer,  the  wocds  with  horns 
Calilto  there  ftood  manifeft  of  fhame,  [relbund  : 
And,  turned  a  bear,  the  northern  ftar  became : 
Her  fon  was  next,  and  by  peculiar  grace 
In  the  cold  circle  held  the  fecond  place  : 
The  ftag  Acleon  in  the  ftream  had  fpied 
The  naked  huntrefs,  and,  for  feeing,  died  : 
His  hounds,  unknowing  of  his  change,  purlue 
The  chace,  and  their  miftaken  mafter  flew. 
Peneian  Daphne  too  was  there  to  fee, 
Apollo's  love  before,  and  now  his  tree: 
Th'adjoiningfaneth'aftembled  G  reeks  exprefs'd, 
And  hunting  of  the  Caledonian  beaft. 
Oenides''  valour,  and  his  envied  prize  j 
The  fatal  pow'r  of  Atalanta's  eyes  ; 
Diana's  vengeance  on  the  victor  lhewn, 
The  murd'refs  mother,  and  confirming  fon  j 
The  Volfcian  queen  extended  on  the  plain  $ 
The  treafon  puninYd,  and  the  traitor  flain. 
The  reft  were  various  huntings,  well  delLn'd, 
And  favage  beafts  deilroy'd,  of  ev'ry  kind. 
The  graceful  goddefs  was  array  M  in  green  ;    \ 
About  her  feet  were  little  beagles  leen,  ( 

That  watchM  with  upward  eyes  the  motions  ( 

of  their  queen. 
Her  legs  were  bulkinM,  and  the  left  before, 
In  act  to  fhoot;  a  filver  bow  fhe  bore, 
And  at  her  back  a  painted  quiver  wore.  j 

She  trod  a  waxing  moon,  that  foon  would  wane, 
And.  drinking  borrow'd  light,  be  fiH'd  again ; 
With  downcaft  eyes,  as  feeming  to  furvey 
The  dark  dominions,  her  alternate  fway. 
Before  her  ftood  a  woman  in  her  throes. 
And  calTd  Lucina'said,  her  burden  to  difclofe. 
All  thefe  the  painter  drew  with  fuch  command, 
That  Nature  fnatch'd  the  pencil  from  his  hand, 
Afham'd  and  angry  that  his  art  could  fejgn 
And  mend  the  tortures  of  a  mother's  pain. 
Thefeus  beheld  the  fanes  of  ev'ry  God, 
And  thought  his  mighty  coft  was  well  beftow'd. 
So  princes  now  their  poets  mould  regard  5 
But  few  can  write,  and  fewer  can  reward. 
The  theatre  thus  rais'd,  the  lilts  inclos'd, 
And  all  with  vaft  magnificence  dispos'd, 
We  leave  the  monarch  pleas\l,  and  hafte  to  bring 
The  knights  to  combat,  and  their  arms  to  fing. 
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The  day  approached  when  Fortune  mould 
decide 
Th1  important  anterprife,  and  give  the  bride  j 


For  now  the  rivals  round  the  world  had  fought, 
And  each  his  number,  well  appointed,  brought. 
The  nations  far  and  near  contend  in  choice, 
And  fend  the  flow'r  of  war  by  public  voice  j 
That  after,  or  before,  were  never  known 
Such  chiefs,  as  each  an  army  feenrfd  alone : 
Beiide  the  chain ;Vions,  all  of  high  degree, 
Who  knighthood  lov'd  and  deeds  of  chivalry, 
Throng'd  to  the  lifts,  and  envied  to  behold 
The  names  of  others,  not  their  own,  enrolled. 
Nor  feems  it  ftrangc;  for  ev'ry  noble  knight  j 
Who  loves  the  fair,  and  is  endued  with  might,  > 
In  fuch  a  quarrel  would  be  proud  to  fight.      J 
There  breathes  not  fcarceaman  onBritifh  ground 
(  An  ifle  for  love  and  arms  of  old  renown'd) 
But  would  have  Ibid  his  life  to  purchale  fame, 
To  Palamon  or  Arcite  lent  his  name: 
And  had  the  land  fele&ed  of  the  belt,    [the  reft. 
HalT had  come  hence,  and  let  the  world  provide 
A  hundred  knights  with  Palamon  there  came, 
Approved  in  fight,  and  men  of  mighty  name  ; 
Their  arms  were  lev'ral,  as  their  nations  were, 
i  But  furnifVd  all  alike  with  fword  and  fpear. 
Some  wore  coat-armour  imitating  frale; 
Andnext  theirfkinswereftubbom  mirtsofmailj 
Some  wore  a  breaft-plate  and  a  light  juppon, 
Their  horfes  clotlfd  with  rich  caparifon  \ 
Some  for  defence  would  leathern  bucklers  ufe 
Of  folded  hides,  and  others  Ihields  of  pruce  i 
One  hung  a  pole-ax  at  his  faddle-bow, 
And  one  a  heavy  mace  to  ftun  the  foe; 
One  for  his  legs  and  knees  provided  well, 
!  With  jambeaux  armband  double  plates  of  fteel: 
i  This  on  his  helmet  wore  a  lady's  glove, 
I  And  that  a  fleeve  embroidered  by  his  love. 
j  With  Palamon,  above  the  reft  in  place,  } 

j  Lycurgus  came,  the  liirly  king  of  Thrace  5        > 
\   Black  was  his  beard,  and  manly  was  his  face  ;  J 
The  balls  of  his  broad  eyes  roll'd  in  his  head, 
And  glarYi  betwixt  a  yellow  and  a  red  : 
He  look'd  a  lion  with  a  gloomy  ftare, 
And  o'er  his  eye-brows  hung  his  matted  hair : 
Big-bonM,  and  large  ef  limbs,  with  h*news  ftrong, 
Broad-lhoulder'd,  and  his  arms  were  round  arid 

!onS- 
Four  milk-white  bulls  (theThracian  ufe  of  old) 

Were  yokM  to  draw  his  car  of  burnifhM  gold. 

Upright  he  llood,  and  bore  aloft  his  fhield, 

Confpicuous  from  afar,  and  overlooked  the  field. 

His  furcoat  was  a  bear-ikin  on  his  back  ; 

His  hair  hung  long  behind,and  glolfy  raven  black. 

His  ample  forehead  bore  a  coronet 

With  fparkling  diamonds  and  with  rubies  fet: 

Ten  brace,and  more,  of  greyhounds,  fnowyfair  \ 

And  tall  as  ftags,  ranloofe,  andcouiVdaroundf 


his  chair. 


[bear: 


A  match  for  pards  in  flight,  in  grappling  for  the  J 
With  golden  muzzlcsalltheirmouthswerebound, 
And  collars  of  the  fame  their  necks  furround. 
Thus  thro'  the  field  Lycurgus  took  his  way  j 
His  hundred  knights  attend  in  pomp  and  proud 

array. 
To  match  this  monarch,with  ftrong  Arcite  came 
Emeirius,  king  of  Inde,  a  mighty  name, 

On 
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t)n  a  bay  courfer,  goodly  to  behold,         [gold. 
Thetrappingsof  his  horfeadorn'dwith  barb tous 
Not  Mars  beftrode  a  iteed  with  greater  grace; 
His  i'u  re  oat  o'er  his  arms  was  cloth  of  Thrace, 
Adorn 'd  with  pearls,  all  orient,  round,  and  great  ; 
His  iaddie  was  of  gold,  with  emeralds  let. 
His  ihoulders  large  a  mantle  did  attire, 
With  rubies  thick,  and  fparkling  as  the  fire  : 
His  amber-coloured  locks  in  ringlets  run,  [fun. 
With  graceful  negligence,  and  {none  againft  the 
His  nofe  was  aquiline,  his  eyes  were  blue, 
Ruddy  his  lips,  and  frelh  and  fair  his  hue  : 
Some  fprinkled  freckles  on  his  face  were  feen, 
Whofe  dufk  let  off  the  whitcnefs  of  the  (kin; 
His  awful  prefence  did  the  crowd  furprue, 
Nor  durft  the  raih  ipeclator  meet  his  eyes  ; 
Eyes  that  confei's'd  him  born  for  kingly  fway, 
So  fierce,  they  flafn'd  intolerable  day. 
His  age  in  nature's  youthful  prime  appeared, 
And  j uft  began  to  bloom  his  yellow  beard. 
Whene'er  he  fpoke,  his  voice  was  heard  around, 
Lou  I  as  a  trumpet,  with  a  Giver  found. 
A  laurel  wreath 'd  his  temples,  frefh  and  green  ; 
And  myrtle  fprigs,  the  marks  of  love,weremix'd 
tJpon  his  fift  he  bore,  for  his  delight,    [between. 
An  eagle  well  reclaimed,  and  lily  white. 

His  hundred  knights  attend  him  to  the  war, 
All  amvd  for  battle,  lave  their  heads  were  bare. 
Words  and  devices  blaz'd  on  ev'ry  fhield, 
And  pleaiing  was  the  terror  of  the  field. 
For  kings  and  dukes,  and  baron  s,you  might  fee,  1 
Like  fparkling  ftars,though  diif  'rent  in  degiee.  * 
All  forth'  increafe  of  arms,and  loveof chivalry,  jj  In  love  to  be  thy  champion  and  thy  knight ; 
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There,  falling  on  his  knees  before  her  ihrine, 
He  thus  implor'd  with  pray'rs  her  pow'r  divine. 
Creator  Venus,  genial  pow'r  of  love, 
The  biifs  of  men  below,  and  gods  above  ! 
Beneath  the  Hiding  fun,  th  m  runn'ft  thy  race, 
Doit  fa  1  reft  ihine,  and  beft  oecome  thy  place. 
For  thee  the  winds  thsir  ealtern  blafts  forbear, 
Thy  month  reveals  the  faring,  and  opens  all  the 

year. 
Thee,  Goddefs,  thee  the  ftorms  of  winter  fly,  ~\ 
Earth  fmiles  with  now'rs  renewing,  laughs  thef 

Iky,  m  [apply.  1 

And  birds  to  lays  of  love  their  tuneful  notes  * 
For  thee  the  lion  loaths  the  talte  of  blood, 
And  roaring  hunts  hie  female  thro' the  wood  :  • 
For  thee  the  bulls  re- bellow  t'iro'  the  groves, 
And  tempt  the  Itream,  and  ihuif  their  abfent 

loves. 
'Tis  thine,  whate'eris  pleafant,  good  or  fair:  * 
Wi  nature  is  thy  province,  life  thy  care :  > 

rhou  rnad'ft  theworld,anddoiltheworldrepair.) 
Thou  giadder  of  the  mount  of  Cytheron, 
Increafe  of  Jove,  companion  of  the  fun  ; 
if  e'er  Adonis  touch'd  thy  tender  heart, 
Hive  pity,  Goddefs,  for  thou  know'ftthe  fmart. 
Alas  !  I  have  not  words  to  tell  my  grief; 
To  vent  my  forrow  would  be  fome  relief; 
Light  luff  'rings  give  us  leifure  to  complain  ; 
We  groan,  but  cannot  fpeak,  in  greater  pain. 
O  Goddefs,  tell  thyfelf  what  I  would  lay, 
Thou  kr.ow'it  it,  and  I  feel  too  much  to  pray. 
So  grant  my  fuit,  as  I  enforce  my  might, 


Before  the  king  tame  leopards  led  the  way, 
And  troops  of  lions  innocently  play. 
So  Bacchus  thro'  the  conquered  Indies  rode, 
AndbeaftsingambolsfriuVdbefore  the  honeitgod 

In  this  array  the  war  of  either  tide 
Through  Athens  pafs'd  with  military  pride. 
At  prime,  they  enter'd  on  the  Sunday  morn  ; 
Richtap'ftryfpreadtheftreetSjUndrlowYsthepoft: 
The  town  was  alia  jubilee,  of  ieaits  ;  [adorn 

So  Thefeus  wiii'd  in  honour  of  his  gueiis ; 
Himleif  with  open  arms  the  king  erabrae'd, 
Then  all  the  reft  in  their  degrees  were  g.ac'd. 
No  harbinger  was  needful  for  a  night, 
For  ev'ry  houfe  was  proud  to  lodge  a  knight. 

I  pafs  the  royal  treat,  nor  rauft  relate 
The  gifts  beftow'd,  nor  how  the  champions  fat ; 
Who  firft  orlaft,  or  how  the  knights  addreis'u 
Their  vows,  or  who  was-fairtft  at  the  feaft : 
Whofe  voice,  whofe  graceful  dance  did  molt  fur 

prife ; 
Soft  am'rous  fighs,  and  filent  love  of  eyes. 
The  rivals  call  my  Mule  another  way, 
To  ling  their  vigils  for  th'  enfuing  day. 
'Twas  ebbing  darknefs,  pair,  the  noon  of  night ; 
And  Phofpher  on  the  confines  of  the  light, 
Promised  the  fun,  ere  day  began  to  fpring  ;     "} 
The  tuneful  lark  already  ftrctch'd  her  wing,   f 
And,  flickering  on  hemeft,  made  ihort  eilavs{ 
to  fing ;  3 

When  wakeful  Palamon,  preventing  day,  \ 
Took  to  the  royal  lifts  his  early  way,  [pray.  J 
To  Yenus  at  her  fane,  in  her  own  houie  toi 


A  fervant  to  thy  fex,  a  ilave  to  thee, 
.A  foe  profeft  to  barren  chaftity. 
Nor  aik  I  fame  or  honour  of  the  field, 
Nor  chooie  I  more  to  vanquiih  than  to  yield: 
In  my  divine  Emilia  make  me  bleft, 
Let  rate,  or  partial  chance,  difpofe  the  reft  : 
Find  thou  the  manner,  and  the  means  prepare  5 
Pofleflion,  more  than  conquell,  is  my  care. 
Mars  is  the  warrior's  god;  in  him  it  lies, 
On  whom  he  favours  to  confer  the  prize ; 
With  imiling  afpecl:  you  ierenely  move 
In  your  fiith  orb,  and  rule  the  realm  of  love. 
The  iates  but  only  fpin  the  coarfer  clue,        * 
Tne  finest  or' the  wool  is  left  for  you. 
Sparc  me  but  one  (mail  portion  of  the  twine, 
And  let  the  lifters  cut  below  your  line: 
The  reft  among  the  rubbifn  may  they  fweep, 
Or  add  it  to  the  yarn  of  fome  old  mifer's  heap. 
But  if  you  this  ambitious  prayr  deny 
(A  wifh,  I  grant,  beyond  mortality), 
Then  let  me  iink  beneath  proud  Arcite's  arms, 
And  I,  once  dead,  let  him  poilefs  her  charms. 
Thus  ended  he  ;  then  with  obfervance  due 
The  iacred  incenfe  on  her  altar  threw  : 
The  curling  (moke  mounts  heavy  from  the  fires ; 
At  length  it  catches  flame,  and  in  a  blaze  expires  j 
At  once  the  gracious  Goddefs  gav.-e  the  figh, 
Her  itatue  ihook,  and  trembled  all  the  ihrine : 
Pleas'd  Palamon  the  tardy  omen  took  ; 
For,  fince  the  flames  purfued  the  trailing  fmok*, 
Heknewhisboonwas  granted;  but  the  day  [delay. 
To  diftance  driven,  and  joy  adjourn'd  with  lon^ 
Y  2.  Mow 
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Now  morn  with  rofy  light  had  ftreak'd  the  fky; 
Up  role  the  fun,  and  up  rofe  Emily  $ 
Addrefs'd  her  early  Heps  to  Cynthia's  fane, 
In  ftate  attended  by  her  maiden  train, 
"Who  bore  the  vefts  that  holy  rites  require, 
Incenfe,  and  od'rous  gums,  and  cover'd  fire. 
The  plenteous  horns  with  pleafimt  mead  they 

crown, 
Nor  wanted  aught  befides  in  honour  of  the  moon. 
Nowwhile  the  temple  fmok'd  with  hallow'd  fleam 
They  wafh  the  virgin  in  a  living  ftream  j 
The  fecret  ceremonies  I  conceal, 
Uncouth,  perhaps  unlawful,  to  reveal, 
But  fuch  they  were  as  Pagan  ufe  required, 
Performed  by  women  when  the  men  retired, 
Whole  eyes  profane  their  chafte  myfterious  rites 
Might  turn  to  fcandal,  or  obfcene  delights. 
Well-meaner?  think  no  harm  5  but  for  the  reft, 
Things  facred  theypervert,and  filence  is  the  beft. 
Her  mining  hair,  uncomb'd,  was  loofely  fpread. 
A  crown  of  maftlefs  oak  adorn'd  her  head  : 
When  to  the  fhrineapproach'd,the  fnotlefsmaid 
Had  kindling  fires  on  either  altar  laid 
(The  rites  were  fuch  as  were  obferv'd  of  old, 
By  Statius  in  his  Theban  ftory  told)  ; 
Then  kneeling  with  her  hands  acrofs  herbreaft, 
Thus  lowly  fhe  preferr'd  her  chafte  requefl: 
O  Goddefs,  hunter  of  the  woodland  green, 
To  whom  both  heaven,  and  earth,  and  leas,  are 

feen; 
Queen  of  the  nether  fkies,  where  half  the  year 
Thy  lil  ver  beams  defcend,  and  light  the  gloomy 

inhere  ; 
Goddefs  of  maids,  and  confeious  of  our  hearts, 
£0  keep  me  from  the  vengeance  of  thy  darts, 
Which  Niobe's  devoted  lflue  felt, 
Whenhimngthroughthefkiesthefeather'ddeaths 
As  I  defire  to  live  a  virgin  life,      [were  dealt 
Nor  know  the  name  of  mother  or  of  wife. 
Thy  votrefs  from  my  tender  years  I  am, 
And  love,  like  thee,  the  woods  and  fylvan  game. 
Like  death,  thou  know 'it,  I  loath  the  nuptial^ 
And  man,  the  tyrant  of  our  fex,  I  hate,  [ftate,  J 
A  lowly  fervant,  but  a  lofty  mate;  J 

Where  love  is  duty  on  the  female  fide  ; 
On  theirs  mere  fenfual  gull,  and  foughtwith  furly 
Now  by  thy  triple  fhape,  as  thou  art  (een   [  pride. 
In  heaven,  earth,  hell,  and  ev'ry  where  a  queen; 
Grant  this  my  firlt  defire ;  let  difcord  ceafe, 
And  make  betwixt  the  rivals  lafting  peace  : 
Quench  their  hot  fire,  or  far  from  me  remove 
The  flame,  and  turn  it  on  fome  other  love  : 
Or,  if  my  frowning  ftars  have  fo  decreed, 
That  one  muft  be  rejected,  one  fucceed, 
Make  him  my  lord,  within  whofe  faithful  breaft 
Is  fiVd  my  image,  and  who  loves  me  beft. 
But,  oh  !  even  that  avert !  I  choofe  it  not, 
But  take  it  as  the  leaft  unhappy  lot. 
A  maid  I  am,  and  of  thy  virgin  train ; 
Oh  let  me  ftill  that  fpotlefs  name  retain  ! 
^frequent  the  forefts,  thy  chafte  will  obey, 
Ifeul  only  make  the  beafts  of  chafe  my  prey ! 

The  flames  afcend  on  either  altar  clear,  [pray'r. 
While  thus  the  blamelefs  maid  addrefs'd  her 


When,  lo !  the  burning  fire  that  (hone  fo  bright, 
Flew  off,  all  fudden,  with  extinguifh'd  light, 
And  left  one  altar  dark,  a  little  fpace ;    [blaze : 
Which  turn'd  felf-kindled,   and   renew'd  the 
The  other  viclor  flame  a  moment  flood, 
Then  fell,  and  lifelefslefttheextinguiuVd  wood; 
For  ever  loft,  th'  irrevocable  light 
Forfook  the  black'ning  coals,  and  funk  to  night : 
At  either  end  it  whiffled  as  it  flew,        [dew ; ) 
And  as  the  brands  were  green,  fo  dropp'd  the  > 
Infecled  as  it  fell  with  fweat  of  fanguine  hue.) 

The  maid  from  that  ill  omen  turn'd  her  eyes, 
Andwith  loudfhrieksand  clamours  rent  thefkies, 
Nor  knew  what  fignified  the  boding  fign, 
tfut  found  the  pow'rs  difpleas'd,  and  fear'd  the 
wrath  divine. 

Then  fhook  the  facred  fhrine,  and  fudden  light 
Sprung  through  the  vaulted  roof,  and  made  the 
temple  bright 

The  pow'r,  behold  !  the  pow'r  in  glory  (hone, 
By  her  bent  bow  and  her  keen  arrows  known  ; 
The  reft,  a  huntrefs  ifluing  from  the  wood, 
Reclining  on  her  cornel  fpear  fhe  ftood. 
Then  gracious  thus  began  :  Difmifs  thy  fear, 
And  Heaven's  unchang'd  decrees  attentive  hear: 
More  pow'rful  Gods  have  torn  thee  from  my  fide, 
Unwilling  to  refign,  and  doom'd  a  bride  : 
The  two  contending  knights  are  weigh  M  above ; 
One  Mars  protects,  and  one  the  Queen  of  Love: 
But  which  the  man,  is  in  the  Thund'rer's  breaft ; 
This  he  pronoune'd,  'tis  he  who  loves  thee  beft. 
The  fire  that  once  extincl:  reviv'd  again, 
Forefhews  the  love  allotted  to  remain  : 
Farewell !  fhe  faid,  and  vanifh'd  from  the  place; 
The  fheaf  of  arrows  fhook,  and  rattled  in  the  cafe. 
Aghaft  at  this  the  royal  virgin  ftood, 
Difclaim'd,  and  now  no  more  a  fifter  of  thewood  : 
But  to  the  parting  Goddefs  thus  fhe  pray'd  :   ) 
Propitious  ftill  be  prefent  to  my  aid,  > 

Nor  quite  abandon  your  once  favour'd  maid.  J 
Then  fighing  fhe  return'd  ;  but  fmil'd  betwixt, 
With  hopes  andfears,and  joyswith  forrowsmixt. 

The  next  returning  planetary  hour 
Of  Mars,  who  fhar'd  the  heptarchy  of  pow'r, 
His  fteps  bold  Arcite  to  the  femple  bent, 
T'  adore  with  Pagan  rites  the  pow'rarmipotent : 
Then  proftrate  low  before  his  altar  lay,   [pray  : 
And  rais'd  his  manly  voice,  and  thus  began  to 
Strong  God  of  arms,  whofe  iron  fceptre  fways 
The  freezing  North,  and  Hyperborean  feas, 
And  Scythian  colds,  and  Thracia's  winter  coaff, 
Where  ftand  thy  fteeds,  and  thou  art  honour'd 
molt :  [known, 

There  moft ;    but   ev'ry    where  thy  pow'r  is 
The  fortune  of  the  fight  is  all  thy  own  : 
Terror  is  thine,  and  wild  amazement,  flung 
From  out  thy  chariot,  withers  even  the  ftrong: 
And  difarray  and  fhameful  rout  enfue, 
And  force  is  added  to  the  fainting  crew. 
Acknowledg'd  as  thou  art,  accept  my  pray'r, 
If  aught  I  have  achiev'd  deferve  thy  care  : 
If  to  ray  utmoft  pow'r  with  fword  and  fhield  ~\ 
I  dar'd  the  death,  unknowing  how  to  yield,    > 
And,  falling  in  my  rank,  ftill  kept  the  field:  j 

Then 


Book  II. 


DIDACTIC,   DESCRIPTIVE,  &c. 


3=5 


Then  let  my  arms  prevail,  by  thee  fuftain'd, 
That  Emily  by  conqueft  may  be  gain'd. 
Have  pity  on  my  pains  j  nor  thofe  unknown 
To  Mars,  which,  when  a  lover,  were  his  own. 
Venus,  the  public  care  of  all  above, 
Thy  ftubborn  heart  has  foften'd  into  love : 
Now  by  her  blandishments  and  pow'rful  charms, 
When  yielded  lhe  lay  curling  in  thy  arms, 
Ev'n  by  thy  (hame,  if  (hame  it  may  be  call'd, 
When  Vulcan  had  thee  in  his  net  enthrall'd  j 

0  envied  ignominy,  fvveet  difgrace, 

When  ev'ry  God  that  iaw  thee  wifiVd  thy  place  ! 
By  thofe  dear  pleafures,  aid  my  arms  in  fight, 
And  make  me  conquer  in  my  patron's  right: 
For  I  am  young,  a  novice  in  the  trade, 
The  fool  of  love,  unpractis'd  to  perfuade, 
And  want  the  ibothing  arts  that  catch  the  fair  5 
But,  caught  rayfelf,  lie  ftruggling  in  the  fnare: 
And  (he  I  love,  or  laughs  at  all  my  pain, 
Or  knows  her  worth  too  well,  and  nays  me  with 

difdain. 
For  fure  I  am,  unlefs  I  win  in  arms, 
To  ftand  excluded  from  Emilia's  charms  : 
Nor  can  my  ftrength  avail,  unlefs  by  thee 
Endued  by  force,  I  gairt  the  victory  ? 
Then  for  the  fire  whicn  warm'd  thy  gen'rous 
Pity  thy  fubjecYs  pains  and  equal  fmarr.  [heart, 
So  be  the  morrow's  fweat  and  labour  mine, 
The  palm  and  honour  of  the  conqueft  thine : 
Then  fhall  the  war,  andftern  debate,  and  ltrife 
Immortal,  be  the  bufmefs  of  my  life  j 
And  in  thy  fane,  the  dully  fpoils  among,  [hung ; 
High  on  the  bumifiVd  roof  my  banner  lhall  be 
Rank'd  with  my  champion's  buckler,  and  below, 
With  arms  revers'd,  th'  achievements  of  my  foe : 
And  while  thefe  limbs  the  vital  fpirit  feeds, 
While  day  to  night,  and  night  to  day  fucceeds, 
Thy  (moking  altar  (hall  be  fat  with  food 
Of  incenfe,  and  the  grateful  (team  of  blood  ; 
Burnt  off 'rings  morn  and  evening  (hall  be  thine, 
And  fires  eternal  in  thy  temple  lhine. 
The  bum  of  yellow  beard,  this  length  of  hair, 
Which  from  my  birth  inviolate  I  bear, 
Guiltleis  of  fteel,  and  from  the  razor  free, 
Shall  fall  a  plenteous  crop,  referv'd  for  thee ; 
So  may  my  arms  with  victory  be  bled  : 

1  a(k  no  more :  let  fate  difpofe  the  reft,     [clofe 
The  champion  ceas'd  $  there  follow'd  in  the 

A  hollow  groan  :  a  murmuring  wind  arof« ; 
The  rings  of  iron,  that  on  the  doors  were  hung, 
Sent  out  a  jarring  found,  and  hardily  rung  : 
The  bolted  gates  flew  open  at  the  blaft  j 
The  ftorm  rufli'd  in,  and  Arcite  ftood  aghaft : 
The  flames  were  blown  afide,  yet  (hone  they 

bright, 
Fann'd  by  the  wind,  and  gave  a  ruffled  light. 

Then  from  the  ground  a  fcent  began  to  rife, 
Sweet-fmelling  as  accepted  facrifice  : 
This  omen  pleas'd,  and  as  the  flames  afpire 
With  odorous  incenfe  Arcite  heaps  the  fire : 
Nor  wanted  hymns  to  Mars,  or  heathen  charms : 
At  length  the  nodding  ftatue  clafh'd  his  arms, 
And  with  a  fullen  found  and  feeble  cry  [victory. 
Half  funk,  and  half  pronounced,  the  word  of 


For  this,  with  foul  devout,  he  thank'd  the  God  i 
And,  of  fuccefs  fecure,  return'd  to  his  abode. 
Thefe  vow*  thus  granted  rais'd  a  ftrife  above 
Betwixt  the  God  of  War  and  Queen  of  Love. 
She  granting  firft  had  right  of  time  to  plead  j 
Bur  he  had  granted  too,  nor  would  recede. 
Jove  was  for  Venus  ;  but  he  fear'd  his  wife; 
And  feem'd  unwilling  to  decide  the  ftrife  •> 
Till  Saturn  from  his  leaden  throne  arofe, 
And  found  a  way  the  difference  to  compofe: 
Though  (paring  of  his  grace,  to  mifchief  bent, 
He  feldom  does  a  good  with  good  intent. 
Wayward,  but  wife ;  by  long  experience  taught, 
To  pleafe  both  parties,  for  ill  ends,  he  fought: 
For  this  advantage  age  from  youth  has  won, 
As  not  to  be  outridden,  though  orttrun  : 
By  fortune  he  was  now  to  Venus  trin'd, 
And  with  ftern  Mars  in  Capricorn  was  join'd : 
Of  him  difpofing  in  his  own  abode, 
He  footh'd  the  Goddefs,while  he  gull'd  the  God  $ 
Ceafe,  daughter,  to  complain,  and  (tint  the  ftrife ; 
Thy  Palamon  (hall  have  his  promis'd  wife : 
And  Mars,  the  lord  of  conqueft,  in  the  fight 
With  palm  and  laurel  (hall  adorn  his  knight. 
Wide  is  my  courfe,  nor  turn  I  to  my  place, 
I  Till  length  of  time,  and  move  with  tardy  pace, 
Man  feels  me,  when  I  prefs  th'  ethereal  plains | 
My  hand  is  heavy,  and  the  wound  remains. 
Mine  is  the  (hipwreck,  in  a  wat'ry  fign  ; 
And,  in  an  earthy,  the  dark  dungeon  mine. 
Cold  (hivering  agues,  melancholy  care, 
And  bitter  blading  winds,  and  poifon'd  air, 
Are  mine,  and  wilful  death,  refulting  fromi 

defpair. 

The  throtling  quinfey  'tis  my  ftar  appoints, 
And  rheumatifms  afcend  to  rack  the  joints  : 
When  churls  rebel  againft  their  native  prince, 
I  arm  their  hands  and  furnim  the  pretence  ; 
And,  houfing  in  the  lion's  hateful  fign, 
Bought  lenates,  and  deferring  troops  are  mine. 
Mine  is  the  privy  pois'ning ;  I  command 
Unkindly  feafons,  and  ungrateful  land. 
By  me  kings'  palaces  are  pufiVd  to  ground, 
Andminerscru(h'd  beneath  theirminesare  found. 
'Twas  I  (lew  Sampibn,  when  the  pillar'd  hall 
Fell  down,  and  crufti'd  the  many  with  the  fall. 
My  looking  is  the  fire  of  peftilence, 
That  fweeps  at  once  the  people  and  the  prince. 
Now  weep  no  more,  but  truft  thy  grandiire's  art, 
Mars  (hall  be  pleas'd,  and  thou  perform  thy  part. 
'Tis  ill,  though  dirf 'rent  your  complexions  are, 
The  family  of  Heaven  for  men  (hould  war. 
Th*  expedient  pleas'd,  where  neither  loft  his 

right ; 
Mars  had  the  day,  and  Venus  had  the  night. 
The  management  they  left  to  Chronos'  care  5 
Now  turn  we  to  th'  effect,  and  fing  the  war. 

In  Athens  all  was  pleafure,  mirth,  and  play, 
All  proper  to  the  fpnng,  and  fprightly  May : 
Which  ev'ry  foul  infpir'd  with  fuch  delight, 
'Twas  jefting  all  the  day,  and  love  at  night. 
Heaven  fmil'd,  and  gladded  was  the  heart  of 

man  ; 
And  Venus  had  the  world  as  when  it' firft  began. 
Y3  A* 
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At  length  in  fleep  their  bodies  they  compofe, 
And  dreamt  the  future  fight,  and  early  role. 

Now  fcarce  the  dawning  day  began  to  fpring, 
A.s  at  a  fignal  given  the  ftreetswith  clamours  ring. 
At  once  the  crowd  arofe;  confus'd  and  high  } 

Even  from  theHeaven  was  heardafliouting  cry  ; ,  jAnd  of  his  grace,  and  inborn  clemency, 
For  Mars  was  early  up,  and  rous'd  the  iky.     3   He  modifies  his  firll  fevere  decree  •, 
The  Gods  came  downward  to  behold  the  wars, [The  keener  edge  of  battle  »o  rebate, 
SharpY^ingtheirfights,andleaningfrom  their  ftars.j  The  troops  for  honour  fighting,  not  for  hate. 


Silence  is  thrice  enjoinM;  then  thus  aloud 
The  king  at  arms  befpeaks  the  knights  and 
J.ilt'ning  crowd. 
Our  fiov' reign  lord  has  ponder'd  in  his  mh.d 
The  means  to  fpare  the  blood  of  gentle  kind  j 


The  neighing  of  the  gen  You  s  horfe  was  heard, 
For  oat  tie  by  the  buly  groom  preparYJ. 
Ruining  of  harneis,  rattling  of  the  fhield, 
Clattering  of  armour  furbiftVd  for  the  field. 
Crowds  to  the  caftle  mounted  up  the  ftreet, 
"BattYing  the  pavement  with  their  Couriers  *  feet 
The  greedy  fight  might  there  devour  the  v.old 
Of  glitte'i  ing  arms,  too  dazzling  to  behold : 
And  polifh'd  fteel  that  cafr.  the  view  aiide, 
And  crefted  morions,  with  their  plumy  pride. 
Knights,  with  a  long  retinue  of  their  'iquirts, 
In  gaudy  liveries  march,  and  quaint  attires. 
One  lae'd  the  helm,  another  held  the  lance  : 
A  third  the  ihining  buckler  did  advance 


He  wills  not  death  mould  terminate  their  ftrife  j 
And  wounds,  if  wounds enfue,  be  fhort  of  life  : 

iflucs,  ere  the  fight,  his  dread  command^ 
That  flings  afar,  and  poniards  hand  to  hand, 
Be  baniuYd  from  the  field;  that  none  fhall  dare 
With  (hortenYJ  fword  to  ltab  in  clofer  war; 
!/>ut  in  fair  combat  fight  with  manly  ftrength, 
Nor  pulh  with  biting  point,  but  firike  at  length. 
The  tourney  is  aDowYA  but  one  career 
Of  the  t'  liij.i  a(h,  with  thefharp  grinded  fpear  : 
Bui  knigUTS  unhorsYJ  may  rile  i\  cm  oft*  the  plain, 

fight  on  foot  their  honour  to  regain  ; 
[Nor.  it  at  rni fchief  taken,  on  the  ground 


fl  un,  but  priiorters  to  the  pillar  bound, 
The  courier  paw'd  the  ground  with  reitlefs  feet  j  At  either  barrier  plac'd  ;  nor.  captives  made, 
And  fnortingfoam'd,andchampYJthe  golden  bit.  lie  freedj  or  arm'd  anew  the  fight  invade. 
The  irniths  and  armourers  on  palfreys  ride,      >  [.The  chief  of  either  fide,  bereft  of  life, 
Files  in  their  hands,  and  hammers  at  their  fide,*   Or  yielded  to  his  foe,  concludes  the  ftrife. 
And  nails  for  looje.Vd  fpears,  and  thongs  for(  '  f'hus  dooms  the  lord:  now  valiant  knights  and 

ihields  provide.  .'  I     '        yoiiflg, 

The  yeomen  guard  the  ftreets  in  feemly  bands  ■  Fight  each  his  fill  with  fwords  and  maces  long. 
And  clowns  come  crowding  on,  with  cudgels  in 

their  hands. 
The  trumpets^  next  the  glte,  in  order  plac'd,  |  Heaven  guard  a  prince  fo  graciou 
Attend  the  fign  to  found  the  martial  blaft  ;         S    juii,  and  yet  fo  provident  of  bk 
The  palace-yard  is  mTdwith  floating  tides. 
And  the  laft  comers  bear  the  former  to  the  fides. 
The  throng  is  in  the  midft:  the  common  crew 
Shut  out,  the  hall  admits  the  better. few; 
In  knots  they  ftand,  or  in  a  rank  they  walk, 
Serious  in  afpect,  earner!:  in  their  talk : 
Factious,  and  favouring  this  or  f  other  fide, 
As  their  ftrong  fancy  or  weak  reafon  guide  : 
Their  wagers  back  their  wifhes  :  numbers  hold 


"I  he  herald  ends:  the  vaulted  firmament 
\-  ith  loud  acclaims  and  vaftapplaufe  is  rent: 

s  and  fo  good, 
ood  ! 

I  his  was*  I  he  gen  Yal  cry.    The  trumpets  found, 
An<l  warlike  iymphony  is  heard  around. 
T  he  marching  troops  thro' Athens  take  theirway, 
The  great  earl-rnarflial  orders  their  array. 
The  fair  fruirt  high  the  pafling  pomp  behold  ; 
A  rain  of  flowYs  is  from  the  windows  roll'd, 
The-  casements  are  with  golden  tifiue  fpread, 
And  horfes  hoofs,  for  earth,  on  iilken  tapettry 
tread  : 


"With  the  Fair  freckled  king,  and  beard  or  gold  :  'The  kifig  goes  midmoft,  and  the  rivals  ride 
So  vigorous  are  his  eyes,  fuch  rays  they  call,        In  equal  rank,  and  dole  his  either  fide. 
So  prominent  his  eagle's  beak  is  plac'd.  Next  after  them  there  rode  the  royal  wife, 

"But  mofl  their  looks  on  the  black  monarch  bend,  With  Emily,  the  caufe  and  the  reward  of  ftrife. 
His  rifing  mufcles  and  his  brawn  commend  ;     j  The  following  cavalcade,  by  three  and  three, 


His  double-biting  axe  and  beamy  fpear, 
"Each  alking  a  gigantic  force  to  rear. 
All  fpoke  as  partial  favour  mov'd  the  mind  j 
And,  iafe  themfslves,  at  others  coft  divin  Y. 

W:ik'd  by  the  cries,  th*  Athenian  chief  arofe, 
The  knightly  forms  of  combat  to  cbipo.c  ; 
And  pafling  thro'  th""  obfequious  guards,  he  fat 
Confpicuous  on  a  throne,  iubjime  in  ftate  ; 
There  for  the  two  contending  knights  he  fent: 
ArmVJ  cap-a-pee,  with  revYence  low  they  bent. 
j-Ie  fmil'don  both, and  with  fuperior  look 
Alike  their  offer  Yl  adoration  took. 
The  people  prefs  on  ev'ry  fide,  to  fee 
Thvir  awful  prince,  and  hear  his  high  decree. 
Then  figning  to  their  heralds  with  his  hand, 
They  gave  his  orders  from  their  lefty  ftand. 


Proceed  by  titles  marihall'd  in  degree. 
Thus  thro' the  fouthern  gate  they  take  their  way, 
And  at  the  lift  arrive  ere  prime  of  day. 
There,  parting  from  the  king,  the  chiefs  divide, 
And,  wheeling  eait  and  weft,  before  their  many 
ride.  [high, 

Th"  Athenian  monarch  mounts  his  throne  on 
And  after  him  the  queen  and  Emily  : 
Nfext  thefe  the  kindred  of  the  crown  are  grae'd 
With  nearer  feats,  and  lords  by  ladies  plac'd. 
Scarce  were  they  feated, when  with  clamours  loud 
I n  rufiVd  at  once  a  rude  promifcuous  crowd  : 
The  guards,  and  then  e;  ch  other  overbear, 
And  in  a  moment  throng  the  fpacious  theatre. 
Now  chang'd  the  jarring  noife  to  whifpers  low, 
As  winds  forihking  feas  more  foftly  blow  ; 

When 
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When  at  the  wefterngate,  on  which  the  car 
Is  niac'd  aloft,  that  bears  the  God  of  war, 
Proud  Arcite  ent'ring  arm'd  before  his  train, 
Stops  at  the  barrier  and  divides  the  plain. 
Red  was  his  banner,  and  difplay'd  abroad 
The  bloody  colours  of  his  patron  God. 

At  that  felf  moment  enters  Paiamon 
The  jrate  of  Venus,  and  the  rifing  fun  ; 
Wav;d  by  the  wanton  winds,  his  banner  flies, 
All  maiden  white,  and  (hares  the  people's  eyes. 
From  eaft  to  well,  look  all  the  world  around. 
Two  troops  fo  matched  were  never  to  be  found : 
Such  bodies  built  for  ftrength,  of  equal  age, 
In  ftature  (iz'd ;  fo  proud  an  equipage: 
The  niceft  eye  could  no  diftinclion  make 
Where  lay  th'  advantage,  or  what  iide  to  rake. 

Thus  ranged,  the  herald  for  the  laft  proclaims 
A  filence,  while  they  anfwer'd  to  their  names  : 
For  lb  the  king  decreed,  to  fhun  the  care,  [war. 
The  fraud  of  mufters  falfe,  the  common  bane  of 
The  tale  was  juft,  and  then  the  gates  were  clos'd, 
And  chief  to  chief,  and  troop  to  troop  oppos'd. 
The  heralds  laft  retir'd,  and  loudly  cried, 
The  fortune  of  the  field  be  fairly  tried. 

At  this,  the  challenger  with  fierce  defy 
His  trumpet  lbunds,the  challeng'd  makes  reply: 
With  clangour  rings  the  field,  relbunds  the* 
vaulted  Iky.  * 

Their  vizors  closed,  their  lances  in  the  reft, 
Or  at  the  helmet  pointed,  or  the  cretf ; 
They  vanifli  from  the  barrier,  fpeed  the  race, 
And  fpurring  fee  decreafe  the  middle  fpace. 
A  cloud  of  fmoke  envelops  either  hoft, 
And  all  at  once  the  combatants  are  loft : 
Darkling  they  join  adverle,  and  (hock  unfeen, 
Couriers  with  courfers  juftling,  men  with  men  : 
As  lab'ring  in  eclipfe,  awhile  they  ftay, 
Till  the  next  blaft  of  wind  reftores  the  day. 
They  look  anew :  the  beauteous  form  of  fight 
Is  chang'd,  and  war  appears  a  grizly  fight. 
Two  troops  in  fair  array  one  moment  (hew'd, 
The  next,  a  field  with  fallen  bodies  ftrew'd  : 
Not  half  the  number  in  their  feats  are  found; 
But  men  and  deeds  lie  grov'ling  on  the  ground. 
The  points  of  fpears  are  ftruck  within  the  (hield, 
The  (feeds  without  their  riders  fcour  the  field. 
The  knights  unhors'd  on  foot  renew  the  fight; 
The  glitt'ring  faulchions  call  a  gleaming  light : 


By  fits  they  ceafe;  and,  leaning  on  the  lance, 
Take  breath  awhile,  and  to  new  fight  advance. 

Full  oft  the  rivals  met,  and  neither  fpar'd 
His  utmoft  force,  and  each  forgot  to  ward. 
The  head  of  this  was  to  the  faddle  bent, 
The  other  backward  to  the  crupper  lent : 
Both  were  by  turns  unhors'd  ;  the  jealous  blows 
Fall  thick  and  heavy,  when  on  foot  they  clofe. 
So  deep  their  faulchions  bite,  that  ev'ry  ftroke 
Pierc'd  to  the  quick;  and  equal  wounds  they 

gave  and  took. 
Borne  far  afunder  by  the  tides  of  men, 
Like  ad  imant  and  fteel  they  meet  again. 

So  when  a  tiger  fucks  the  bullock's  blood, 
A  familh'd  lion  ifiuing  from  the  wood 
Roars  lordly  fierce,  and  challenges  the  food. 
Each  claims  poftefiion,  neither  will  obey, 
But  both  their  paws  are  falten'd  on  the  prey  ; 
They  bite,  they  tear,and  whilein  vain  they  drive, 
The  fwains  come  arm'd  between,  and  bath  to 

diftance  drive. 
At  length,  as  fate  foredoomed,  and  all  things 


! 


1 


tend 

By  courfe  of  time  to  their  appointed  end, 
So  when  the  fun  to  weft  was  far  declin'd, 
And  both  afrefh  in  mortal  battle  join'd, 
The  ftrong  Emetrius  came  in  Arcite's  aid, 
And  Paiamon  with  odds  was  overlaid : 
For,  turning  (hort,  he  ftruck  with  all  his  might 
Full  on  the  helmet  of  the  unwary  knight. 
Deep  was  the  wound  ;  lie  ftagger'd   with  the 

blow, 
And  turn'd  him  to  his  unexpected  foe  1 
Whom  with  fuch  force  he  ftruck,  he  fell'd  hira 

down, 
And  cleft  the  circle  of  his  golden  crown. 
But  Arcite's  men,  who  now  prevail'd  in  fight* 
Twice  ten  at  once  furround  the  fingle  knight : 
O'erpower'd  at  length,  they  force  him  to  the 

ground 
Unyielded  as  he  was,  and  to  the  pillar  bound ; 
And  king  Lycurgus,  while  he  fought  in  vain 
His  friend  to  free,  was  tumbled  on  the  plain. 

Who  now  laments  but  Paiamon,  compell'd 
No  more  to  try  the  fortune  of  the  field  ! 
And,  worfe  than  death,  to  view  with  hateful  eyas 
His  rival's  conqueft,  and  renounce  the  prize  I 

The  royal  judge  on  his  tribunal  plac'd, 


Hauberksand  helms  arehew'dwithmanyawound:  j  Who  had  beheld  the  fight  from  firft  to  laft, 


Out   fpins  the  dreaming  blood,  and  dyes  the 

ground. 
The  mighty  maces  with  fuch  hafte  defcend, 


Bade  ceafe  the  wars:  pronouncing  from  onhigh, 
Arcite  of  Thebes  had  won  the  beauteous  Emily, 
The  found  of  trumpets  to  the  voice  replied, 


They  bre.ik  the  boaes,  and  make  the  folid  ar-j  And  round  the  royal  lifts  the  heralds  cried 

mour  bend. 
This  thrufts  amid  the  throng  with  furious  force; 
Down  goes  at  once,  the  horleman  and  the  horie : 
That  courfer  ftumbles  on  the  fallen  fteed, 
And  flound'ring  throws  the  rider  o'er  his  head. 
One  rolls  along  a  foot-ball  to  his  foes  ; 
One  with  a  broken  truncheon  deals  his  blows. 
This  halting,  this  difabled  with  his  wound, 
In  triumph  led,  is  to  the  pillar  bDund  ; 
Where  by  the  king's  award  he  mull  abide : 
There  goes  a  captive  led  on  t'  other  fide. 


d,     [ 

ride.3 


Arcite  of  Thebes  has  won  the  beauteous  br 

The  people  rend  the  Ikies  with  vaftapplaufe  j 
All  own  the  chief,  when  fortune  owns  the  caufe. 
A>rcite  is  own'd  ev'n  by  the  gods  above, 
And  conqu'ring  Mars  infults  the  Queen  of  Love. 
So  laugh'd  he,  when  the  rightful  Titan  fail'd, 
And  Jove's  ufurpingarms  in  heaven  prevail'd. 
Laugh'd  all  the  pow'rs  who  favour  tyranny ; 
And  all  the  (landing  army  of  the  ikv. 
But  Venus  with  dejected  eyes  appears, 
And  weeping  on  the  lifts  diftiils  her  tears; 

Y  4  Her 


'423 


ELEGANT   EXTRACTS, 


Book  II, 


Her  will  refus'd,  which  grieves  a  woman  moil, 
And,  in  herchamp'on  foil'd,  the  cauie  of  Love  is 
Till,  Saturn  (aid,  Fair  daughter,  now  be  frill,  [loll. 
The  bluiVring  fool  has  fatisned  his  will ; 
His  boon  is  given;  his  knight  has  gain'dthe  day, 
But  loll  the  prize  ;  th'  arrears  are  yet  to  pay. 
Thy  hour  is  come,  and  mine  the  care  lhall  be 
To  pleafe  thy  knight,  and  fet  thy  promife  free. 

Now  while  the  heralds  run  the  lilts  around, 
And  Arcite,  Arcite,  heaven  and  earth  refound  ; 
A  miracle  (nor  lefs  it  could  be  call'd) 
Their  joy  with  unexpected  forrow  pall'd. 
The  victor  knight  had  laid  his  helm  alide, 
Part  for  his  eafe,  the  greater  part  for  pride  : 
Bare-headed,  popularly  low  he  bow'd, 
And  paid  the  falutations  to  the  crowd. 
Then  fpurring  at  full  ipeed,  ran  headlong  on 
Where  Thefeus  fat  on  his  imperial  throne  ; 
Furious  he  drove,  and  upward  call  his  eye, 
Where,  next  the  queen,  was  plac'd  his  Emily  j 
Then  parting  to  the  faddle-bow  he  bent  : 
A  fvveet  regard  the  gracious  virgin  lent. 
(For  woman,  to  the  brave  an  ealy  prey, 
Still  follow  fortune  where  (lie  leads  the  way.) 
Tuft  then  from  earth  fprungout  a  flafhing  fire, 
By  Pluto  fent,  at  Saturn's  bad  deli  re  : 
The  Harding  need  was  leiz'd  withfudden  fright, 
And,  bounding,  o'er  the  pommel  call  the  knight: 
Forward  he  flew,  and,  pitching  on  his  head, 
He  quiver'd  with  his  feet,  and  lay  for  dead. 
Black  was  his  count'nance  in  a  little  fpace  5 
For  all  the  bloodwas  gather'd  in  his  face,  [ground, 
JJelp  was  at  hand:  they  rear'd  him  from  the 
Ah  1  from  hiscumbrous  arms  his  limbs  unbound: 
Theft  bne'd  a  vein,and  watch'd  returning  breath; 
It  came,but  clogg'd  with  fymptoms  of  his  death. 
The  faddjenbow  the  noble  parts  had  preft, 
All  bruis'd  and  mortified  his  manly  brealt. 
Him  Itill  entranced,  and  in  a  litter  laid, 
They  bore  from  field,  and  to  his  bed  convey'd. 
At  length  he  wak'd,  and,  with  a  feeble  cry, 
The  word  he  full  pronounced  was  Emily. 
Meantime   the  king,    though    inwardly    he 

mourn 'd, 
In  pomp  triumphant  to  the  town  refurn'd, 
Attended  by  the  chiefs  who  fought  the  field 
(Nowfriendlymix'd,andinone  troop  compeird). 
Composed  his  looks  to  counterfeited  cheer, 
And  bade  them  not  for  Arcite's  life  to  fear. 
But  that  which  gladded  all  the  warnor-train, 
Though  moil  were  forely  wounded  none  were 

llain. 
The  furgeons  foon  defpoil'd  them  of  their  arms, 
And  fome  with  laivei  they  cire,  and  fbme  with 

charms ; 
Foment  the  bruifes,  and  the  pr.ins  afTuage, 
And  heal  their  inward    hurts    with   fov'reign 

draughts  of  fage. 
The  king  in  perfon  vifitt  all  around  ; 
Comforts  the  fick,  congratulates  the  found  ; 
Honours  the  princely  chiefs,  rewards  the  reft, 
And  holds  for  thrice  three  days  a  royal  feaft. 
None  was  difgrae'd  ;  for  failing  is  no  ihame, 
Ami  cowardice  alone  is  lois  of  fame. 


•The vent' rous  knightri?fp?>m  the  faddle  thrown  j 
But  'tis  the  fault  of  fortune,  not  his  own. 
If  crowns  and  palms  the  conquering  fide  adorn, 
(The  vic\or  under  better  flars  was  born  : 
j  The  brave,  man  feeks  not  pppular  applaufe, 
INor  overpower'd  with  arms  deferts  his  caufe; 
Unlham'd,  tho'  foil'd,  he  does  the  bell  he  can  j 
Force  is  of  brutes,  but  honour  is  of  man. 

Thus  Thefeus  fmil'd  on  all  with  equal  grace, 
And  each  was  fet  according  to  his  place. 
With  eale  were  reconcil'd  the  differing  parts, 
For  envy  never  dwells  in  noble  hearts. 
At  length  they  took  their  leave,  the  time  expir'd, 
Well  pleas'd,  and  to  their  feveral  homes  retir'd. 
Meanwhile  the  health  of  Arcite  Hill  impairs  ; 
From  bad  proceeds  to  worfe,  and  mocks  the 

leeches  cares  ; 
Swoln  is  his  brealt,  his  inward  pains  increafe  j 
All  means  are  us'd,  and  all  without  luccefs. 
The  clotted  blood  lies  heavy  on  his  heart, 
Corrupts,  and  there  remains  in  fpite  of  art : 
Nor  breathing  veins,  nor  cupping,  will  prevail ; 
All  outward  remedies  and  inward  fail : 
The  mould  of  nature's  fabric  is  deftroy'dj 
Her  venels  difcompos'd,  her  virtue  void  : 
The  bellows  of  his  lungs  begin  to  fwell:         "} 
All  out  of  frame  is  ev'ry  fecret  cell,  > 

Nor  can  the  good  receive,  nor  bad  expel.  j 
Thole  breathing  organs  thus  within  opprefs'd, 
Withvenom  foon  diltend  the  finewsof  his  breaft. 
Nought  profits  him  to  lave  abandon'd  life, 
Nor  vomits  upward  aid,  nor  downward  laxative. 
The  midmolt  region  batter'd  and  dellroy'd, 
When  nature  cannot  work,  th'  eft'ecl:  of  art  is 

void. 
For  phylic  can  but  mend  our  crazy  ftate, 
Patch  an  old  building,  not  a  new  create. 
Arcite  is  doom'd  to  die  in  all  his  pride,  ~\ 

Mull  leave  his  youth,  and  yield  h.s  beauteous* 
bride,  i 

Gain'd  hardly,  again  ft  right,  and  unenjoy'd.  J 
When  'twas  declar'd  all  hope  of  life  was  palt  ~\ 
Conlcience  (that  of  all  phylic  works  the  laft)  > 
Caus'd  him  to  lend  for  Emily  in  halte.  j 

With  her,  at  his  defne,  came  Palamon  ; 
Then  on  his  pillow  rais'd,  he  thus  begun  : 
No  language  can  eKprefs  the  fmalleft  part 
Of  what  I  feel,  and  fuffer  in  my  heart, 
For  you,  whom  belt  I  love  and  value  moll; 
But  to  your  fervice  I  bequeath  my  gholl  j 
Which  from  this  mortal  body  when  untied, 
Unfeen,  unheard,  lhall  hover  at  your  fide  ; 
Nor  fright  you  waking,  nor  your  lleep  offend, 
But  wait  officious,  and  your  Heps  attend. 
How  I  have  lov'd,  excufe  my  fait' ring  tongue, 
My  lpirits  feeble,  and  my  pains  are  ftrong; 
This  I  may  fay,  I  only  grieve  to  die, 
Beeaufe  I'  lofe  my  charming  Emily  : 
To  die,  when  Heaven  hail  put  you  in  my  pow'r, 
Fate  could  not  choole  a  more  malicious  hour  ! 
What  greater  curfe  could  envious  fortune  give, 
Than  juit  to  die  when  I  began  to  live  1 
Vain  men,  how  vanilhing  a  blifs  we  crave, 
Now  warm  in  love,  now  with'ring  in  the  grave  ! 

Never 
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Never,  O  never  more  to  fee  the  fun ! 
Still  dark,  in  a  clamp  vault,  and  Mill  alone ! 
This  fate  is  common  ;  but  I  lofe  my  breath, 
Near  blifs,  and  yet  not  blelVd  before  my  death. 
Farewell ;  but  take  me  dying  in  your  arms, 
*Ti8  all  I  can  enjoy  of  all  your  charms  : 
This  hand  I  cannot  but  in  death  refign ; 
Ah  !  could  I  live !  but  while  I  live  'tis  mine. 
I  feel  my  end  approach,  and  thus  embrac'd, 
Am  pleas'd  to  die  ;  but  hear  me  fpeak  my  laft : 
Ah  !  my  fweet  foe,  for  you,  and  you  alone, 
I  broke  my  faith  with  injur 'd  Palamon. 
But  love  the  fenl'e  of  right  and  wrong  confounds, 
Strong  love  and  proud  ambition  have  no  bounds: 
And  much  I  doubt,  ihould  Heaven  my  life  pro- 
long* 
I  mould  return  to  juflify  my  wrong. 
For,  while  my  former  flames  remain  within, 
Repentance  is  but  want  of  pow'r  to  fin. 
With  mortal  hatred  I  purfued  his  life;  _ 
Nor  he,  nor  you,  were  guilty  of  the  ftrife : 
Nor  I,  but  as  I  lov'd  ;  yet  all  combin'd, 
Your  beauty,  and  my  impotence  of  mind,^ 
And  his  concurrent  flame,  that  blew  my  fire; 
For  ftill  our  kindred  feuls  had  one  deiire. 
He  had  a  moment's  right  in  point  of  time ; 
Had  I  feen  firft,  then  his  had  been  the  crime. 
Fate  made  it  mine,  and  juitified  his  right ; 
Nor  holds  this  earth  a  more  deferving  knight 
For  virtue,  valour,  and  for  noble  blood, 
Truth,  honour,  all  that  is  compris'd  in  good ; 
So  help  me  Heaven,  in  all  the  world  is  none 
So  worthy  to  be  lov'd  as  Palamon. 
He  loves  you  too  with  fuch  an  holy  fire 
As  will  not,  cannot,  but  with  life  expire  : 
Our  vow'd  affections  both  have  often  tried, 
Nor  any  love  but  yours  could  ours  divide. 
Then,  by  my  love's  inviolable  band, 
By  my  long  fuff 'ring,  and  my  ftiort  command, 
If  e'er  you  plight  your  vows  when  I  am  gone, 
Have  pity  on  the  faithful  Palamon. 

This  was  his  la  It ;  for  death  came  on  amain, 
And  exercis'd  below  his  iron  reign  ; 
Then  upward  to  the  feat  of  life  he  goes : 
Senfe  fled  before  him,  what  he  touch'd  he  froze. 
Yet  could  he  not  his  doling  eyes  withdraw, 
Though  lefs  and  lefs  of  Emily  he  faw ; 
So,  fpeechlefs,  for  a  little  fpace  he  lay  ; 
Then  grafp'd  the  hand  he  held,  and  figh'd  his 
foul  away. 

But  whither  went  his  foul,  let  fuch  relate 
Who  fearch  the  fecrets  of  the  future  ftate: 
Divines  can  fay  but  what  themfelves  believe ; 
Strong  proofs  they  have,  but  not  demonitrati  ve : 
For  were  all  plain,  then  all  fides  muft  agree, 
And  faith  itfelf  be  loft  in  certainty. 
To  live  uprightly  then  is  fure  the  beft  ; 
To  fave  ourielves,and  not  to  damn  the  reft. 
The  foul  of  Arcite  went  where  heathens  go, 
Who  better  live  than  we,  though  lefs  they  know. 

In  Palamon  a  manly  grief  appears  ; 
Silent  he  wept,  afham'd  to  (hew  his  tears  : 
Emilia  fliriek'd  but  once,  and  then  opprefs'd 
With  forrow,  funk  upon  her  lover's  breaft  : 


TillThefeus  in  his  arms  convey'd  with  care, 
Far  from  fo  fad  a  fight,  the  fwooning  fair. 
'Twere  lol's  of  time  her  forrow  to  relate ;        *\ 
111  bears  the  fex  a  youthful  lover's  fate, 
When  juft  approaching  to  the  nuptial  ftate ;   j 
But,  like  a  low -hung  cloud,  it  rains  lb  fall, 
That  all  at  once  it  falls,  and  cannot  laft. 
The  face  of  things  is  chang'd,  and  Athens  now, 
That  laugh'd  fo  late,  becomes  the  fcene  of  woe; 
Matrons  and  maids,  both  fexes,  ev'ry  ftate, 
With  tears  lament  the  knight's  untimely  fate. 
Nor  greater  grief  in  falling  Troy  was  feen 
For  Hector's  death ;  but  Heclor  was  not  then. 
j  Old  men  with  duft  deform'd  their  hoary  hair; 
The  women  beat  their  breafts,  their  cheeks  they 

tear. 
Why  wculdft  thou  go,  with  one  confent  they  cry, 
When  thou  hadft  gold  enough,  and  Emily  ? 

Thefeus  himfelf,  who  fhould  have  cheer'd  the 
grief 
Of  others,  wanted  now  the  fame  relief. 
Old  Egeus  only  could  revive  his  fon, 
Who  various  changes  of  the  world  had  known  5 
And  ftrange  viciflitudes  of  human  fate, 
Still  alt'ring,  never  in  a  fteady  ftate; 
Good  after  ill,  and  after  pain  delight ; 
Alternate  like  the  fcenes  of  day  and  night : 
Since  ev'ry  man  who  lives  is  born  to  die, 
And  none  can  boaft  fincere  felicity, 
With  equal  mind  what  happens  let  us  bear, 
Nor  joy  nor  grieve  too  much  for  things  beyond 

our  care. 
Like  pilgrims  to  th'  appointed  place  we  tend ; 
The  world's  an  inn,  and  death  the  journey's  end. 
Even  kings  but  play;  and  when  their  part  is  done, 
Some  other,  worfe  or  better,  mount  the  throne. 
With  words  like  thefe  the  crowd  was  fatisfied : 
And  fothey  would  have  been  had  Thefeus  died. 
But  he,  their  king,  was  lab'ring  in  his  mind   "% 
A  fitting  place  for  fun'ral  pomps  to  find,         > 
Which  were  in  honour  of  the  dead  deiigri'd :  J 
And,  after  long  debate,  at  laft  he  found 
(As  love  itfelf  had  mark'd  the  fpot  of  ground) 
That  grove  for  ever  green,  that  confcious  land, 
Where  he  with  Palamon  fought  hand  to  hand : 
That  where  he  fed  his  amorous  defires 
With  firft  complaints,  and  felt  his  hotteft  fires. 
There  other  flames  might  wafte  his  earthly  part, 
And  burn  his  limbs,  where  love  had  burn'd  his 
heart. 

This  once  refolv'd,  the  peafants  were  enjoin'd 
Sere-wood,  and  firs,  and  dodder'd  oaks  to  find. 
With  founding  axes  to  the  grove  they  go, 
Fell,  fplit,  and  lay  the  fuel  on  a  row, 
Vulcanian  food  :  a  bier  is  next  prepar'd, 
On  which  the  lifelefs  body  Ihould  be  rear'd, 
Cover'd  with  cloth  of  gold,  on  which  was  laid 
The  corpfe  of  Arcite,  in  like  robes  array'd. 
j  White  gloves  were  on  his  hands,  and  on  his  head 
'  A  wreath  of  laurel,  mix'd  with  myrtle,  fpread. 
A  fword  keen-edg'd  within  his  right  he  held, 
The  warlike  emblem  of  the  conquer'd  field: 
Bare  was  his  manly  vifage  on  the  bier: 
Menac'dhis  count'nance  t  even  in  death  fevere. 

Then 
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Then  to  the  palace-hall  they  bo^e  the  knight, 
To  lie  in  folemn  ftate,  a  public  light. 
Groans, cries  and  howlings,fill  the  crowded  place, 
And  unaffected  ibrrow  lat  on  ev'ry  face. 
Sad  Palamon  above  the  reft  appears, 
In  fable  garments,  dew'd  with  gufhing  tears  : 
His  auburn  locks  on  either  fhoulder  flow'd, 
Which  to  the  fun'ral  of  his  friend  he  vow'd: 
But  Emily,  as  chief,  was  next  his  fide, 
A  virgin-widow,  and  a  mourning  bride. 
And,  that  the  princely  obfeqtiies  might  be 
Perform'd  according  to  his  high  degree, 
The  fteed  that  bore  him  living  to  the  fight      } 
Wastrapp'dwithpolifh'dfteel,ail  fhiningbright,  i 
Andcover'dwithth'achievementsof  the  knight.  J 
The  riders  rode  abreaft,  and  one  his  fhield, 
His  lance  of  cornel- wood  another  held  ; 
The  third  his  bow,  and,  glorious  to  behold, 
The  coflly  quiver,  ail  of  burnifh'd  gold. 
The  nobleft  of  the  Grecians  next  appear, 
And,  weeping,  on  their  moulders  bore  the  bier; 
With  fober  pace  they  march' d,  and  often  ftaid, 
And  thro'  the  maf'ter-ftreet  the  corpfc  convey'd. 
The  houfts  to  their  tops  wirh  black  were  fpread, 
And  even  the  pavementswere  with  mourning  hid. 
The  right  fide  of  the  pall  old  Egcus  kept, 
And  on  the  left  the  royal  Thefeus  wept ; 
Each  bore  a  golden  bow]  of  work  divine, 
With  honey  fill'd,  and  milk,  and  mix'd  with 

ruddy  wine. 
Then  Palamon,  the  kinfman  of  the  flain, 
And  after  him  appear'4  th'  illuftrious  train, 
To  grace  the  pomp,  came  Emily  the  bright, 
With  covered  fire,  the  fun'ral  pile  to  light. 
With  high  devotion  was  the  iervice  made, 
And  all  the  rites  of  Pagan  honour  paid  : 
So  lofty  was  the  pile,  a  Parthian  bow. 
With  vigour  drawn,  muft  fend  the  fhafr  below. 
The  bottom  was  full  twenty  fathom  broad, 
With  crackling  ftraw  beneath  in  due  proportion 

ftrew'd. 
The  fabric  feem'd  a  wood  of  riling  green, 
With  fulphurand  bitumen  caft  between, 
To  iecd  the  flames  i  the  trees  were  unctuous  fir,") 
And  mountain  aih,  the  mother  of  the  fpear  :    / 
Themourner-yew  and  builder-oak  were  there:} 
The  beech,  the  fwimming  alder,  and  the  plane,  \ 
Hard  box,  and  linden  of  a  ibfter  grain,  ( 

And  laurels,  which  the  Gods  for  conquVing^ 

chiefs  ordain.  * 

How  they  were  rank'd  fhall  reft  untold  by  me, 
With  namelefs  nymphs  that  liv'd  in  ev'ry  tree: 
Nor  how  the  dryads,  or  the  woodland  train, 
Disherited,  ran  howling  o'er  the  plain  j  ^ 
Nor  how  the  birds  to  foreign  feats  repair'd, 
Or  beaits,  that  bolted  out,  and  taw  the  foreft 

bar'd  : 
JCor  how  the  ground,  now  clear'd,  with  ghaftly 

fright, 
Beheld  the  iucklen  fun,  a  ftrangerto  the  light. 

The  ftraw,  as  hri't  1  laid,  was  laid  below  : 
Of  chips  and  fere- wood  was  the  fecond  row  j 
The  third  of  greens,  and  timber  newly  fell'd  ; 
'Ziie  fourth  high  ftage  the  fragrant  odours  held. 


And  pearls,  and  precious  ftoncs,  and  rich  array ; 
In  midft  of  which,  embalmed,  the  body  lay. 
The  fervice  lung,  the  maid  with  mourning  eyes 
The  ftubble  fir'd  ;  the  i'mouldVing  flames  arife: 
This  office  done,  flie  funk  upon  the  ground  ; 
But  what  fhe  fpoke,  recover'd  from  her  fwoon, 
I  want  the  wit  in  moving  words  to  drefsj 
But  by  themfelves  the  tender  fex  may  guefs. 
While  the  devouring  fire  was  burning  faft, 
Rich  jewels  in  the  flame  the  wealthy  caft  -, 
And  ibme  their  ihields,  and  fome  their  lances 

threw, 
And  gave  their  warrior's  ghoft  a  warrior's  due. 
Full  bowls  of  wine,  of  honey, milk,  and  blood,  a 
Were  pour'd  upon  the  pile  of  burning  wood,  { 
Andhifling  fames  receive,  and,  hungry,  Yicki 

the  food.  J 

Then  thrice  the  mounted  fquadrons  ride  around 
The  fire,  and  Arcite's  name  they  thrice  refound  j 
Hail,  and  farewell,  they  fhouted  thrice  amain  ; 
Thrice  facing  to  the  left,  and  thrice  they  turn'd 

again  : 
Stillastheyturn'djtheybeattheirclatt'ringfhields; 
The  women  mix  their  cries  $  and  clamour  fills 

the  fields. 
The  warlike  wakes  continu'd  all  the  night, 
And  fun'ral  games  were  play'd  at  new  returning 

light.' 
Who  naked  wreftled  be  ft,  befmear'd  with  oil, 
Or  who  with  gauntlets  gave  or  took  the  foil, 
I  will  not  tell  you,  nor  would  you  attend  j 
But  briefly  haite  to  my  long  itory's  end. 

I  pais  the  reft  ;  the  year  was  fully  mournM, 
And  Palamon  long  fince  to  Thebes  return'd : 
When,  by  the  Grecians  general  con  fen  t, 
At  Athens  Thefeus  held  his  parliament  1 
Among  the  laws  that  pafs'd,  it  was  decreed, 
That  conquered  Thebes  from  bondage  fhould  be 

freed  j 
i  Referving  homage  to  th*  Athenian  throne, 
To  which  the  fovereign  fummon'd  Palamon. 
Unknowing  of  the  caufe,  he  took  his  way, 
Mournful  in  mind,  and  llill  in  black  array. 
The  monarch  mounts  the  throne,  and,  plac'd 

on  high, 
Commands  into  the  court  the  beauteous  Emily  t 
So  call'd,  flie  came  5  the  fenate  rofe,  and  paid 
Becoming  rev'rence  to  the  royal  maid. 
A  nd  ftrft  f oft  whifpers  through  th'  aflembly  went: 
With  filent  wonder  then  they  watch VI  theevent: 
All  huflr'd,  the  king  arofe  with  awful  grace : 
Deep  thought  was  in  his  breaft,  and  counfel  in. 

his  face. 
At  length  he  fighedj  and,  having  firft  prepared 
Th'  attentive  audience,  thus  his  will  declared: 
The  caufe  and  fpring  of  motion,  from  above, 
Hung  down  on  earth  the  golden  chain  of  love ; 
Great  was  th'  effedf,  and  high  was  his  intent, 
When  peace  among  the  jarring  feeds  he  fent. 
Fire,flood,  and  earth, and  air,  by  this  were  bound, 
And  Love,  the  common  link,  the  new  creation 

crown'd. 
The  chain  ftill  holds,for,  though  the  forms  decay, 
Eternal  matter  never  wears  away  ;     . 

Th* 
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The  fame  firft  Mover  certain  bounds  has  plac'd, 
How  long  thofe  perifhable  forms  mall  laft  : 
Nor  can  they  laft  beyond  the  time  aflign'd 
J}y  that  all-1eeing  and  all-making  mind  : 
Shorten  their  hours  they  may  ;  for  will  is  free  5 
But  never  pais  th'  appointed  deitiny. 
So  men  opprefs'd,  when  weary  of  their  breath, 
Throw  off 'the  burden,  and  fubom  their  death. 
Then,  iince  thofe  forms  begin,  and  have  their 

end, 
On  fome  un?.lrer"d  caufe  they  fure  depend : 
Parts  of  the  whole  are  we  ;  brt  God  the  whole, 
Who  gives  us  life  and  animating  foul : 
For  nature  cannot  from  a  part  .derive 
That  Iv^ing,  which  tie  whole  can  only  give: 
He  pern  6t,  liable  ,  but  imperr-cl  we, 
Subject  to  change,  and  diff  Vent  in  decree  ; 
Plants,  Dealt  s.  arid  man  ;  and,  as  our  organs  are, 
We  of  his  perfection  mare.. 

But  by  a  long  defcent  tn'  ethereal  lire 
Corrupts  ;  and  forms,  the  mortal  part,  expire: 
As  he  withdraws  his  virtue,  lb  they  pals  5 
And  the  fame  matter  makes  another  mafs. 
ThislawtrTOmnifcient  PowVwas  pleas'dtogive, 
That  evVy  kind  mould  by  AyrcelHon  live: 
That  individuals  die  his  will  ordains  } 
The  propagated  fpecies  Hill  remains. 
The  monarch  oak,  the  patriarch  of  the  trees, 
Shoots  riling  up,  and  ipreads  by  llow  degrees; 
Three  centuries  he  grows,  and  three  he  Hays, 
Supreme  in  ftate,  and  in  three  more  decays  ; 
So  wears  the  paving  pebble  in  the  Itreet, 
And  towns  and  towVs  their  fatal  periods  meet : 
So  rivers,  rapid  once,  now  naked  lie, 
Forlakeu  of  their  fprings,  and  leave  their  chan- 
nels diy. 
So  man,  at  firft  a  drop,  dilates  with  heat, 
Then,  form'd,  the  little  heart  begins  to  beat  j 
Secret  he  feeds  unknowing  in  the  cell ; 
At  length,  for  hatching  ripe,  he  breaks  the  (hell, 

d  ftruggles  into  breath,  and  cries  for  aid  j 
Then,  helplefs,  in  his  mother's  lap  is  laid. 
He  creeps,  he  w  alks,  and,  ilfuing  into  man, 
Grudges  their  life  from  whence  his  own  began  : 
Recklefs  of  laws,  affects  to  rule  al  ue, 
Anxious  to  reign,  and  reftlefs  on  rhe  throne  : 
Firft  vegetive,  then  feels,  and  reafons  laft ; 
Rich  of  three  fouls,  and  lives  all  three  to  wafte. 
Some  thus  :  but  thoufands  more  in  flowV  of  age  : 
For  few  arrive  to  run  the  latter  ftage. 
Sunk  in  the  firft,  in  battle  fome  are  flain, 
And  others  whelm'd  beneath  the  ftormy  main. 
What  makes  all  this,  but  Jupiter  the  king, 
At  whole  command  we  perifh  and  we  fpring  ? 
Then  'tis  our  belt,  lince  thus  oidain'd  to  die, 
To  make  a  virtue  of  neceffity. 
Take  what  he  gives,  fince  to  rebel  is  vain  ; 
The  bad  grows  better,  which  we  well  fuliain  ; 
And  could  we  choofe  the  time, and  choofe  aright, 
'Tis  beft  to  die,  our  honour  at  the  height. 
When  we  have  done  our  anceftors  no  fhame, 
But  ierv'd  ourfriends,  and  well  f  ecu  r'd  our  fame: 
Then  mould  we  wifh  our  happy  life  to  dole, 
And  leave  no  more  for  fortune  to  difpofe : 


So  mould  we  make  our  death  a  glad  relief 
From  future  fhame, from  ficknefs,and  from  grief: 
Enjoying  while  we  live  the  prefent  hour, 
•\nd  dying  in  our  excellence  and  fiowV.    [run, 
Then  round  our  death- bed  ev'ry  friend  mould 
And  joyous  of  our  conqueft  early  won  : 
While  the  malicious  world  with  envious  tears 
Should  grudge  our  happy  end,and  wifh  it  theirs. 
Since  then  our  Arcite  is  with  honour  dead,     ~\ 
Why  fhouid  we  mourn,  that  he  fo  fbon  is  freed,  > 
Or  call  untimely  what  the  Gods  decreed  ?       j 
With  grief  as  juft  a  friend  may  be  tieolor'd, 
From  a  foul  prifon  to  free  air  reftor  d. 
Ought  he  to  thank  his  kinfmen  or  his  wife, 
Could  tears  recal  him  into  wretched  life  ? 
Their  forrow  hurts  themfelves  ;  on  him  is  loft  5 
And,  wene  than  both,  offends  his  haopy  ghoft. 
What  then  remains,  but,  after  paft  annoy, 
To  take  the  good  viciflitnde  of  joy  ? 
To  thank  the  gracious  Gods  for  what  thev  give, 
Pofiefs  our  fouls,  and,  while  we  live,  to  live? 
Ordain  we  then  two  Ibrrows  to  combine, 
,,And  in  one  point  th'  extremes  of  grief  to  join  ; 
That  thence  refulting  joy  may  be  renewMj 
As  jarring  notes  in  harmony  conclude. 
Then  I  propofe  that  Paiamon  lhall  be 
In  marriage  join'd  with  beauteous  Emily; 
For  which  already  I  have  gain'd  th'  aileiit 
Of  my  free  people  in  full  parliament. 
Long  love  to  her  lias  borne  the  faithful  knight, 
And  well  deferv'd,  had  fortune  done  him  right  1 
'Tis  time  to  mend  her  fault ;  fince  Emily 
By  Arcite's  death  from  former  vows  is  free : 
If  you,  fair  lifter,  ratify  th*  accord, 
And  take  him  for  your  hufband  and  your  lord, 
'Tis  no  difhonour  to  confer  your  grace 
On  one  defcended  from  a  royal  race: 
And  were  he  left,  yet  years  of  fervice  paft: 
From  grateful  lbuls.  exaft  reward  at  laft. 
Pity  is  Heaven's  and  yours:  nor  can  {he  find 
A  throne  fo  foft  as  in  a  woman's  mind. 
He  faid  ;  fhe  blulh'd;  and,  as  o'eraw'd  by  might, 
Seem'd  to  give  Theleus  what  fhe  gave  the  knight. 
Then,  turning  to  the  Theban,  thus  he  faid ; 
Small  arguments  are  needful  to  perfuade 
Your  temper  to  comply  with  my  command ; 
And,  fpeaking  thus,  he  gave  Emilia's  hand. 
Smil'd  Venus,  to  behold  her  own  true  knight 
Obtain  the  conqueft,  tho'  he  loft  the  fight; 
And  blefs'd  with  nuptial  blifs  the  fweet  labo-{ 

rious  night.  J 

Eros  and  Anteros  on  either  fide, 
One  fir'd  the  bridegroom,  and  one  warm'd  the 

bride ; 
And  long -attending  Hymen  from  above 
Shower'd  on  the  bed  the  whole  Idalian  grove. 
All  of  a  tenor  was  their  after-life, 
No  day  difcolour'd  with  domeftic  ftrife  j 
No  jealoufy,  but  mutual  truth  believ'd, 
Secure  repofe,  and  kindnefs  undeceiv'd. 
ThusHeaven,  beyond  the  compafsof  his  thought, 
Sent  him  the  bleffing  he  fo  dearly  bought. 

So  may  the  Queen  of  Love  long  duty  blefs, 
And  all  true  lovers  find  the  fame  fuccefs. 

§  29. 
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Dim  as  theborrow'd  beams  of  moon  and  liars 
To  lonely,  weary,  wand'ring  travellers, 
Is  reafon  to  the  foul  :  and  as  on  high 
Thofe  rolling  fires  difcover  but  the  fky, 
Nor  light  us  here  ;  fo  reafon's  glimm'ring  ray) 
Was  lent  not  to  allure  our  doubtful  nay, 
But  guide  us  upward  to  a  better  day.  j 

And  as  thofe  nightly  tapers  difappear 
When  day's  bright  lord  afcends  our  hemifphere; 
So  pale  grows  reafon  at  religion's  fight ; 
80  dies,  and  fo  diffolves  in  lupernat'ral  light. 
Somefew,whofelamp  lhone  brighter,have  beenled 
From  caufe  to  caufe,  to  nature's  fecret  head  ; 
And  found  that  one  firft  principle  mull  be  : 
But  what,  or  who,  that  univerfal  He; 
Whether  fome  foul  encompafling  this  ball, 
Unmade,  unrnov'd  ;  yet  making,  moving  all  ; 
Or  various  atoms,  interfering  dance, 
Leap'd  into  form,  the  noble  work  of  chance  ; 
Or  this  great  all  was  from  eternity;  ~\ 

Not  e'en  the  Stagirite  himfelf  could  fee,  > 

And  Epicurus  guefs'd  as  well  as  he;  J 

As  blindly  grop'd  they  for  a  future  ftate  ; 
As  rafhly  judg'd  of  providence  and  fate ; 
But  leafl  of  all  could  their  endeavours  find 
What  molt  concern'd  the  good  of  human  kind  : 
For  happinefs  was  never  to  be  found, 
But  vanifhM  from  them  like  enchanted  ground. 
One  thought  content  the  good  to  be  enjoy 'd: 
This  every  little  accident  deftroy'd  : 
The  wifer  madmen  did  for  virtue  toil ; 
A  thorny,  or  at  bell  a  barren  foil : 
In  pleafure  fome  their  glutton  foulswouldfteep:^ 
But  found  their  line  too  (hort,the  well  too  deep ;  £ 
And  leaky  vefTels  which  no  blifs  could  keep.  .) 
Thus  anxious  thoughts  in  endlefs  circles  roll, 
Without  a  centre  where  to  fix  the  foul : 
In  this  wild  maze  their  vain  endeavours  end : 
How  can  the  lefs  the  greater  comprehend  ? 
Or  finite  reafon  reach  Infinity  ? 
For  what  could  fathom  God  were  more  than  He. 
The  Deifl  thinks  he  Hands  on  firmer  ground; 
Cries  tZpwa,  the  mighty  fee ret's  found  : 
God  is  that  fpring  of  good  ;  fupreme,  and  bell ; 
We  made  to  ferve,  and  in  that  fervice  blefl. 
If  fo,  fome  rules  of  worfhip  mull  be  given, 
Diftributed  alike  to  all  by  Heaven : 
Elfe  God  were  partial,  and  to  fome  denied 
The  means  his  juftice  ihould  for  all  provide. 
This  gen'ral  worfhip  is  to  praife  and  pray; 
One  part  to  borrow  bleflings,  one  to  pay: 
And  when  frail  nature  flides  into  offence, 
The  facrifke  for  crimes  is  penitence. 
Yet,  fince  th'  effects  of  Providence,  we  find, 
Are  varioufly  difpens'd  to  human  kind; 
Tha*t  vice  triumphs,  and  virtue  fuffers  here, 
A  brand  that  fov'reign  jullice  cannot  bear ; 
Our  reafon  prompts  us  to  a  future  Hate, 
The  hfl  appeal  from  fortune  and  from  fate; 
Where  God'sall-righteous  ways  will  be  declar'd; 
The  bad  meet  puiuihment,  the  good  reward. 


Thus  man  byhis  own  flrength  toHeaven  would 
And  would  not  beoblig'd  to  God  for  more,  [four ; 
Vain  wretched  creature !  how  art  thou  milled, 
To  think  thy  wit  thefe  godlike  notions  bred  ! 
Thefe  truths  are  not  the  product  of  thy  mind, 
But  dropt  from  heaven,  and  of  a  nobler  kind. 
Reveal'd  religion  firft  inform'd  thy  light, 
And  reafon  law  not  till  faith  fprung  the  light. 
Hence  all  thy  nat'ral  worfhip  takes  the  fource ; 
Tis  revelation,  what  thou  think'fl  difcourfe. 
Elfe  how  comeft  thou. to  fee  thefe  truths  fo  clear, 
Which  fo  obfeure  to  heathens  did  appear  ? 
Not  Plato  thefe,  nor  Ariflotle  found ; 
Nor  he  whofe  wifdom  oracles  renown'd. 
Hall  thou  a  wit  fo  deep,  or  fo  fublime, 
Or  canfl  thou  lower  dive,  or  higher  climb  ? 
Canfl  thou  by  reafon  more  of  godhead  know 
Than  Plutarch,  Seneca,  or  Cicero  ? 
Thofe  giant  wits  in  happier  ages  born, 
When  arms  and  arts  did  Greece  andRome  adorn, 
Knew  no  fuch  fyllem  j  no  fuch  piles  could  raife 
Of  nat'ral  worfhip  built  on  prayer  and  praife 
To  one  fole  God. 

Nor  did  remorfe  to  expiate  fin  prefcribe  ; 
But  flew  their  fellow-creatures  for  a  bribe: 
The  guiltlefs  victim  groan'd  for  their  offence; 
And  cruelty  and  blood  were  penitence. 
If  fheep  and  oxen  could  atone  for  men, 
Ah  !  at  how  cheap  a  rate  the  rich  might  fin  ! 
And  great  oppreffors  might  Heaven's  wrath  be- 
By  off 'ring  his  own  creatures  for  a  fpoil !  [guile, 

Dar'll  thou,  poor  worm,  offend  Infinity  ? 
And  mull  the  terms  of  peace  be  given  by  thee  ? 
Then  thou  art  Juftice  in  the  laft  appeal  5 
Thy  eafy  God  inflructs  thee  to  rebel  ; 
And  like  a  king,  remote  and  weak,  muft  take 
What  fatisfaction  thou  art  pleas 'd  to  make. 

But  if  there  be  a  pow'r  too  juft  and  flrong 
To  wink  at  crimes,  and  bear  unpunifh'd  wrong, 
Look  humbly  upward,  fee  his  will  difclofe 
The  forfeit  firfl,  and  then  the  fine  impole ; 
A  mulct  thy  poverty  could  never ^>ay, 
Had  not  eternal  wifdom  found  the  way,  ■ 
And  with  celeflial  wealth  fupplied  thy  ltore  ; 
His  jullice  makesthe  fine,his  mercyquitsthefcore. 
See  God  defcending  in  thy  human  frame; 
Th'  offended  fuffering  in  th'  offender's  name ; 
All  thy  mifdeeds  to  him  imputed  fee, 
And  all  his  righteoufnefs  devolv'd  on  thee. 

For,  granting  we  have  finn'd,and  that  th'of- 
Of  man  is  made  againfl  Omnipotence,      [fence 
Some  price  that  bears  proportion  mull  be  paid  i 
And  infinite  with  infinite  be  weigh'd. 
See  then  the  Deift  loll;  remorfe  for  vice, 
Not  paid  ;  or,  paid,  inadequate  in  price : 
What  farther  means  can  reafon  now  direct, 
Or  what  relief  from  human  wit  expect  ? 
That  fhews  us  fick  ;  and  fadly  are  we  fure 
Still  to  be  fick,  till  Heaven  reveal  the  cure: 
If  then  Heaven's  will  muft  needs  be  underftood, 
Which  muft,  if  we  want  cure,andHeavenbegood, 
Let  all  records  of  will  reveal'd  be  Ihewn  j        ~\ 
With  fcripture  all  in  equal  balance  thrown,    > 
And  our  one  facred  book  will  be  that  one.    y 

Proof 
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Proof  needs  not  here :  for  whether  we  compare 
That  impious  idle  fuperftitious  ware 
Of  rites,  luftrations,  off'rings,  which  before, 
In  various  ages,  various  countries  bore, 
Withchriftian  faith  and  virtues}  we  ihall  find 
None  anfwVing  the  great  ends  of  human  kind, 
But  this  one  rule  of  life,  that  fhews  us  beft 
How  God  may  be  appeas'd,  and  mortals  bleit. 
Whether  from  length  of  time  its  worth  we  draw, 
The  word  is  fcarce  more  antient  than  the  law  j 
Heaven's  early  care  prefcrib'd  for  ev'ry  age  j 
Firft  in  the  foul,  and  after  in  the  page. 
Or  whether  more  abftra&edly  we  look, 
Or  on  the  writers,  or  the  written  book, 
Whence,  but  from  Heaven,  could  men  unflchTd 

in  arts, 
In  fev'ral  ages  born,  in  fev'ral  parts, 
Weave  men  agreeing  truths  ?  or  how,  or  why, 
Should  all  confpire  to  cheat  us  with  a  lye  ? 
Unafic'd  their  pains,  ungrateful  their  advice, 
Starving  their  gain,  and  martyrdom  their  price. 

If  on  the  book  itfelf  we  caft  our  view, 
Concurrent  heathens  prove  the  ftory  true ; 
The  doctrine,  miracles  ;  which  rauft  convince, 
For  heaven  in  them  appeals  to  human  fenfe  ; 
And  tho'  they  prove  not,  they  confirm  thecaufe, 
When  what  is  taught  agrees  with  nature's  laws. 

Then  for  the  flyle,  majeftic  and  divine, 
It  fpeaks  no  lefs  than  God  in  ev'ry  line ; 
Commanding  words ;  whofe  force  is  ftill  the  fame 
As  the  firft  fiat  that  produe'd  our  frame. 
All  faiths  befide  or  did  by  arms  afcend, 
Orfinceindulg'd  has  made  mankind  theirfriend, 
This  only  doctrine  does  our  lufts  oppofe, 
Unfed  by  nature's  foil,  in  which  it  grows ; 
Crofs  to  our  int'refts,  curbing  fenfe  and  fin  : 
Opprefs'd  without,  and  undermin'd  within, 
It  thrives  thro'  pain ;  its  own  tormentors  tires  j 
And  with  a  ftubborn  patience  ftill  afpires. 
To  what  can  reafon  fach  effects  alfign 
Tranfcending  nature,  but  to  laws  divine  ; 
Which  in  that  lacred  volume  are  contain'd  j 
Sufficient,  clear,  and  for  that  ule  ordain'd  ? 

But  Hay  :  the  Dei  it  here  will  urge  anew. 
No  fupernat'ral  worfhip  can  be  true  ; 
Becaufe  a  gen'ral  law  is  that  alone 
Which  mult  to  all,  and  ev'ry  where,  be  known : 
A  ftyle  fo  large  as  not  this  book  can  claim, 
Nor  aught  that  bears  reveal'd  religion's  name. 
'Tis  faid,  the  fouud  of  a  Mefliah's  birth 
Is  gone  thro'  all  the  the  habitable  earth; 
But  ftill  that  text  muft  be  confin'd  alone 
To  what  was  then  inhabited  and  known : 
And  what  provifions  could  from  thence  accrue 
To  Indian  fouls,  and  worlds  difcover'd  new  ? 
In  other  parts  it  helps,  that  ages  pait, 
The  fcriptures  there   were  known,  and  were 

embrae'd 
Till  fin  fpread  once  again  the  (hades  of  night : 
What's  that  to  thefe,  who  never  law  the  light  ? 

Of  all  objections  this  indeed  is  chief 
To  ftartle  reafon,  ftagger  frail  belief: 
We  grant,'tis  true,that  Heaven  from  human  fenfe 
Has  hid  the  fecret  paths  of  Providence ; 


»3;> 


But  boundlefs  wifdom,  boundlefs  mercy,  mar 
Find,  ev'n  for  thofe  bewilder'd  fouls,  a  way  ; 
If  from  his  nature  foes  may  pity  claim, 
Much  more  may  ftrangers  who  ne'er  heard  his 

name. 
And  though  no  name  be  for  falvation  known, 
But  that  of  his  eternal  Son's  alone ; 
Who  knows  how  far  tranfcending  goodnefs  can 
Extend  the  merits  of  that  Son  to  man  ? 
Who  knows  what  reafons  may  his  mercy  lead; 
Or  ignorance  invincible  may  plead  ? 
Not  only  charity  bids  hope  the  beft, 
But  more  the  great  apoftle  has  exprefs'd: 
"  That  if  the  Gentiles,  whom  no  law  infpir'd, 
By  nature  did  what  was  by  law  requir'd, 
They,  who  the  written  rule  had  never  known, 
Were  to  themfelves  both  rule  and  law  alone  : 
To  nature's  plain  indictment  they  Ihall  plead ; 
And  by  theirconfeience  be  condemn 'd  or  freed." 
Moft  righteous  doom  S  becaufe  a  rule  reveal'd. 
Is  none  to  thofe  from  whom  it  was  conceal'd. 
Then  thofe  who  follow'd  reafon's  dictates  right 
Liv'd  up,  and  lifted  high  their  nat'ral  light  ; 
With  Socrates  may  fee  their  Maker's  face, 
While  thoufand  rubric -martyrs  want  a  place. 

Nor  does  it  baulk  my  charity,  to  find 
Th'  Egyptian  bifiiop  of  another  mind ; 
For  though  his  creed  eternal  truth  contains, 
'Tis  hard  for  man  to  doom  to  endlefs  pains 
All  who  believ'd  not  all  his  zeal  requir'd  ; 
Unlefs  he  firft  could  prove  he  was  infpir'd. 
Then  let  us  either  think  he  meant  to  fay, 
This  faith,  where  publifh'd,  was  the  only  way; 
Or  elfe  conclude  that,  Arius  tc  confute, 
The  good  old  man,  too  eager  in  difpute, 
Flew  high  ;  and  as  his  chriftian  fury  rofe 
Damn'd  all  for  heretics  who  durft  oppofe. 
Thus  far  my  charity  this  path  has  tried; 
A  much  unikilful,  but  well-meaning  guide: 
Yet  what  they  are,  e'en  thefe  crude  thoughts 

were  bred, 
By  reading  that  which  better  thou  had  read. 
Thy  matchlefs  author's  work  $  which  thou  my 

friend, 
By  well  tranflating  better  doft  commend ; 
Thofe  youthful  hours  which  of  thy  equals  moft 
In  toys  have  fquander'd,  or  in  vice  have  loft ; 
Thofe  hours  haft  thou  to  nobler  ufe  employ 'd, 
And  the  fevere  delights  of  truth  enjoy'd. 
Witnefs  this  weighty  book,  in  which  appears 
The  crabbed  toil  of  many  thoughtful  years, 
Spent  by  thy  author,   in  the  fitting  care 
Of  rabbins  old  fophifticated  ware 
From  gold  divine :  which  he  who  well  can  fort 
May  afterwards  make  algebra  a  fport. 
A  treafure,  wrhich  if  country  curates  buy, 
They  Junius  and Tremellius  may  defy; 
Save  pains  in  various  readings  and  tranilations ; 
And  without  Hebrew  make  moft  learn'd  quo- 
tations. 
A  work  fo  full  with  various  learning  fraught, 
So  nicely  ponder'd,  yet  fo  ftrongly  wrought, 
As  nature's  height  and  art's  laft  hand  requir'd, 
As  much  as  man  could  compafs,  uninfpir'd : 

Where 
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Where  we  may  fee  what  errors  have  been  piade 
Both  in  the  copyer's  and  translator's  trade  ; 
How  Jewifh,  Popifh,  int'refts  have  prevail'd, 
And  where  infallibility  has  fail'd. 

Foribme,who  have  his  fecret  meaning  guefs'd, 
Have  found  our  author  not  too  much  a  prieft: 
For  fafhion's  lake  he  feems  to  have  recourfe 
To  pope,  and  councils,  and  tradition's  force  ; 
But  he  that  old  traditions  could  fubdue, 
Could  not  but  find  the  weak ne is  of  the  new : 
If  fcripture,  tho*  deriv'd  from  heavenly  birth, 
Has  been  but  carelefsly  prefer  v'd  on  earth  ; 
If  God's  own  people,  who  of  God  before 
Knew  what  we  know,  and  had  been  promised 

more 
In  fuller  terms  of  heaven's  afftfting  care, 
And  who  did  neither  time  nor  ftudy  fpare, 
To  keep  this  book  untainted,  unperplex'd, 
Let  in  grofs  errors  to  corrupt  the  text, 
Omitted  paragraphs,  embroil'd  the  fenfe, 
With  vain  traditions  ftopt  the  gaping  fence, 
Which  ev'ry  common  hand  pull'd  up  with  eafe, 
What  fafety  from  fuch  bruih- wood- helps  asthefer 
If  written  words  from  time  are  not  fecur'd, 
How  can  we  think  have  oral  founds  endur'd  ? 
Which  thus  tranfmitted,if  one  mouth  lias  fail'd, 
Immortal  lyes  on  ages  are  entail'd: 
And  that  fome  fuch  have  been,is  prov'd  too  plain, 
If  we  confider  int'reft,  church,  and  gain. 

O  but,  fays  one,  tradition  fet  afide, 
Where  can  we  hope  for  an  unerring  guide  ? 
For  fince  th'  original  fcripture  has  been  loft, 
All  copies  difagreeing,  maim'd  the  moft, 
Or  chriftian  faith  can  have  no  certain  ground, 
Or  truth  in  church-tradition  mull  be  found. 

Such  anomnifcient  church  we  wifh  indeed  ; 
Twere  worth  both  Teftaments:  call  in  the  creed: 
But  if  this  mother  be  a  guide  fo  fure 
As  can  all  doubts  refolve,   and  truth  fecure, 
Then  her  infallibility,  as  well 
Where  copies  are  corrupt  or  lame,  can  tell  j 
Reftore  loft  canons  with  as  little  pains, 
As  truly  explicate  what  ftill  remains  : 
Which  yet  no  council  dare  pretend  to  do  ;      \ 
Vniefs,  like  Efdras,  they  could  write  it  new:  > 
Strange  confidence  ftill  to  interpret  true,         ) 
Yet  not  be  fure  that  all  they  have  explain'd 
Is  in  the  bleft  original  contain'd. 
More  fafe,  and  much  more  modeft,  'tis  to  fay, 
God  would  not  leave  mankind  without  a  way: , 
And  that  the  fcriptures,  tho'  not  every  where 
Free  from  corruption,  or  entire,  or  clear, 
Are  uncorrupt,  fufficient,  clear,  entire, 
In  all  things  which  our  needful  faith  require. 
If  others  in  the  fame  glafs  better  fee, 
'Tisfor  themfelves  they  look,  but  not  for  me : 
For  my  falvation  mult  its  doom  receive, 
Not  from  what  others,  but  what  I  believe. 

Mult  all  tradition  then  be  fet  aiide  ? 
This  to  affirm,  were  ignorance  and  pride. 
Are  there  not  many  points,  fome  needful  fure 
To  faving  faith,  that  fcripture  leaves  obfeure  ? 
Which  ev'ry  feci:  will  wreft  a  fev'ral  way  ; 
For  what  one  feci:  interprets,  all  feels  may: 


We  hold,  and  fay  we  prove  from  fcripture  plain^j 
That  Chnft  is  God  ;  the  bold  Socinian 
From  the  lave  (crpture  urges  he's  but  man.    j 
Now  what  appeal  can  end  th'  important  fuit  ? 
Both  parts  talk  loudly,  but  the  rule  is  mute. 

Shall  I  fpeak  plain,  and  in  a  nation  free 
A  flu  me  an  honeft  layman's  liberty  ? 
I  think,  according  to  my  little  (kill, 
To  my  own  mother-church  fubmitting  ftill, 
rjiat  many  have  been  iav'd,  and  many  may, 
Who  never  heard  this  queftion  brought  in  play. 
Th'unletter'd  Chriilian,  who  believes  in  grofs* 
Plods  on  to  heaven,  and  ne'er  is  at  a  lofs  i 
For  the  ftrait  gate  would  be  made  itraiter  yet, 
Were  none  admitted  there  but  men  of  wit* 
The  few  by  nature  form'd,with  learning  fraught, 
Born  to  inftruct,  as  others  to  be  taught, 
Muft  ltudy  well  the  lac  red  page  ;  and  fee 
Which  doclrine,  this  or  that,  does  beft  agree 
With  the  whole  tenor  of  the  work  divine, 
And  plainlieft  points  to  Heaven's  reveal'ddeugn? 
Which  expolition  flows  from  genuine  fenfe, 
And  which  is  fore'd  by  wit  and  eloquence. 
Not  that  tradition's  parts  are  ufelefs  here  ; 
When  gen'ral,  old,  difint'refted,  and  clear; 
That  ancient  fathers  thus  expound  the  page. 
Gives  truth  the  reverend  majefty  of  age  ; 
Confirms  its  force  by  'biding  ev'ry  teit  j 
For  bell  authorities  next  rules  are  beft. 
And  ftill  the  nearer  to  the  fpring  we  go, 
More  limpid,  more  unfoil'd,  the  waters  flow. 
Thus  firft  traditions  were  a  proof  alone; 
Could  we  be  certain,  fuch  they  were,  fo  knuviij 
But  fince  fome  flaws  in  long  defcent  may  be, 
They  make  not  truth,  but  probability. 
E'en  Arius  and  Pelagius  durft  provoke 
To  what  the  centuries  proceeding  fpoke. 
Such  dirPrence  is  there  in  an  oft-told  tale  : 
But  truth  by  its  own  finews  Will  prevail. 
Tradition  written  therefore  more  commends 
Authority,  than  what  from  voice  defcends  » 
And  this,  as  perfect  as  its  kind  can  be, 
Rolls  down  to  us  the  facred  hiftory: 
Which,  from  the  univerial  church  receiv'd, 
Is  tried,  and  after  for  itfelf  believ'd. 

The  partial  Papifts  would  infer  from  hence 
Their  church,  in  laft  refbrt,  fhould  judge  the 

fenfe. 
But  firft  they  would  alTumc  with  wondrous  art 
Themfelves  to  be  the  whole,  who  are  but  part 
Of  that  vaft  frame  the  church  jyet  grant  they  were 
The  handers-down,  can  they  from  thence  infer 
A  right  t'  interpret  r  or  would  they  alone, 
Who  brought  the  prefent,  claim  it  for  their  own? 
The  book's  a. common  large fs  to  mankind ; 
Not  more  for  them  than  ev'ry  man  defign'd: 
The  welcome  new.;  is  in  the  letter  found; 
The  carrier's  not  commiifio/Td  to  expound. 
It  fpeaks  itfelf,  and  what  it  does  contain 
In  all  things  needful  to  be  known  is  plain. 

In  times  o'ergrown  with  ruft  and  ignorance, 
A  gainful  trade  their  clergy  did  advance; 
When  want  of  learning  kept  the  laymen  low, 
And  none  but  priefts  were  authorized  to  know : 

When 
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.When  what  fmall  knowledge  was  in  them  did 

dwell; 
And  he  a  god  who  could  but  read  and  fpell ; 
The  mother-church  did  mightily  prevail ; 
She  parcel'd  out  the  bible  by  retail : 
liut  ilill  expounded  what  me  ibid  or  gave, 
To  keep  it  in  her  power  to  damn  or  fave. 
Scripture  was  i'carce,  and,  as  the  market  went, 
Poor  laymen  took,  falvation  on  content ; 
As  needy  men  take  money  good  or  bad:     [had. 
God's  word  they  had  not,  but  the  prieft's  they 
Yet  whate'er  falfe  conveyances  they  made, 
The  lawyer  dill  was  certain  to  be  paid. 
In  thofe  dark  times  they  learn 'd  their  knack  To 
That  by  long  ufe  they  grew  infallible.      fweli, 
At  hit  a  knowing  age  began  t'  enquire 
If  they  the  book,  or  that  did  them  infpire:  [late, 
And  making  narrower  iearch  they  found,  tho' 
That  what  they  thought  the  prieit's  was  their 

eltate : 
Taught  by  the  will  produced,  the  written  word, 
How  long  they  had  been  cheated  on  record. 
Then  ev'ryman  who  law  the  title  fair, 
Claim'd  a  child's  part,  and  put  in  for  a  lhare: 
Confulted  foberly  his  private  good, 
And  iav'd  himfelf  as  cheap  as  e  er  he  could. 

'Tis  true,  my  friend,  and  far  be  flatt'ry  hence, 
This  good  had  full  as  bad  a  confequence: 
The  book  thus  put  in  ev'ry  vulgar  hand, 
Which  each  prelum'd  he  bell  could  underiland, 
The  common  rule  was  made  the  common  prey, 
And  at  the  mercy  of  the  rabble  lay. 
The  tender  page  with  horny  flits  was  gall'd: 
And  he  was  gifted  moil  that  loudeil  bawl'd  ; 
The  fpirit  gave  the  do£tdral  degree :  "1 

And  ev'ry  member  of  a  company  2 

Was  of  his  trade  and  of  the  Bible  free.  j 

Plain  truths  enough  for  needful  ufe  they  found ; 
But  men  would  ilill  be  itching  to  expound: 
Each  was  ambitious  of  th'  obicureft  place, 
NnHieai'ure  ta'en  from  knowledge,all  from  grace. 
Study  and  pains  were  now  no  more  their  care ; 
Texts  were  explained  by  failing  and  by  pray'r : 
This  was  the  fruit  the  private  fpirit  brought ; 
Occaiion'd  by  great  zeal  and  little  thought ; 
While  crowds  unlearn'd,  with  rude  devotion 

warm, 
About  the  facred  viands  buz  and  fwarm. 
The  fly-blown  text  creates  a  crawling  brood  ; 
And  turns  to  maggots  what  was  meant  for  food. 
A  thouiand  daily  feels  rife  up  and  die  ; 
A  thoufandmore  theperiuYd  race  fupply  : 
So  all  we  make  of  Heaven's  difcover'd  will, 
Is  not  to  have  it,  or  to  ufe  it  ill. 
The  danger's  much  the  fame;  on  fev'ral  fhelves 
If  others  wreck  us,  or  we  wreck  ourfelves. 

What  then  remains,  but  waving  each  extreme, 
The  tides  of  ignorance  and  pride  to  item  ? 
Neither  ib  rich  a  treafure  to  forego  ; 
Nor  proudly  feek  beyond  our  pow'r  to  know  : 
Faith  is  not  built  on  difquifitions  vain  ; 
The  things  we  mull  believe  are  few  and  plain. 
But  fince  men  will  believe  more  than  they  need, 
And  ev'ry  man  will  make  himfelf  a  creed, 


In  doubtful  queftions  'tis  the  fafeil  way 
To  learn  what  unfufpecled  ancients  lay : 
For  'tis  not  likely  we  mould  higher  foar 
In  fearch  of  heaven  than  all  the  church  before; 
Nor  can  we  be  deceiv'd,  unlefs  we  fee 
The  icripture  and  the  fathers  difagree. 
If  after  all  they  itand  fufpetted  (till, 
For  no  man's  faith  depends  upon  his  will ; 
'Tis  lbme  relief,  that  points  not  clearly  known 
Without  much  hazard  may  be  let  alone  : 
And,  after  hearing  what  our  church  can  lay, 
If  ilill  our  reafon  runs  another  way, 
That  private  reafon  'tis  more  juil  to  curb, 
Than  by  difputes  the  public  peace  difturb  ; 
For  points  obfeure  are  of  fmall  ufe  to  iearn  ; 
But  common  quiet  is  mankind's  concern. 

Thus  have  I  made  my  own  opinions  clear  j 
Yet  neither  praile  expe<5t,  nor  cenfure  fear; 
And  this  unpoliih'd  rugged  verle  I  chofe, 
As  fitted  for  difcourfe,  and  nearelt  profe : 
For  while  from  iacred  truth  I  do  not  fwerve, 
Tom   Sternhold's  or  Tom  Shadweii's  rhymes 

will  ferve. 


§  3c.     Mac  Flecknce.     Dryden. 

All  human  things  are  fubjecr.  to  decay, 
And  when  Fate  iummons,  monarch s  mult  obey. 
jThis  Flecknoe  found,  who  like  Auguilus,  young 
,Was  call'd  to  empire,  and  had  govern'd  long: 
In  profe  and  verfe  was  own'd  without  difpute, 
Thro'  all  the  realms  of  Nonienfe  abfolute. 
j  This  aged  prince,  now  flourifhing  in  peace, 
!  And  blefs'd  with  iliue  of  a  la-ge  increafe  ; 
1  Worn  out  with  buiinefs,  did  at  length  debate 
:  To  iettle  the  fucceifion  of  the  {late : 
j  And  pond'ring  which,  of  all  Jiis  fons,  was  fit 
To  reign,  and  wage  immortal  war  with  Wit ; 
Cried,  'Tis  refolv'd  ;  for  Nature  pleads  that  liei 
Should  only  rule  who  moll  refembles  me. 

Sh ,  alone,  my  perfect  image  bears, 

Mature  in  dullnefs  from  his  tender  years: 

Sh ,  alone,  of  all  my  fons,   is  he, 

Who  Hands  coniirm'd  in  full  itupidity. 

The  reit  to  fome  faint  meaning  make  pretence  3 

But  Sh never  deviates  into  ienfe. 

Some  beams  of  wit  on  other  fouls  may  fall, 
Strike  thro',  and  make  a  lucid  interval  j 

But  Sh 's  genuine  night  admits  no  ray  j 

His  riling  fogs  prevail  upon  the  day. 
Befides,  his  goodly  fabric  fills  the  eye, 
And  ieems  deiign'd  for  thoughtlefs  majelry: 
Thoughtlefs  as  monarch  oaks  thatihadetheplam, 
And  fpread  in  iblemn  itate,  fupinely  reign. 
Hey  wood  and  Shirley  were  but  types  of  thee, 
Thou  lail  great  prophet  of  Tautology. 
Ev*n  I,  a  dunce  of  more  renown  than  they, 
Was  lent  before  but  to  prepare  thy  way  j 
And,  coarfely  clad  in  Norwich  drugsret,  came 
To  teach  the  nations  in  thy  greater  name. 
My  warbling  lute,  the  lute  I  whilom  lining, 
When  to  king  John  of  Portugal  I  lung, 
Was  but  the  prelude  of  that  glorious  day, 
When  thou  on  lilver  Thames  didit  cut  thv  war. 

'  With 
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With  weH-timM  Oars,  before  the  royal  barge, 
Swell  'd  with  the  pride  of  thy  celeftial  charge  ; 
And,  big  with  hymn,  commander  of  an  hoft, 
The  like  was  ne'er  in  Epfom  blankets  tofs'd. 
Methinks  I  lee  the  new  Arion  fail, 
The  lute  ftill  trembling  underneath  thy  nail. 
At  thy  well  fhapen'd  thumb,  from  fhore  to  ihore 
The  trebles  fqueak  for  fear,  thebafTes  roar  : 
Echoes  from  Rifling- Alley  Sh— call, 
And  Sh  they  refound  from  Afton-Hall. 

About  thy  boat  the  little  fifties  throng, 
As  at  the  morning  toaft  that  floats  along. 
Sometimes,  as  prince  of  thy  harmonious  band, 
Thou  wield' ft  thy  papers  in  thy  th reining  hand. 
St.  Andre's  feet  ne'er  kept  more  equal  time, 
Not  e'en  the  feet  of  thy  own  Pfyche's  rhyme  : 
Though  they  in  number  as  in  fenfe  excel  j 
So  juft,  fo  like  Tautology  they  fell, 
That,  pale  with  envy,  Singleton  forfwor©        ") 
The  lute  and  fword  which  he  in  triumph  bore,  > 
And  vow'd  he  ne'er  would  act  Villerius  more.3 

Here  ftopt  the  good  old  fire,  and  wept  for  joy, 
In  filent  raptures  of  the  hopeful  boy. 
All  arguments,  but  molt  his  plays,  perfuade, 
That  for  anointed  dulnefs  he  was  made. 
Clofe  to  the  walls  which  fair  Augulta  bind 
(The  fair  Augufta,  much  to  fears  inclin'd) 
An  ancient  fabric,  rais'd  t'  inform  the  light, 
There  ftood  of  yore  and  Barbican  it  hight: 
A  watch-tow'r  once :  but  now,  fo  fate  ordains, 
Of  all  the  pile  an  empty  name  remains  : 
From  its  old  ruins  brothel-houfes  rife, 
Scenes  of  lewd  loves,  and  of  polluted  joys, 
Where  their  valt  courts  the  mother-ftrumpets 

keep, 
And  undifturb'd  by  watch,  in  filence  fleep, 
Near  thefe  a  nurfery  erects  its  head,  [bred : 

Where  queens  are  form'd,  and  future  heroes 
Where  unfledg'd  actors  learn  to  laugh  and  cry,  * 
Where  infant  punks  their  tender  voices  try,  > 
And  little  Maximinsthe  gods  defy.  j 

Great  Fletcher  never  treads  the  buikins  here, 
Nor  greater  Johnfon  dares  in  focks  appear; 
But  gentle  Simpkin  juft  reception  finds 
Amidft  this  monument  of  vanihYd  minds  : 
Pure  clinches  the  fuburbian  mufe  affords, 
And  Panton  waging  harmlefs  war  with  words. 
Here  Flecknoe,  as  a  place  to  fame  well  known, 

Ambitiouily  defign'd  his  Sh 's  throne  : 

For  ancient  Decker  prophefied,  long  lince,  ^ 
That  in  this  pile  fhould  reign  a  mighty  prince,  > 
Born  for  a  fcourge  of  wit;  and  flail  of  fenfe  :  ) 
To  whom  true  dulnefs  fhould  fomePfyche'sowe, 
But  worlds  of  Mile rs  from  his  pen  fhould  flow ; 
Humorifts  and  Hypocrites  it  fhould  produce, 
Whole  Raymond  families,  and  tribes  of  Bruce. 
Now  emprefs  Fame  had  publifh'd  the  renown 

Of  Sh '$  coronation  thro'  the  town. 

Rous'd  by  report  of  Fame,  the  nations  meet, 
From  near  Bun-hill,  and  diftant  Watling-ftreet; 
No  Perfian  carpets  fpread  th'  imperial  way, 
But  fcatter'd  limbs  of  mangled  poets  lay  : 
From  dufty  mops  neglected  authors  come, 
Martyrs  of  pyes,  and  relics  of  the  bum. 


Much  Hey  wood,  Shirley,  Ogleby,  there  lay  ; 

Butloads  of  Sh almoft  choak'dthe  way. 

Bilk'd  ltationers  for  yeomen  flood  prepar'd, 
And  H — n  was  captain  of  the  guard. 
The  hoary  prince  in  majefty  appear'd, 
High  on  a  throne  of  his  own  labours  rear'd, 
At  his  right  hand  our  young  Afcanius  fat, 
Rome's  other  hope,  and  pillar  of  the  itate. 
His  brows,  thick  fogs,  inflead  of  glories,  grace, 
And  lambent  Dulnefs  play'd  around  his  face. 
As  Hannibal  did  to  the  altars  come, 
Sworn  by  his  fire  a  mortal  foe  to  Rome  ; 
So  Sh-       fwore,  nor  fhould  his  vow  be  vain, 
That  he, till  death,  true  dulnefs  would  maintain ; 
And,  in  his  father's  right,  and  realm's  defence, 
Ne'er  to  have  peace  with  wit,nor  truce  with  fenfe. 
The  king  himf  elf  the  facred  un£tion  made, 
As  king  by  office,  and  as  prieft  by  trade. 
In  his  unifier  hand,  inftead  of  ball, 
He  plac'd  a  mighty  mug  of  potent  ale ; 
Love's  kingdom  to  his  right  he  did  convey, 
At  once  his  fceptre,  and  his  rule  of  fway ; 
Whofe  righteous  lore  the  prince  had  praclis'd 

young, 
And  from  whofe  loins  recorded  Pfyche  fprnng  j 
His  temples  lait  with  poppies  were  o'erfpread, 
That,  nodding,  feem'd  to  confecrate  his  head. 
Juft  at  the  point  of  time,  if  fame  not  lye, 
On  his  right  hand  twelve  rev'rend  owls  did  fly. 
So  Romulus,  'tis  fung,  by  Tiber's  brook, 
Preiage  of  fway  from  twice  fix  vultures  took. 
Th'  admiring  throng  loud  acclamations  make, 
And  omens  of  his  future  empire  take. 
The  fire  then  fhook  the  honours  of  his  head, 
And  from  his  brows  damps  of  oblivion  fhed 
Full  on  the  filial  dulnefs :  long  he  ftood,  ~\ 

Repelling  from  his  breaftthe  raging  god;         > 
At  length  burft  out  in  this  prophetic  mood.     J 

'Heavens  blefs  my  fon,  from  Ireland  let  him 
To  far  Barbadoes  on  the  weftern  main ;    [reign 
Of  his  dominion  may  no  end  be  known, 
And  greater  than  his  father's  be  his  throne; 
Beyond  Love's  kingdom  let  him  ftretch  his  pen." 
He  paus'd,  and  all  the  people  cried,  Amen. 
Then  thus  continued  he  :  '  My  fon,  advance 
Still  in  new  impudence,  new  ignorance. 
Succefs  let  others  teach  ;  learn  thou,  from  me, 
Pangs  without  birth,  and  fruitlefs  induftry. 
Let  Virtuofos  in  five  years  be  writ ; 
Yet  not  one  thought  accufe  thy  toil  of  wit. 
Let  gentle  George  in  triumph  tread  the  ftage  ; 
Make  Dorimant  betray,  and  Loveit  rage ; 
Let  Cully  Cockwood,  Fopling,  charm  the  pit, 
And,  in  their  folly,  fhew  the  writer's  wit. 
Yet  ftill  thy  fools  fhall  ftand  in  thy  defence, 
And  juftify  their  author's  want  of  fenfe. 
Let  'em  be  all  by  thy  own  model  made 
Of  dulnefs,  and  delire  no  foreign  aid; 
That  they  to  future  ages  may  be  known, 
Not  copies  drawn,  but  iflue  of  thy  own. 
Nay.  let  thy  men  of  wit  too  be  the  fame, 
All  full  of  thee,  and  difPring  but  in  name. 
But  let  no  alien  S — dl — y  interpofe, 
To  lard  with  wit  thy  hungry  Epfbmprofe. 

And 
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And,\vhen  falfe  flow'rs  of  Rhetoric  thou  wouldft 

Trult  Nature,  do  not  labour  to  be  dull :      [cull, 

But  write  thy  belt,  and  top  ;  and,  In  each  line, 

Sir  Formal's  oratory  will  be  thine  : 

Sir  Formal,  tho'  un fought,  attends  thy  quill, 

And  does  th)'  Northern  Dedications  fill. 

Nor  let  falfe  friends  feduce  thy  mind  tafame, 

By  arrogating  Jonfon's  hoftile  name. 

Let  father  Frecknoe  fire  thy  mind  with  praife, 

And  uncle  Ogleby  thy  envy  raife. 

Thou  art  my  blood,  where  Jon  fon  has  no  part; 

What  mare  have  we  in  nature  or  in  art  ? 

Where  did  his  wit  on  Learning  fix  a  brand, 

And  rail  at  arts  he  did  not  undei'lhnd  ? 


Poets  alone  found  the  delightful  way, 
MyfterioUs  morals  gently  to  convey 
In  charming  numbers;  fo  that,  as  men  grew 
Pleas'd  with  their  poems,  they  grew  wiler  too. 
Satire  has  always  Ihone  among  the  reft, 
And  is  the  boldeft  way,  if  not  the  bell, 
To  tell  men  freely  of  their  fouleli  faults  ; 
To  laugh  at  their  vain  deeds,and  vainer  thoughts. 
In  latire  too  the  wife  took,  diff 'rent  ways, 
To  each  deferving  its  peculiar  praiie. 
Some  did  all  folly  with  juit  fnarpnefs  blame, 
Whilft  others  laugh'd,  and  fcorn'd  them  into 

fhame. 
But  of  thefe  two,  the  lad  fucceeded  heft, 


Where  made  he  love  in  Prince  Nicander's  vein,  j  As  men  aim  righteft  when  they  moot  in  jeft. 


Or  fwept  the  duft  in  Pfcyhe's  humble  llrain 
Where  fold  he  bargains,whip-flitch,  kifs  myarfe; 
Promis'd  a  play,  and  dwindled  to  a  farce  ? 
When  didhismufe  from  Fletcher  fcenes  purloin, 
As  thou  whole  F.th'ridge  doft  transfufe  to  thine  r 
But  fo  transfus'd,  as  oil  and  water  flow  5 
His  always  floats  above,  thine  links  below. 
This  is  thy  province,  this  thy  wond'rous  way, 
New  humours  to  invent  for  each  new  playj 
This  is  that  boafted  bias  of  thy  mind, 
By  which,  one  way,  to  dulnefs  'tis  inclin'd: 
Which  makes  thy  writings  lean  on  one  fide  full, 
And,  in  all  changes,  that  way  bends  thy  will. 
Nor  let  thy  mountain-belly  make  pretence 
Ol  likenefs;   thine's  a  tympany  of  fenfe. 
A  tun  of  man  in  thy  large  bulk  is  writ  j 
But  fure  thou  "rt  but  a  kilderkin  of  wit. 
Like  mine,  thy  gentle  numbers  feebly  creep ; 
Thy  tragic  mule  gives  fmiles ;  thy  comic,  lleep. 
With  whate'er  gall  thou  lett'ft  thyfelf  to  write, 
Thy  inoffeniive  fatires  never  bite. 
In  thy  felonious  heart  though  venom  lies 
It  does  but  touch  thy  Irilh  pen,  and  dies. 
Thy  genius  calls  thee  not  to  purchafe  fame 
In  keen  Iambics,  but  mild  Anagram. 
Leave  writing  plays,andchoofe  for  thy  command 
Some  peaceful  province  in  Acroftic  land. 
There  thoumayft  wings  difplay,  and  altars  raife, 
And  torture  one  poor  word  ten  thoufand  ways. 
Or,  if  thou  wouldft  thy  diff 'rent  talents  fuit, 
Set  thy  own  fongs,  and  ling  them  to  thy  lute. 
He  faid ;  but  his  laft  words  were  fcarcely> 


heard 


For  Bruce  and  Longvil  had  a  trap  prepar'd, 
And  down  they  fent  the  yet  declaiming  bard, 
Sinking,  he  left  his  drugget  robe  behind, 
Borne  upwards  by  a  fubterranean  wind. 
The  mantle  fell  to  the  young  prophet's  part, 
With  double  portion  of  his  father's  art. 


§  31.     An  EJJ'ay  upon  Satire 

Dryden  and  Buckingham. 

How  dull  and  how  infenfible  a  beaft 
Is  man,  who  yet  would  lord  it  o'er  the  reft! 
Philofophers  and  poets  vainly  ft  rove 
In  ev'ry  age  the  lumpilh  mafs  to  move :     [thefe, 
But  thofe  were  pedants,  when  compar'd  with 
Who  know  not  only  to  inftruft  but  pleafe. 


Yet  if  we  may  prefume  to  blame  our  guides, 

And  cenfure  thofe  who  cenfure  all  bolides, 

In  other  things  they  juftly  are  preferred  ; 

In  this  alone  methinks  the  ancients  err'd : 

Againft  the  grofleil  follies  they  declaim  ; 

Hard  they  purfue,  but  hunt  ignoble  game, 

Nothing  is  ealier  than  fuch  blots  to  hit, 

And  'tis  the  talent  of  each  vulgarv.it: 

Belides,  'tis  labou'Toft;  for  who  would  preach 

Morals  to  Armftrong,  or  dull  Afton  teach  ? 

'Tis  being  devout  at  pi  ay.  wife  at  a  ball, 

Or  bringing  wit  and  friendlhip  to  Whitehall. 

But  with  (harp  eyes  thole  nicer  faults  to  find, 

Which  lie  obfcurely  in  the  wifeft  mind  ; 

That  little  fpeck  which  all  the  reft  does  fpoil, 

To  walh  off  that,  would  be  a  noble  toil  j 

Beyond  the  ioofe-writ  libels  of  this  age, 

Or  the  fore'd  fcenes  of  our  declining  ftage; 

Above  all  cenfure  too,  each  little  wit 

Will  be  fo  glad  to  fee  the  greater  hit ; 

Who  judging  better,  though  concern 'd  themoft, 

Of  fuch  correction  w  ill  have  caule  to  boaft. 

In  fuch  a  latire  all  would  leek  a  lhare, 

And  ev'ry  fool  will  fancy  he  11  there. 

Old  ltory-telleis  too  mnft  pine  and  die, 

To  fee  their  antiquated  wit  laid  by  ; 

Like  her,  who  mils  d  her  name  in  a  lampoon 

And  griev'd  to  find  herfelf  decay 'd  fo  foon. 

No  common  coxcomb  mult  be  mention'd  here ; 

Not  the  dull  train  of  dancing  (parks  appear; 

Nor  fluttering  officers  who  never  light: 

Of  fuch  a  wretched  rabble  who  would  write  ? 

Much  lefs  halfwits:  that's  more  againft  our  rules, 

For  they  are  fops,  the  other  are  but  fools. 

Who  would  not  be  as  lilly  as  Dunbar  ? 

As  dull  as  Monmouth,  rather  than  Sir  Carr  ? 

The  cunning  courtier  Ihould  be  flighted  too, 

Who  with  dull  knav'ry  makes  fo  much  ado ; 

Till  the  Ihrewd  fool,  by  thriving  too,  too  fait, 

Like  ./Flop's  fox,  becomes  a  prey  at  1  ift. 

Nor  lhall  the  royal  miftrefles  be  nam'd, 

Too  ugly,  or  too  eafy,  to  be  blam'd  ; 

With  whom  each  rhyming  fool  keeps  fuch  a 

pother, 
They  are  as  common  that  way  as  the  other: 
Yet  faunt'ring  Charles,  between  his   beaftly^ 

brace,  f 

Meets  with  diflembling  ftill  in  either  place,      * 


Affected  humour,  or  a  painted  face. 
Z 
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In  loyal  libels  we  have  often  told  him 
How  one  has  jilted  him,  the  other  (old  him  ; 
How  that  affects  to  laugh,  how  this  to  weep  : 
But  who  can  rail  fo  long  as  he  can  fleep  ? 
Was  ever  prince  by  two  at  once  milled, 
Falfe,  foolifh,old,  ill-natur'd,  and  ill-bred  ? 
Earneiy  and  Aylefbury,  with  all  that  race 
Of  bury  blockheads,  fhall  have  here  no  place  ; 
At  council  fat  as  foils  on  Dorfet's  fcore, 
To  make  that  great  falfe  jewel  mine  the  more  ; 
Who  all  that  while  was  thought  exceeding  wife, 
Only  for  taking  pains  and  telling  lies. 
But  there'snomeddlingwith  fuch  naufeousmen ; 
Their  very  names  have  tir'd  my  lazy  pen  : 
'Tis  time  to  quit  their  company,  and  choofe 
Some  fitter  fubject  for  a  (harper  Mufe. 

Firit  let's  behold  the  merrieft  man  alive      • 
Again  it  his  carelefs  genius  vainly  ftrive; 
Quit  his  dear  eafe,  fome  deep  deiign  to  lay, 
'Gainft  a  fet  time;  and  then  forget  the  day  s 
Yet  he  will  laugh  at  his  belt  friends ;  and  be 
Jufl  as  good  company  as  Nokes  and  Lee. 
But  when  he  aims  at  reafon  or  at  rule, 
He  turns  himfelf  the  beft  to  ridicule. 
Let  him  at  bus'nefs  ne'er  fo  earneft  fit, 
Shew  him  but  mirth,  and  baitthat  mirthwithwit; 
That  fhadow  of  a  jeit  fhall  be  enjoy M, 
Though  he  left  all  mankind  to  be  deitroy'd. 
So  cat  transformed  fat  gravely  and  demure, 
Till  mouie  appear'd,  and  thought  himfelf  fecure; 
But  foon  the  lady  had  him  in  her  eve, 
And  from  her  friend  did  juft  as  oddly  fly. 
Reaching  above  our  nature  does  no  good  ; 
Wre  muil  fall  back  to  our  old  flefh  and  blood  : 
As,  by  our  little  Machiavel,  we  find 
That  nimbleit  creature  of  the  bufy  kind, 


But  is  there  any  other  beaft  that  lives, 
Who  his  own  harm  fo  wittingly  contrives  ? 
Will  any  dog,  that  has  his  teeth  and  ilones, 
Refin'dly  leave  his  bitches  and  his  bones 
To  turn  awheel  ?  and  bark  to  be  employ'd, 
While  Venus  is  by  rival  dogs  enjoy'd  ? 
Yet  this  fond  man,  to  get  a  ftateiman's  name, 
Forfeits  his  friends,  his  freedom,  and  his  fame. 
Though  fatire  nicely  writ  no  humour  ftings 
But  thofe  who  merit  praife  in  other  things: 
Yet  we  muft  needs  this  one  exception  make, 
And  break  our  rules  for  folly  Tropos  fake, 
Who  was  too  much  defpis'd  to  be  accus'd, 
And  therefore  fcarce  deferves  to  be  abus'd  j 
Rais'd  only  by  his  mercenary  tongue, 
For  railing  fmoothly,  and  for  reas'ning  wrong. 
As  boys  on  holidays  let  loofe  to  play, 
Lay  waggifh  traps  for  girls  that  pais  that  way, 
Then  ihout  to  fee  in  dirt  and  deep  diftrefs 
Some  filly  cit  in  her  flower'd  foolifh  drefs  ; 
So  have  I  mighty  fatisfaction  found, 
To  fee  his  tinfel  reafon  on  the  ground  : 
To  fee  the  florid  fool  defpis'd,  and  know  it,  [it : 
By  feme  who  fcarce  have  words  enough  to  (hew 
For  fenfe  fits  filent,  and  condemns  for  weaker 
The  finer,  nay  fometimes  the  wittieil  fpeaker : 
But  'tis  prodigious  fo  much  eloquence* 
Should  be  acquir'd  by  fuch  little  fenfe  ; 
For  words  and  wit  did  anciently  agree; 
And  Tully  was  no  fool,  though  this  man  be: 
At  bar  abufive,  on  the  bench  unable, 
Knave  on  the  woolsack,  fop  at  council-table. 
Thefe  are  the  grievances  of  fuch  fools  as  would 
Be  ratJter  wife  than  honeit,  great  than  good. 

Some  other  kind  of  wits  mult  be  made  known, 
Whofe  harmlefs  errors  hurt  themfelves  alone  ; 


His  limbs  are  crippled,  and  his  body  (hakes;  V  Excels  of  luxury  they  think  can  pleafe, 
Yet  his  hard  mind,  which  all  this  buftle  makes,  £  \  And  lazinefs  call  loving  of  their  eafe  ; 
N  >  pity  of  its  poor  companion  takes.  J  ,To  live  difTolv,d  in  pleafure  (till  they  feign, 

V/hat  gravity  can  hokl  from  laughing  out,  j  Though  their  whole  life's  but  intermitting  pain  : 

To  fee  him  drag  his  feeble  legs  about,  |  So  much  of  furfeits,  head-achs,  claps,  are  (ecu, 

Like  hounds  ill-coupled  ?  Jowler  lugs  him  ftilllWe  fcarce  perceive  the  little  time  between; 
Thro'  hedges,  ditches,  and  thro'  all  that's  ill.     !  Weil-meaning  men  whomake  thisgrofsmiftake, 


*Twere  crime  in  any. man  but  him  alone, 

To  uie  a  body  fo,  tho'  'tis  one's  own  : 

Yet  this  i\\\Cc  comfort  never  gives  him  o'er, 

Thatwdnllthecreepshisvig'rousthoughrscanlban 

Alas  !  that  foanng,  to  thofe  few  that  know, 

Is  but  a  bufy  grov'ling  here  below. 

So  men  in  rapture  think  they  mount  the  iky,  ^ 

Whilft  on  theground  th'entrancedwretches  lie:  ^ 

So  modern  fops  have  fancied  they  could  fly.  j 

As  the  new  earLwith  parts  deferving  praife, 

And  wit  enough  to  laugh  at  his  own  ways ; 

Yet  lcies  all  fort  days  and  fenfual  nights, 

Kind  nature  checks,  and  kinder  fortune  flights; 

Striving  againft  his  quiet  all  he  can, 

For  the  fine  notion  of  a  bufy  man. 

And  what  is  that,  at  belt,  but  one  whofe  mind 

is  made  to  tire  himfelf  and  all  mankind  ? 

For  Ireland  he  would  go;  'faith,  let  him  reign  ; 

For  if  fome  odd  fantaflic  lord  would  fain 

Carry  in  trunks,  and  all  my  drudg'ry  do, 

I'll  not  only  p..y  him,  but  admire  him  too. 


And  pleafure  lofe  only  for  pleafure's  fake ; 
Each  pleafure  has  its  price  ;  and  when  we  pay 
Too  much  of  pain,  we  fquander  life  away. 

Thus  Dorfet,  purring  like  a  thoughtful  cat, 
Married  ;  but  wifer  puis  ne'er  thought  of  that  j 
And  firft  he  worried  her  with  railing  rhyme, 
Like  Pembroke's  maftiffs  at  his  kindeit  time  j 
Then  for  one  night  fold  all  his  flavifh  life, 
A  teeming  widow,  but  a  barren  wife  ; 
Swell'd  by  contadt  of  fuch  a  fulfome  toad,; 
He  lugg'd  about  the  matrimonial  load  ; 
Till  fortune,  blindly  kind  as  well  as  he, 
Has  ill  reftor'd  him  to  his  liberty  ! 
Which  he  would  ufe  in  his  old  fncaking  way, 
Drinking  all  night,  and  dozing  rill  the  day  ; 
Dull  as  Ned  Howard,  whom  his  briiker  times 
Had  fam'd  for  dulnefs  in  malicious  rhymes. 

Mulgrave  had  much  ado  to  'icapc  the  (hare, 
Tho'  learn'd  in  all  thofe  arts  that  cheat  the  fair; 
For,  alter  all  his  vulgar  marriage-mocks, 
With  beauty  dazzled;  Numps  was  in  the  flocks; 

Deluded 
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Deluded  parents  dried  their  weeping  eyes, 

To  fee  '  im  catch  a  tartar  for  his  prize  ; 

Th' impatient  town  waited  the  wiih'd -for  change 

And  cuckolds  fmird  in  hopes  of  fweet  revenge; 

Till  Petworth  plot  made  us  with  forrow  fee, 

As  his  eftate,  his  perfon  too  was  free  : 

Him  no  foft  thoughts, no  gratitude  could  move; 

To  gold  he  fled  from  beauty  and  from  love  ; 

Yet  failing  there  he  keeps  his  freedom  ftill, 

Forc'd  to  live  happily  againft  his  will : 

'Tis  not  his  fault,  if  too  much  wealth  aud  pow'r 

Break  not  his  boafted  quiet  ev'ry  hour. 

And  little  Sid,  for  fimile  renown'd, 
Pleafure  has  always  fought,  but  never  found : 
Though  all  his  thoughts  on  wine  and  women 
His  are  fo  bad,  fure  he  ne'er  thinks  at  all.    [fall, 
The  flefh  he  lives  upon  is  rank  and  ftrong; 
His  meat  and  miftrefTes  are  kept  too  long. 
But  fure  we  all  miftake  this  pious  man, 
Who  mortifies  his  perfon  all  he  can : 
What  we  uncharitably  take  for  fm, 
Are  only  rules  of  this  odd  capuchin  : 
For  never  hermit,  under  grave  pretence, 
Has  liv'd  more  contrary  to  common  fenfe ; 
And  'tis  a  miracle,  we  may  fuppofe, 
No  naftinefs  offends  his  fkilful  nofe ; 
Which  from  all  ftink  can  with  peculiar  art 
Extract  perfume,  and  efTence  from  a  f — t : 
Expecting  fupper  is  his  great  delight  ; 
He  toils  all  day  but  to  be  drunk  at  night: 
Then  o'er  his  cups  this  night-bird  chirping  (its, 
Till  he  takes  Hewit  and  Jack  Hall  for  wits. 

Rochefter  I  defpife  for  want  of  wit, 
Though  thought  to  have  a  tail  and  cloven  feet; 
For,  while  he  mifchief  means  to  all  mankind, 
Himfelf  alone  the  ill  effects  doth  find : 
And  fo  like  witches  juftly  fuifer  fhame, 
Whofe  harmlefs  malice  is  fo  much  the  fame. 
Falfe  are  his  words,  affected  is  his  wit  j 
So  often  he  does  aim,  fo  feldom  hit : 
To  ev'ry  face  he  cringes  while  he  fpeaks, 
But  when  the  back  is  turn'd  the  head  he  breaks  : 
Mean  in  each  action,  lewd  in  ev'ry  limb, 
Manners  themfelves  are  mifchievous  in  him  : 
A  proof  that  chance  alone  makes  ev'ry  creature 
A  very  Killigrew,  without  good  nature. 
For  what  a  BefTus  has  he  always  liv'd, 
And  his  own  kickings  notably  contriv'd  ! 
For  there's  the  folly  that's  ftill  mix'd  with  fear, 
Cowards  more  blows  than  any  hero  bear  ; 
Of  fighting  fparks  fome  may  their  pleafures  fay, 
But  'tis  a  bolder  thing  to  run  away  : 
The  world  may  well  forgive  him  all  his  ill, 
For  ev'ry  fault  does  prove  his  penance  ftill : 
Falfely  he  falls  into  fome  dang'rous  noofe, 
And  then  as  meanly  labours  to  get  lo®fe : 
A  life  fo  infamous  is  better  quirting, 
Spent  in  bafe  injury  and  low  fubmitting. 
I'd  like  to  have  left  out  his  pcetryj 
Forgot  by  all  almoft  as  well  as  me. 
Sometimes  he  has  fome  humour,  never  wit: 
And  if  it  rarely,  very  rarely,  bit, 
'Tis  under  fo  much  nafty  rubbith  laid, 
To  find  it  out's  the  cinderwoman'j  trade; 


W*ho,  for  the  wretched  remnants  of  a  fire, 

Muit  toil  all  day  in  allies  and  in  mire. 

So  lewdly  dull  his  idle  works  appear, 

The  wretched  texts  deferve  no  comments  here; 

Where  one  poor  thought  fometimes,left  all  alone, 

For  a  whole  page  of  dulnefs  muit  atone. 

How  vain  a  thing  is  man,  and  how  unwife  ; 
Ev'n  he  who  would  himfelf  the  moft  defpife  ! 
I,  who  fo  wife  and  humble  feem  to  be, 
Now  my  own  vanity  and  pride  can't  fee. 
While  the  world's  nonfenfe  is  fo  fharply  fhewa, 
We  pull  down  others  but  to  raife  our  own  ■. 
That  we  may  angels  feem,  we  paint  them  elves, 
And  are  but  fatires  to  fet  up  ourfelves. 
T  (who  have  all  this  while  been  finding  fault, 
Ev'n  with  my  mafter,  who  firit  fatire  taught; 
And  did  by  that  defcribe  the  tafk  fo  hard, 
It  feem'd  ftupendous  and  above  reward) 
Now  labour  with  unequal  force  to  climb 
That  lofty  hill,  unreach'd  by  former  time  ; 
'Tis  juft  that  I  mould  to  the' bottom  fall ; 
Learn  to  write  well,  or  not  to  write  at  all. 


§  32.    Cjmon  and  Jphigenia.     Dry  den. 

Foeta  loquitur. 

Old  as  I  am,  for  ladies'  love  unfir,  -\ 

The  pow'r  of  beauty  I  remember  yet,  ^ 

Which  once  inflam'd  my  foul,  and  ftill  infpires  I 

my  wit.  J 

If  love  be  folly,  the  fevere  divine 
Has  felt  that  folly,  though  he  cenfures  mine  ; 
Pollutes  the  pleafures  of  a  chafte  embrace,       \ 
Acts  what  I  write,  and  propagates  in  grace,     £ 
With  riotous  excefs,  a  prieftly  race.  S 

Suppofe  him  free,  and  that  I  forge  th'  offence, 
He  fhew'd  the  way,  perverting  firft  my  fenfe  ; 
In  malice  witty,  and  with  venom  fraught, 
He  makes  me  f peak  the  things  I  never  thought, 
Compute  the  gains  of  his  ungovern'd  zeal  ; 
111  fuits  his  cloth  the  praife  of  railing  well. 
The  world  will  think  that  what  we  loofely  write, 
Though  now  arrang'd,he  read  with  fome  delight; 
Becaufe  he  feems  to  chew  the  cud  again, 
When  his  broad  comment  makes  the  text  too 

plain : 
And  teaching  more  in  one  explaining  page 
Than  all  the  double-meanings  of  the  ftage. 

What  needs  he  paraphrafeon  what  we  mean  ? 
We  were  at  worft  but  w=nton  ;  he's  obfcene. 
I  not  my  fellows  nor  myfelf  excufej 
But  love's  the  fubject  of  the  comic  Mufe  ; 
Nor  can  we  write  without  it,  nor  would  you 
A  tale  of  only  dry  inftruction  view; 
Nor  love  is  always  of  a  vicious  kind, 
But  oft  to  virtuous  acts  inflames  the  mind; 
Awakes  the  fleepy  vigour  of  the  foul, 
And,  brufhing-o'er,  adds  motion  to  the  pool. 
Love,  ftudious  how  to  pleafe,  improves  our  parts 
With  polifh'd  manners,  and  adorns  with  arts. 
Love  firft  invented  verfe,  and  form'd  the  rhyme, 
The  motion  meafur'd,  harmoniz'd  the  chime  ; 
To  lib'ral  acts  enlarg'd  the  narrow  foul'd, 
Soften'd  the  fierce,  and  made  the  coward  bold  ; 
Z  *  Th; 
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The  world,  when  wafte,  he  peopled  with  incrcafe,  1  Than  by  the  charming  features  of  h-r  face 
And  warring  nations  reconcil'd  in  peace.  And  ev'n  in  number  a  fuperior  grace  • 

Ormond,  the  full,  and  all  the  fair  may  rind,    -\   Her  comely  limbs  composed  with  decent  care  l 
In  this  one  legend,  to  their  fame  defign'd,       (   Her  body  (haded  with  a  flight  cymarr  ;  I 

W  hen  beauty  fires  the  blood,  how  love  exalts*  |  Her  bofom  to  the  view  was  only  bare  i  > 

the  mind.  5  Where  two  beginning  paps  were  fearcely  fpied, 

For  yet  their  places  were  but  fignified  : 


In  that  fweet  i  lie  where  Venus  keeps  her  court 
And  ev'ry  grace,  and  all  the  loves,  refort ; 
Where  either  lex  is  form'd  of  fbfter  earth, 
And!  takes  the  bent  of  plea fu re  from  their  birth 
There  liv'd  a  Cyprian  lord,  above  the  reft 
Wile,  wealthy,  with  a  numerous  illue  blell  t 
But,  as  no  gift  of  fortune  is  lincere, 
Was  only  wanting  in  a  worthy  heir. 
His  eldelt  born,  a  goodly  youth  to  view, 
Excelled  the  reff  in  fhape  and  outward  Ihew  ; 


The  fanning  wind  upon  her  bofom  blows, 
To  meet  the  fanning  wind  the  bofom  reft: 
The  fanning  wind,  and  purling  flreams,  con-, 
tinue  her  repol'e. 
The  fool  of  nature  flood  with  ftupid  eyes, 
And  gaping  mouth  that  teftified  furprife, 
Fix'd  on  her  lace,  nor  could  remove  his  fight, 
New  as  he  was  to  loVe,  and  novice  to  delight ; 
Long  mute  he  flood,  and,  leaning  on  his  ftaff, 


Fair,  tall,  his  limbs  with  due  proportion  joinM,  ****  wonder  witnels'd  with  an  idiot  laugh ; 


But  of  a  heavy,  dull,  degenerate  mind. 
His  foul  belied  the  features  of  his  face  j 
Beauty  was  there,  bat  beauty  in  difgrace  : 
A  clownifh  mien,  a  voice  with  ruftic  found, 
And  ftupid  eyes  that  ever  lov'd  the  ground. 
He  looked  like  nature's  error ;  as  the  mind 
And  body  were  not  of  apiec 
But  made  for  two,  and  by  in 

The  ruling  rod,  the  father's  forming  care, 
Were  exercis'd  in  vain  on  wit's  delpa'ir; 
The  more  in  form  rd,  the  lei's  he  underflood  j 
And  deeper  funk  by  floundering  in  the  mud. 
Now  fcorn'd  of  all,  and  grown  the  public  fbamer 
The  people  from  Galefus  chang'd  his  name, 
And  Cymon  call'd,  which  ligniries  a  brute  ; 
So  well  his  name  did  with  his  nature  fait. 

His  father,  when  fie  found  his  labour  loft, 
And  care  employ'd  that  anfwer'd  not  the  toll, 
Chofe  an  ungrateful  object  to  remove. 
And  loath'd  to  fee  what  nature  made  him  love  ; 
So  to  his  country  farm  the  fool  eonfin  d  : 
"Rude  work  well  fuited  with  a  rullic  mind. 
Thus  to  the  wilds  the  flurdy  Cymon  went, 
A  'iquire  among  the  fwains,  and  pleas'd  with 

banifhment. 
His  corn  and  cattle  were  his  only  care, 
And  his  fupreme  delight  a  country  fair. 

It  happen 'd  on  a  fummer's  holiday,  <s 

That  to  thegreen-wood  fhade  he  took  his  way ,( 
For  Cymon  fhunn'd  the  church,  and  us'd  not( 
much  to  pray.  ) 

His  quarfer-ffcafi;  which  he  could  ne'er  forfake, 
Hung  half  before,  and  half  behind  his  back. 
Hetiudg'tl  along,  unknowing  what  he  fought, 
And  whittled  as  he  went  for  want  of  thought. 

£y  chance  conducted,  or  bythirft  conflrain'd, 
The  deep  recefles  of  the  grove  he  gain'd  ; 
Where,  in  a  plain  defended  by  the  wood, 
Crept  thro'  the  matted  grafs  a  cryflal  flood, 
By  which  analabafler  fountain  flood: 
And  on  the  margin  of  the  fount  was  laid 
(Attended  by  her  flaves)  a  fieeping  maid. 
Luke  Dian  ?nd  her  nymphs,  when,  tir'd  with 

Ibortj, 
To  reft  by  cool  Eurotas  they  refort : 
The  dame  herielf  the  goddefs  well  exprefs'd, 
Vot  more  diftinguiuVd  by  her  purpW^'cft, 


Then  would  have  (poke,  but  by  his  glimm'ring 

fen  le 
Firfl  found  his  want  of  wor^s,  and  fear'd  offence; 
Doubted  for  what  he  was  he  mould  be  known, 
By  his  clown  accent,  and  his  country  tone, 
or ;  as  the  mind       ,  jTfiro*  the  rude  chaos  thus  the  running  light 
:e  defign'd,  [jonTd.  J  i£not  tlle  firft  ra7  that  pjeic'd  the  native  light : 
nillake  in  one  were.)  |T!ien  f*;!y  ar>d  darknefs  in  the  mafs  were  mix'd, 
[Till  gather'd  in  a  globe  the  beams  were  fix'd: 
Lall  lhone  the  fun,  who,  radiant  in  his  iphere, 
Illumin'd  heaven  and  earth,  and  roll'd  around 
So  realbn  in  this  brutal  foul  began,     [the  year. 
Love  made  him  firfl  fafpeel  he  was  a  man ; 
Love  made  him  doubt  his  broad  barbarian. foundj. 
By  love  his  want  of  words  and  wit  he  fcvnnd ; 
That  fenfe  of  want  prepar'd  the  future  way 
To  knowledge.anddifclos'dthepromileof  a  day. 
What  not  his  father's  care,  nor  tutor's  art, 
Could  plant  with  pains  in  his  unpolifh'd  heart, 
jThe  bell  inilrucior,  love,  at  once  infpir'd, 
[  As  barren  grounds  to  fruitful uefs  are  rir'd : 
Love  taught  him  lhame  -,  and  lhame,  with  love  at 
Soon  taught  the  fweet  civilities  of  life  ;     [ftiife, 
His  grol's  material  foul  at  once  could  find 
Somewhat  in  her  excelling  all  her  kind  : 
Exciting  a  deliretill  then  unknown  ; 
Somewhat  unfound,  or  found  in  her  alone  : 
This  made  the  firft  impreHion  on  his  mind, 
Above,  but  jufl  above,  the  brutal  kind. 
For  beafls  can  like,  but  not  diltinguilh  too-, 
Nor  their  own  liking  by  reflection  know  j 
Nor  why  they  like  or  this  or  t'other  face, 
Or  judge  of  this  or  that  peculiar  grace  ; 
But  love  in  grofs,  and  ftupidly  admire  : 
As  Mies  allur'd  by  light  approach  the  fire. 
Thus  our  man-beall,  advancing  by  degrees, 
Firfl  likes  the  whole,  then  feparates  what  he  fees : 


On  fevial  parts  a  fev'i-al  praife  bellows 
The  ruby  lips,  the  well- proporti^n'd  nofe, 


$ !  The  fhowy  fkin,  and  raven -gl off '  hair, 

The  dimpled  cheek,  and  forehead  rifing  fair,    > 
And  ev'n  in  fleep  itfelf,  a  fmiling  air.  j 

From  thence  his  eyes  descending  viewM  the  reft, 
Her  plump  round  arms,  white  hands,  and  heav- 
ing breaft. 
Long  on  the  laft  he  dwelt,  though  every  part 
A  pointed  arrow  fped  to  pierce  his  heart. 

Thus 
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Thus  in  a  trice  a  judge  of  beauty  grown 
(A  judge  erected  from  a  country  clown) 
He  long'd  to  fee  her  eyes,  in  flumber  hid, 
And  wifh'd  his  own  could  pierce  within  the  lid: 
He  would  have  wak'd   her,  but  reftrain'd  his 
thought,  [taught, 

And   love    new-born    the  firft  good  manners 
And  awful  fear  his  ardent  wilii  withftood, 
Nor  durfl  difturb  the  goddefs  of  the  wood. 
For  fuch  fhe  leeufd  by  her  celeftial  face, 
Excelling  all  the  reft  of  human  race. 
And  things  divine,  by  common  fenfe  he  knew, 
Mult  be  devoutly  (ten,  at  diftant  view  : 
So  checking  his  delire,  with  tremblin*  heart, 
Gazing  he  flood,  nor  would  nor  could  depart  ; 
Fix'd  as  a  pilgrim  wilder'd  in  his  way,  "\ 

Who  dares  not  ftir  by  night,  vor  fear  to  ftray,  * 
But  ltands  with  awful  eyes  to  watch  the  dawn/ 
of  day.  J 

At  length  awaking,  Iphigene  the  fair 
(So  was  the  beauty  call'd  who  caus'd  his  care) 
Unclos'd  her  eyes,  and  double  day  reveal'd, 
While  thole  of  all  her  flaves  in  ileep  were  leal'd. 

The  flavVingcurden,  propp'd  upon  his  ftaff, 
Stood  ready  gaping,  with  a  grinning  laugh, 
To  welcome  her  awake  ;  nor  durft  begin 
To  fpeak,  but  wifely  kept  the  fool  within. 
Then  fhe :  What  makes  you,  Cymon,here  alone? 
(For  Cymon's   name  was  round  the  country 
Becaufe  defcended  of  a  noble  race,       [known, 
And  for  a  foul  ill  forted  with  his  face). 

But  ftill  the  fot  ftood  filentwith  furprife, 
With  fix'd  regard  on  her  new-open'd  eyes, 
And  in  his  breaft  received  th'  envenom'd  dart, 
A  tickling  pain  that  pleas'd  amid  the  fmart. 
But  conlcious  of  her  form,  with  quick  diftruft 
She  (aw  his  fparkling  eyes,  and  fear1  d  his  brutal 
This  to  prevent,  (he  wak'd  her  fleepy  crew,  [luit: 
And,  rifmg  hafty,  took  a  fhort  adieu. 

Then  Cymon  firft  his  ruftic  voice  efTay',d, 
With  proffer' d  fervice  to  the  parting  maid, 
To  fee  her  fafe  5  his  hand  fhe  long  denied, 
But  took  at  length,  afham'd  of  fuch  a  guide. 
So  Cymon  led  her  home,  and  leaving  there, 
No  more  would  to  his  country  clowns  repair  ; 
But  fought  his  father's  houfe  with  better  mind, 
'Refilling  in  the  farm  to  be  confin'd. 

The  father  wonder'd  at  the  Ion's  return, 
And  knew  not  whether  to  rejoice  or  mourn; 
But  doubtfully  receiv'd,  expecting  ftill 
To  learn  the  fecret  caufes  of  his  altered  will. 
Nor  was  he  long  delay 'd:  the  firft  requeft       } 
He  made,  was  like  his  brothers  to  be  drefs'd,     ', 
And,  as  his  birth  requir'd,  above  the  reft.      J 

With  eafe  his  fuit  was  granted  by  his  lire, 
Diftinguilhing  his  heir  by  rich  attire : 
His  body  thus  adorn'd,  he  next  defign'd 
With  lib'ral  arts  to  cultivate  the  mind  : 
He  fought  a  tutor  of  his  own  accord, 
And  ftudied  lellbns  he  before  abhorr'd. 

Thus  the  man-child  advane'd  and  learn'd  fo 
That  in  fhort  time  his  equals  he  furpafs'd ;  [fail, 
His  brutal  manners  from  his  breaft  exil'd, 
His  mien  he  fafhion'd,  and  his  tongue  he  fii'dj 


In  ev'ry  exercife  of  all  admir'd, 
He  feem'd,  nor  only  feem'd,  but  was  infpir'd: 
Infpir'd  by  love,  whofe  bufinefs  is  to  pleafe ; 
He  rode,  he  fene'd,  he  mov'd  with  graceful  eafe  ; 
More  farn'd  for  fenfe,  for  courtly  carnage  more , 
Than  for  his  brutal  folly  known  before. 

What  then  of  alter'd  Cymon  (hall  we  fay, 
But  that  the  fire  which  chok'd  in  afhes  lay, 
A  load  too  heavy  for  his  foul  to  move, 
Was  upward  blown  below,  and  brufh'd  away  by 

love  ? 
Love  made  an  active  progrefs  thro'  his  mind, 
The  dufky  parts  he  clear'd,  the  grofs  renVd, 
The  drowfy  wak'd ;   and,  as  he  went,  rmprefa'd 
The  maker's  image  on  the  human  breaft. 
Thus  was  the  man  amended  by  defire  : 
And  tho'  he  lov'd  perhaps  with  too  much  fire, 
His  father  all  his  faults  with  reafon  fcann'd, 
And  likM  an  error  of  the  better  hand : 
Excus'd  the  excefs  of  pafhon  in  his  mind, 
By  flames  too  fierce,  perhaps  too  much  refin'd : 
So  Cymon,  fince  his  fire  indulg'd  his  will, 
Impetuous  lov'd,  and  would  be  Cymon  ftill ; 
Galefus  he  difbwn'd,  and  chofe  to  bear 
The  name  of  fool,,  confirm"d,  -and  bifhop'd  by 
the  fair. 

To  Cipfeus  by  his  friends  his  fuit  he  mov'd, 
Cipfeus  the  father  of  the  fair  he  lov'd  : 
But  he  was  pre-engag'd  by  former  ties, 
While  Cymon  was  endeavouring  to  be  wife : 
And  Iphigene,  oblig'd  by  former  vows, 
Had  given  her  faith  to  wed  a  foreign  fpoufe  : 
Her  lire  and  fhe  to  Rhodian  Pafimond, 
Though  both  repenting,  were  by  promife  bound, 
Nor  could  retracl ;  and  thus,  as  fate  decreed, 
Though  better  lov'd,  he  fpoke  too  late  to  fpeed# 

The  d»om  was  paft,  the  (hip  already  fent 
Did  all  his  tardy  diligence  prevent: 
Siglfd  to  herlelf  the  fair  unhappy  maid, 
While ftormy  Cymon  thus  in  fecret  laid: 
The  time  is  come  for  Iphigene  to  find 
The  miracle  fhe  wrought  upon  my  mind  : 
Her  charms  have  made  me  man,  her  ravinYd love 
In  rank  fhall  place  me  with  the  bleft  above. 
For  mine  by  love,  by  force  fhe  fhall  be  mine. 
Or  death,  if  force  mould  fail,  fhall  finifh  my 

defign. 
RefolvM  he  laid ;  and  rigg'd  with  fpeedy  care 
A  veffel  ftrong,  and  well  equipp'd  for  war. 
The  fecret  (hip  with  chofen  friends  he  ftor'd  5 
And,  bent  to  die  or  conquer,  went  aboard. 
Ambufh'd  he  lay  behind  the  Cyprian  fhore, 
Waiting  the  fail  that  all  his  wiihes  bore; 
Nor  long  expecled,  for  the  following  tide 
Sent  out  the  hoftile  fhip  and  beauteous  bride. 

To  Rhodes  the  rival  bark  directly  fteer'd, 
When  Cymon  fudden  at  her  back  appear' d, 
Andftopt  her  flight;  then,  ftanding  on  his  prow, 
In  haughty  terms  he  thus  defied  the  foe : 
Or  ftrike  your  fails  at  fummons,  or  prepare 
To  prove  the  laft  extremities  of  war. 
Thuswarn'd^heRhodiansforthefightprovide;^ 
Already  were  the  veflels  fide  by  fide ;    [bride,  ,- 
Thcfe  obftinate  to  fave,  and  thole  to  feize  thei 
Z  3  But 
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But  Cymon  foon  his  crooked  grapples  cait, 
Which  with  tenacious  hold  his  foes  embrac'd,  (. 
And,  arm'd  with  fword  and  fhield,  amid  the 

prefs  he  pafs'd. 
Fierce  was  the  fight;  but,  haft'ning  to  his  prey, 
By  force  the  furious  lover  freed  his  way : 
Himfclf  alone  difpers'd  the  Rhodian  crew, 
The  weak  difdain'd,  the  valiant  overthrew. 
Cheap  conqueft  forhisfollowingfriendsremain,d; 
He  reap'd  the  field,  and  they  but  only  glean'd. 

His  victory  confefs'd,  the  foes  retreat, 
And  caft  the  weapons  at  the  victor's  feet, 
Whom  thus  he  cheer' d :  O  Rhodian  youth,  I 

fought 
For  love  alone,  nor  other  beauty  fought : 
Your  lives  are  fafe  j  your  veffel  I  refign  ; 
Yours  be  your  own,  reftoring  what  is  mine  : 
Jn  Iphigene  I  claim  my  rightful  due, 
Robb'd  by  my  rival,  and  detain'd  by  you. 
Your  Pafimond  a  lawlefs  bargain  drove, 
The  parent  could  not  fell  the  daughter's  love  ; 
Or,  if  he  could,  my  love  difdains  the  laws, 
And,  like  a  king,  by  conqueft  gains  his  caufe; 
Where  arms  take  place,  all  other  pleas  are  vain ; 
Love  taught  me  force,andforcefhalllovemaintain; 
You,  what  by  ftrength  youcouldnotkeep,  releafe, 
And  at  an  eafy  ranfom  buy  your  peace. 

Fear  ontbeconquer'dfideibonfign'dth' accord. 
And  Iphigene  to  Cymon  was  reftor'd  : 
While  to  his  arms  the  blufhing  bride  he  took, 
To  feeming  fadnefs  fhe  compos'd  her  look  ; 
As  if  by  force  fubjected  to  his  will, 
Tho'  pleas'd  diflembling,  and  a  woman  ftill. 
And  (for  (lie  wept)  he  wip'd  her  falling  tear;, 
And  pray'd  her  to  difmifs  her  empty  fears  ; 
For  yours  I  am,  he  faid,  and  have  deferv'd 
Your  love  much  better  whom  fo  long  I  ferv'd, 
Than  he  to  whom  your  formal  father  tied 
Your  vows,  and  fold  a  flave,  not  fent  a  bride. 
Thus  while  he  fpoke,  he  feiz'd  the  willing  prey, 
As  Paris  bore  the  Spartan  fpoufe  away. 
Faintly  (he  fcream'd,  and  ev'n  her  eyes  confefs'd 
She  rather  would  be  thought,  than  was,  diftrefs'd. 
Who  now  exults  but  Cymon  in  his  mind  ?      "^ 
Vain  hopes  and  empty  joys  of  human  kind, 
Proud  of  the  prefent,  to  the  future  blind !         j 
Secure  of  fate,  while  Cymon  ploughs  the  fea, 
And  fleers  to  Candy  with  his  conquer' d  prey, 
Scarce  the  third  glafsof  meafur'd  hours  was  run, 
When,  like  a  fiery  meteor,  funk  the  fun, 
The  promife  of  a  ftorm  ;  the  fhifting  gales 
Forfake  by  fits,  and  fill  the  flagging  fails ; 
Hoarfe  murmurs  of  the  main  from  far  were  heard, 
And  night  came  on,  hot  by  degrees  prepar'd, 
But  all  at  once;  at  once  the  winds  arife,  . 
The  thunders  roll,  the  forky  lightning  flies. 
In  vain  the  mafter  iflues  but  commands, 
In  vain  the  trembling  failorsply  their  hands  : 
The  tempeft  unforefeen  prevents  their  care, 
And  from  the  firft  they  labour  in  defpair. 
The  giddy  fhip,  betwixt  the  winds  and  tides, 
Forc'd  back,  and  forwards,  in  a  circle  rides, 
StunnMwir!uhediiT'rentblows;thenfhootsamain, 
Till?  counterbulf  'd,  (he  ftops,  and  fkeps  again. 


Not  more  aghafl  the  proud  archangel  fell, 
Plung'd  from  the  heightof  heaven  to  deepeft  hell, 
Than  ftood  the  lover  of  his  love  poffeft, 
Now  curs'd  the  more,  the  more  he  had  been 

bleft; 
More  anxious  for  her  danger  than  his  own, 
Death  he  defies,  but  would  be  loft  alone. 

Sad  Iphigene  to  womanifh  complaints 
Adds  pious  prayers,  and  wearies  all  the  faints; 
Ev'n  if  fhe  could,  her  love  fhe  would  repent ; 
But,  fince  fhe  cannot,  dreads  the  punifhment: 
Her  forfeit  faith,  and  Pafimond  betray'd, 
Are  ever  prefent,  and  her  crime  upbraid. 
She  blames  herfelf,  nor  blames  her  lover  lefs, 
Augments  her  anger  as  her  fears  increafe; 
From  her  own  back  the  burden  would  remove, 
And  lays  the  load  on  his  ungovern'd  love, 
Which  interpofing  durft,  in  Heaven's  defpite, 
Invade  and  violate  another's  right : 
The  pow'rs  incens'd  awhile  deferr'd  his  pain, 
And  made  him  mafter  of  his  vows  in  vain  : 
But  foon  theypunifh'dhisprefumptuouspride;"} 
That  for  his  daring  enterprife  fhe  died, 
Who  rather  not  refilled  than  complied.  j 

Then,  impotent  of  mind,  with  alter'd  fenfe 
She  hugg'd  th'  offender,  and  forgavethe  offence. 
Sex  to  the  laft:  meantime,  with  fails  declin'd, 
The  wand'ring  veffel  drove  before  the  wind  : 
Tofs'd  and  retofs'd,  aloft,  and  then  below,     ~\ 
Nor  port  they  feek,nor  certain  courfetheyknow,  > 
But  every  moment  wait  the  coming  blow.       j 
Thus  blindly  driven, by  breakingdaytheyview'd 
The  lands  before  them,  and  their  fears  renew'd  ; 
The  land  was  welcome,  but  the  tempeft  bore 
The  threaten'd  fhip  again  ft  a  rocky  fhore. 

A  winding  bay  was  near  ;  to  this  they  bent, 
And  juft  efcap'd  ;  their  force  already  fpent : 
Secure  from  florins,  and  panting  from  the  fea, 
The  land  unknown  at  leifure  they  furvey  ; 
And  faw  (but  foon  their  fickly  fight  withdrew) 
The  rifing  tow'rs  of  Rhodes  at  diftant  view  : 
And  curs'd  the  hoftile  fhore  of  Pafimond, 
Sav'd  from  the  feas,  and    fhipwreck'd  on   the 
ground. 

The  frighted  failcs  tried  their  ftrength  in  vain 
To  turn  the  ftern,  and  tempt  the  ftormy  main  : 
But  the  ftifF  wind  withftood  the  lab'ring  oar, 
And  forc'd  them  forward  on  the  fatal  fhore  ! 
The  crooked  keel  now  bites  the  Rhodian  ftrand, 
And  the  fhipmoor'd  conftrains  the  crew  to  land. 
Yet  ftill  they  might  be  fafe,  becaufe  unknown  j 
But,  as  ill  fortune  feldom  comes  alone, 
The  veffel  they  difmifs'd  was  driven  before, 
Already  fhelter'd  on  their  native  fhore  ; 
Known  each,  they  know,  but  each  with  change 

of  cheer ; 
The  vanquifh'dflde  exults,  the  victors  fear; 
Not  them  but  theirs,niad  e  pris'ners  ere  they  fight, 
Defpairing  conqueft,  and  deprived  of  flight. 

The  country  rings  around  with  loud  alarms, 
And  raw  in  fields  the  rude  militia  fwarmsj 
Mouths  without  hands,  rnaintain'd  at  vaft  ex- 
pence, 
In  peace  a  charge,  in  war  a  weak  defence: 

Stout 
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Stout  cnce  a  month  theymarch,abluft'ring  band; 
And  ever,  but  in  times  of  need,  at  hand  j 
This  was  the  morn  when,  ifluing  on  the  guard, 
Drawn  up  in  rank  and  file  they  Hood  prepared 
Of  feeming  arms  to  make  a  fhort  eflay, 
Then  haften  to  be  drunk,  the  buiineis  of  the 
day. 

The  cowards  would  have  fled,  but  that  they 
knew 
Themfelves  fo  many,  and  their  foes  fo  few  : 
But,  crowding  on,  the  laft  the  firll  impel  ; 
Till  overborne  with  weight  the  Cyprians  fell. 
Cymon  enflav'd,  who  firll  the  war  began  ; 
And  Iphigene  once  more  is  loft  and  won. 

Deep  in  a  dungeon  was  the  captive  call, 
Depriv'd  of  day,  and  held  in  fetters  fall ; 
His  life  was  only  fpar'd  at  their  requeft, 
Whom  taken  he  fo  nobly  had  releas'd  ; 
But  Iphigenia  was  the  ladies'  care,  1 

Each  in  their  turn  addrefs'd  to  treat  the  fair  :  £ 
WhilePaiimond  and  histhenuptial  feaflprepare.  J 

Her  fee  ret  foul  to  Cymon  was  inclin'd,  ~) 
But  fhe  mull  fuffer  what  her  fates  affign'd  ;  | 
So  paffive  is  the  church  of  womankind.  .) 

What  worfe  to  Cymon  could  his  fortune  deal, 
Roll'd  to  the  lowelt  fpoke  of  al!  her  wheel  ? 
It  relied  to  difmifs  the  downward  weight, 
Or  raife  him  upward  to  his  former  height; 
The  latter  pleas'd;  and  love  (concern'dthemoft) 
Prepar'd  th'  amends  for  what  by  love  he  loll. 

The  fire  of  Palimond  had  left  a  fon, 
Though  younger,  yet  for  courage  early  known, 
Ormifda  cail'd,  to  whom,  by  promife  tied, 
A  Khodian  beauty  was  the  deftin'd  bride ; 
Caffandra  was  her  name,  above  the  reft 
Renown'd  for  birth,  with  fortune  amply  bleft. 
Lyfimachus,  who  rui'd  the  Rhodian.  Hate, 
Was  then  by  choice  their  annual  magiftrate  ; 
He  lov'd  Caffandra  too  with  equal  fire,    . 
But  fortune  had  not  favour'd  his  delire  ; 
Crofs'd  hy  her  friends,  by  her  not  difapprov'd, 
Nor  yet  preferr'd,  or  like  Ormifda  lov'd  : 
So  Itood  th'  affair;  fome  little  hope  remain'd, 
That,  fhould  his  rival  chance  to  lofe,  he  gained. 

Mean   time    young  Pafimond  his    marriage 
prefs'd, 
Ordain'd  the  nuptial  day,  prepar'd  the  feaft ; 
And  frugally  relblv'd  (the  charge  to  fhun        \ 
Which  would  be  double  mould  he  wed  alone)  K 
To  join  his  brother's  bridal  with  his  own.        ) 

Lyfimachus,  opprefs'd  with  mortal  grief, 
Receiv'd  the  news,  and  ftudied  quick  relief; 
The  fatal  day  approach'd  ;  if  force  were  us'd, 
The  magiftrate  his  public  truil  abus'd ; 
To  juftice  liable,  as  law  requir'd  j 
For,  when  his  office  ceas'd,  his  pow'r  expir'd  : 
While  pow'r  remain'd,  the  means  were  in  his 

hand, 
By  force  to  feize,  and  then  forfake  the  land  ■ 
Betwixt  extremes  he  knew  not  how  to  move; 
A  flave  to  fame,  but  more  a  flave  to  love  : 
Reftraining  others,  yet  himfelf  not  free, 
Made  impotent  by  pow'r,  debas'd  by  dignity. 


*! 


} 


Both  fides  he  weigh 'd ;  but,  after  much  debate, 
The  man  prevail'd  above  the  magiftrate. 

Love  never  fails  to  mailer  what  he  finds, 
But  works  a  diff 'rent  way  in  ciirTrent  minds, 
The  fool  enlightens,  and  the  wife  he  blinds. 
This  youth  propoling  to  poifefs  and  'fcape, 
Began  in  murder,  to  conclude  in  rape: 
Unprais'd  byme,tho'Heaven  fometimes  mayblefs 
An  impious  acl  with  undefervM  fuccefs  j 
The  great,  it  feems,  are  priviieg'd  alone 
To  punifh  all  injuftice  but  their  own. 
But  here  I  flop,  not  daring  to  proceed, 
Yet  blulh  to  flatter  an  unrighteous  deed  ; 
For  crimes  are  but  permitted,  not  decreed. 

Refolv'd  on  force,  his  wit  the  praetor  bent 
To  find  the  means  that  might  fecure  th'  event ; 
Nor  long  he  labour'd,  for  his  lucky  thought 
In  captive  Cymon  found  the  friend  he  fought ; 
Th'examplepleas'd;  the  caufe  and  crime  theiamej 
An  injur'd  lover,  and  a  ravifh'd  dame. 
How  much  he  durft  he  knew  by  what  he  dar'd, } 
The  lefs  he  had  to  lofe,  the  lefs  he  card;  f 

To  manage  loathfome  life  when  love  was  thei 

reward.  J 

This  ponder'd  well,  and  fix'd  on  his  intent, 
In  depth  of  night  he  for  the  pris'ner  fent ; 
In  fecret  fent,  the  public  view  to  (bun ; 
Then,  with  a  fober  fmile,  he  thus  begun  : 
The  pow'rs  above,  who  bounteoufly  bellow 
Their  gifts  and  graces  on  mankind  below, 
Yet  prove  our  merit  firil,  nor  blindly  give 
To  fuch  as  are  not  worthy  to  receive; 
For  valour  and  for  virtue  they  provide 
Their  due  reward,  but  firll  they  muft  be  tried : 
Thefe  fruitful   feeds  within  your  mind  they 

fovv'd  j 
'Twas  yours  t'  improve  the  talent  they  beftow'd : 
They  gave  you  to  be  born  of  noble  kind, 
They  gave  you  love  to  lighten  up  your  mind, 
And  purge  the  grolfer  parts ;  they  gave  you  care 
To  pleafe,  and  courage  to  deferve  the  fair. 
Thus  far  they  tried  you,  and  by  proof  they 

found 
The  grain  entrufted  in  a  grateful  ground  ; 
But  Hill  the  great  experiment  remain'd, 
They  fuffer'd  you  to  lofe  the  prize  you  gain'd, 
That  ycu  might  learn  the  gift  was  theirs  alone  j 
And,  when  reftor'd,  to  them  the  blefiing  own. 
Reftor'd  it  foon  wiii  be;  the  means  prepar'd, 
The  difficulty  fmooth'd,  the  danger  lhar'd  j 
Be  but  yourfelf.  the  care  to  me  relign, 
Then  Iphigene  is  yours,  Caffandra  mine. 
Your  rival  Palimond  purfues  your  life; 
Impatient  to  revenge  his  ravifh'd  wife. 
But  yet  not  his  ;  to-morrow  is  behind, 
And  love  our  fortunes  in  one  band  lias  join'd  j 
Two  brothers  are  our  foes  ;  Ormifda  mine, 
As  much  deciar'd  as  Palimond  is  thine; 
To-morrow  muft  their  common  vows  be  tied  ;~i 
With  love  to  friend,and  fortune  for  our  gu:de,  £ 
Let  both  refolve  to  die,  or  each  redeem  a  bride,  l 
Right  I  have  none,  nor  haft  thou  much  foplead; 
Tis  force,  when  done,  muft  juftify  the  deed  ; 
Z  4  Our 
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Our  talk  perform'd,  we  next  prepare  for  flight; 
And  let  the  lofers  talk  in  vain  of"  right : 
We  with  the  fair  will  fail  before  the  wind ; 
If  they  are  griev'd,  I  leave  the  laws  behind. 
Speak  thy  refolves  ;  if  now  thy  courage  droop, 
Defpair  in  prifon,  and  abandon  hope: 
But  if  thou  dar'ft  in  arms  thy  love  regain 
(For  liberty  without  thy  love  were  vain) 
Then  fecond  my  defign  to  feize  the  prey, 
Or  lead  to  fecond  rape,  for  well  thou  know"ft  the 
way. 

Said  Cymon,  overjoy'd,  Do  thou  propofe 
The  means  to  fight,  and  only  (hew  the  foes : 
For  from  the  firft,  when  love  had  fir'd  my  mind, 
P.efolv'd  I  left  the  care  of  life  behind. 

To  this  the  bold  Lyfimachus  replied  : 
Let  heaven  be  neuter,  and  the  fword  decide  ; 
The  fpoufals  are  prepared,  already  play 
The  minftrels,  and  provoke  the  tardy  day: 
By  this  the  brides  are  wak'd,  their  grooms  are 

drefs'd  ; 
AH  Rhodes  is  fummon'd  to  the  nuptial  feaft,  i 
All  but  myfelf,  the  fole  unbidden  gueft.  J 

Unbidden  though  I  am,  I  will  be  there ; 
And,  join'd  by  thee,  intend  to  joy  the  fair. 

Now  hear  the  reft ;  when  day  reiigns  the  light, 
And  cheerful  torches  gild  the  jolly  night, 
Be  ready  at  my  call ;  my  chofen  few 
With  arms  adminifter'd  (hall  aid  thy  crew. 
Then,  ent'ring  unexpected,  will  we  feize 
Our  deftin'd  prey,  from  men  diflblv'd  in  eafe, 
B}  wine  difabled,  unprepar'd  for  fight ; 
And,  haftening  to  the  feas,  fuborn  our  flight: 
The  feas  are  ours,  for  I  command  the  fort ; 
A  fhip  well-mann'd  expects  us  in  the  port. 
If  they,  or  if  their  friends,  the  prize  conteft, 
Death  ihall  attend  the  man  who  dares  relift. 

It  pleas'd  :  the  prifoner  to  his  hold  retir'd  ;  ^ 
His  troop  with  equal  emulation  fir'd,  [quir'd.  > 
All  fix'd  to  fight,  and  all  their  wonted  work  re-  J 
The  fun  arole;  theftreets  were  throng'd  around, 
The  palace  open'd,  and  the  pofrs  were  crown'd. 
The  double  bridegroom  at  the  door  attends 
Th'  expected  fpoufe,  and  entertains  the  friends ; 
They  meet,  they  lead  to  church,  the  priefts  invoke 
The  pow'rs,  and  feed  the  flames  with  fragrant 

fmoke. 
This  done,  they  feaft,  and  at  the  clofe  of  night 
By  kindled  to.ches  vary  their  delight; 
Thei'e    lead  the  lively  dance,   and  thofe  the 
brimming  bowls  invite. 

Now  at  th'  appointed  place  and  hour  aflign'd, 
With  fouls  refolv'd  the  ravi fliers  were  join'd  : 
Three  bands  are  form'd  ;  the  firft  is  lent  before 
To  favour  the  retreat,  and  guard  the  fhore  ; 
The  fecond  at  the  palace  gate  is  plac'd, 
And  up  the  lofty  flairs  afcend  the  laft  ; 
A  peaceful  troop  they  feem  with  mining  veils, 
But  coats  of  mai;  beneath  fecure  their  breads. 
Dauntlef-  they  enter,  Cymon  at  their  head, 
Apd  find  the  feaft  renew'd,  the  table  fpread; 
Sweet  Voices,  mix'd  with  inftrumental  founds, 
Aftendthevaultedroof,thevaultedroof  rebounds. 


When,  like  the  harpies  ruining  through  the  hall, 
The  fudden  troop  appears,  the  tables  fall, 
Their  fmoking  load  is  on  the  pavement  thrown  ; 
Each  ravifher  prepares  to  feize  his  own  ; 
The  brides,  invaded  with  a  rude  embrace, 
Shriek  out  for  aid,  confulion  61' s  the  place. 
Quick  to  ledeem  the  prey  their  plighted  lords 
Advance,the  palace  gleams  with  mining  fwords. 

But  late  is  all  defence,  and  fuccour  vain  j 
The  rape  is  made,  the  ravi  fliers  remain ; 
Two  fturdy  Haves  were  only  lent  before 
Tobearthe  purchas'dprizein  fafety  to  theihore : 
The  troop  retires,  the  lovers  clofe  the  rear, 
With  forward  faces  not  confelling  fear  ; 
Backwardtheymove,butfcorn  their  pacetomend; 
Then  feek  the  Hairs,  and  with  flow  halle  defcend. 

Fierce  Pafimond,  their  palfage  to  prevent,    -\ 
Thruft  full  on  Cymon ""s  back  in  his  defcent ;   f 
The  blade  return'd  unbatlrd,  and  to  the  han-? 
die  bent.  3 

Stout  Cymon  foon  remounts,  and  cleft  in  two 
His  rival's  head  with  one  defcending  blow  j 
And  as  the  next  in  rank  Ormifda  flood,  -\ 

He  turn'd  the  point ;  the  fwordjinur'd  to  blood,  f 
Bor'd  his  unguarded  breaft,  which  pour'd  a£ 
purple  flood.  J 

Withvow'drevenge,thegath'ringcrowdpurfues, 
The  ravifhers  turn  head,  the  fight  renews ; 
The  hall  is  heap'd  with  corps ;  thefprinkled  gore 
Befmears  the  walls,  and  floats  the  marble  floor. 
Dilpers'd  at  length  the  drunken  fquadron  flies,  \ 
The  victors  to  their  veflel  bear  the  prize;  [cries.  > 
And  hear  behind  loud  groans  and  lamentable,) 
Thecrew  with  merry  (houts  their  anchorsweigh,"\ 
Then  ply  their  oars,  and  brufli  the  buxom  fea,f 
While  troops  of  gather' d  Rhodians  crowd  the^ 
key.  J 

What  fhould  the  people  do  when  left  alone  : 
The  governor  and  government  are  gone  : 
The  public  wealth  to  foreign  parts  convey'd  ; 
Some  troops  difbanded,  and  the  reft  unpaid. 
Rhodes  is  the  fovereign  of  the  fea  no  more  ; 
Their  (hips  unrigg'd,  and  fpent  their  naval  ftorej 
They  neither  could  defend,  nor  can  purfue, 
Butgrinn'd  their  teeth,  and  call  a  helplefs  viewj 
In  vain  with  darts  a  dillant  war  they  try, 
Short,  and  more  fhort,  the  miflive  weapons  fly. 
Meanwhile  the  ra\ifhers  their  crimes  enjoy, 
And  flying  fails  and  fweeping  oars  employ  : 
The  cliffs  of  Rhodes  in  little  fpace  are  loft  j 
Jove's  ille  they  feek,  nor  Jove  denies  his  coaft. 

In  fafety  landed  on  the  Candian  fhore, 
With  gen'rous  wines  their  fpirits  they  reftore ; 
There  Cymon  with  his  Rhodian  friends  refides, 
Both  court  and  wed  at  once  the  willing  brides. 
A  war  enfues,  the  Cretans  own  their  caufe, 
Stiff  to  defend  their  hospitable  laws; 
Both  parties  lofe  by  turns,  and  neither  wins, 
Till  peace  propounded  by  a  truce  begins. 
The  kindred  of  the  fhin  forgive  the  deed, 
But  a  inert  exile  mult  for  Ihow  proceed  j 
The  term  expir'd,  from  Candia  they  remove  ; 
And  happy  each  at  home  enjoys  his  love. 

§  3V 
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§  33.     Theodore  and  Honoria. 
A  Transition  from  Boccace.    Dryden. 


Of  all  the  cities  in  Romanian  lands, 
The  chief,  and  molt  renown'd,  Ravenna  Hands, 
Adorn'd  in  ancient  times  with  anus  and  arts, 
And  rich  inhabitants  with  gen'rous  hearts. 
But  Theodore  the  brave,  above  the  reft, 
With  gifts  of  fortune  and  of  nature  bleft, 
The  foremoft  place  for  wealth  and  honour  held, 
And  all  in  feats  of  chivalry  excell'd. 

This  noble  youth  to  madneis  lov'd  a  dame 
Of  high  degree  ;  Honoria  was  her  name ; 
Fair  as  the  faireft,  but  of  haughty  mind, 
And  fiercer  than  became  ib  foft  a  kind  j 
Prc.id  of  her  birth  (for  equal  (lie  had  none) 
The  reft  fhe  fcorn'd,  but  hated  him  alone; 
His  gifts,  his  conftant  courtfhip,  nothing  gain'd; 
For  Ihe,  the  more  he  lov'd,  the  more  difdain'd. 
He  liv'd  with  all  the  pomp  he  could  devif 
At  tilts  and  tournaments  obtain'd  the  prize 
But  found  no  favour  in  his  lady's  eyes 
Relentlefs  as  a  rock,  the  lofty  maid 
Turn'd  all  to  poifon,  that  he  did  cr  faid : 
Nor  prayers,  nor  tears,  nor  olfer'd  vows,  could  ^ 
move  5  [ilrovef 

The  work  went  backward:  and  the  more  he  I 
T'  advance  his  fuit,  the  farther  from  her  love.  J 

Wearied,  at  length,  and  wanting  remedy, 
He  doubted  oft,  and  oft  refolv'd  to  die. 
But  pride  flood  ready  to  prevent  the  blow, 
For  who  would  die  to  gratify  a  foe  ? 
His  gen'rous  mind  difdain'd  fb  mean  a  fate  ! 
That  pafs'd,  his  next  endeavour  was  to  hate. 
But  vainer  that  relief  than  all  the  reft,  -\ 

The  lefs  he  hop'd,  with  more  deiire  poffefs'd ;  f 
Love  ftood  the  fiege,  and  would  not  yield  his 
breaft. 


|To  ChafhV  pleafing  plains  he  took  his  way, 
There  pitch'd  his  tents,  and  there  refblv'd  to  ftay. 
The  fpring  was  in  the  prime ;  the  neighbour- 
ing grove 
Supply'd  with  birds,  the  chorifters  of  love: 
Mufic  unbought,  that  minifter'd  delight 
To  morning  walks,  and  lull'd  his  cares  by  night: 
There  he  difcharg'd  his  friends  j    but  not  th* 

expence 
Of  frequent  treats,  and  proud  magnificence. 
He  liv'd  as  kings  retire,  tho'  more  at  large 
From  public  bufinefs,  yet  with  equal  charge  3 
With  houfe  and  heart  itill  open  to  receive  ; 
As  well  content  as  love  would  give  him  leave  1 
He  would  have  liv'd  more  free  ;  but  many  a  gueft, 
Who  could  forfake  the  friend,  purfu'd  thefeaft. 

It  happ'd  one  morning  as  his  fancy  led, 
Before  his  ulual  hour  he  left  his  bed; 
To  walk  within  a  lonely  lawn  that  ftood 
On  every  fide  iurrounded  by  a  wood : 
ife,    }  !  Alcne,  he  walk'd  to  pleafe  his  penlive  mind, 
ize  ;  S-  And  fought  the  deepeft  folitude  to  find : 

J  'Twas  inagroveof  tpreading  pines  heftray'd;  ") 
The  winds  within  thequi v  ringbranchesplay'd,  > 
And  dancing  trees  a  mournful  mufic  made.    J 
The  place  itfelf  was  fuiting  to  his  care, 
Uncouth  and  favage,  as  the  cruel  fair. 
He  wander'd  on,  unknowing  where  he  went. 
Loft  in  the  wood,  and  all  on  love  intent : 
The  day  already  half  hi>  race  had  run, 


S 


And  fummon'd  him  to  due  repaft  at  noon,  > 
But  love  could  feel  no  hunger  but  his  own.  V 
Whilelifl'ningtothemurm'ring  leaves  heftood, 
More  than  a  mile  immers'd  within  the  wood, 
At  once  the  wind  was  laid  ;  the  whilp'ring  found 
Was  dumb;  a  riling  eaithquakerock'dthegroundi 
With  deeper  brown  the  grove  was  overfpread;} 
A  fudden  horror  feiz'd  his  giddy  head,  > 

And  his  ears  tingled,  and  his  colour  fled  j       j 


Change  was  the  next,  but  change  deceiv'd  his  ,  Nature  was  in  alarm  ;  fome  danger  nigh 


care 


He  fought  a  fairer,  but  found  none  fo  fair. 
He  would  have  worn  her  out  by  flow  degrees,^ 
As  men  by  faffing  ftarve  th'  untam'd  difeafe:  £ 
But  prefent  love  requir'd  a  prefent  eafe.  j 

Looking  he  feeds  alone  his  famifh'd  eyes, 
Feeds  iing'ring  death,  but  looking  not  he  dies. 
Yet  ftili  he  chofe  the  longeft  way  to  fate, 
Waiting  at  once  his  life,  and  his  eftate. 

His  friends  beheld,  and  pity'd  him  in  vain, 
For  what  advice  can  eafe  a  lover's  pain  ! 
Abfence,  the  beft  expedient  they  could  find, 
Might  fave  the  fortune,  if  not  cure  the  mind  : 
This  means  they  long  propos'd,  but  little  gain'd. 
Yet,  after  much  purfuit,  at  length  obtain'd. 

Hard  you  may  think  it  was  to  give  confent, 
But  ftruggling  with  his  own  delires  he  went, 
With  large  expence,  and  with  a  pompous  train,'! 
Provided  as  to  vifit  France  and  Spain,  > 

Or  for  fome  diftant  voyage  o'er  the  main.        j 
But  love  hadclipp'd  his  wings  and  cut  himfhort, 
Confin'd  within  the  purlieus  of  the  court. 
Three  miles  he  went,  nor  farther  could  retreat; 
His  travels  ended  at  his  country-feat ; 


Seem'd  threatened,  tho'  unfeen  to  mortal  eye. 
Unus'd  to  fear,  he  fummon'd  all  his  foul, 
And  ftood  collected  in  himfelf,  ind  whole  ; 
Not  long:  for  loon  a  whirlwind  rofe  around, 
And  from  afar  he  heard  a  (creaming  found, 
As  of  a  dame  diftrefs'd,  who  cried  for  aid, 
And  riil'd  with  loud  laments  the  fecret  fhade. 
A  thicket  clofe  befide  the  grove  there  ftood 
With  briers  and  brambles  choak'd,  and  dwarfifh 

wood  : 
From  thence  thenoife,  which  now  approaching 

near, 
With  more  diftinguifh'd  notes  invades  his  ear; 
jHe  raised  his  head,  and  faw  a  beauteous  maid, 
With  hair  difheveH'd,ifTuing  through  the  fhade, 
Stripp'd  of  her  clothes,  and  ev'n  thofe  parts  re- 

veal'd, 
Which  modeft  nature  keeps  from  fight  concealM. 
Her  face,  her  hands,  her  naked  limbs  were  torn, 
With  paflingthro'  the  brakes,  and  prickiy  thorn, 
TwomaftifFs  gaunt  and  grim  her  flight  purfu'd. 
And  oft  their  faften'd  fangs  in  blood  erobruM: 
Oft  they  came  up,  and  pinch'd  her  ttn'der  fide  ; 
Mercy,  O  mercy  Heaven  !  fhe  ran,  and  cry'd  ; 

When 
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When  Heav'n  was  nam'd,  they  loos'd  their  hold 

again, 
Then  fprung  fhe  forth,  they  follow ""d  her  amain. 

Not  far  behind,  a  knight  of  fwarthy  face, 
High  on  a  coal-black  Heed  purfu'd  the  chace; 
With  flaming  flames  his  ardent  eyes  werefhTd, 
And  in  his  hand  a  naked  fword  he  held  : 
He  cheered  the  dogs  J:o  follow  her  who  fled, 
And  vow'd  revenge  on  her  devoted  head. 

As  Theodore  was  born  of  noble  kind, 
The  brutal  action  rous'd  his  manly  mind  ; 
Mov'd  with  unworthy  ufage  of  the  maid, 
He,  tho1  unarm'd,  relblvM  to  give  her  aid. 
A  laplin  pine  he  wrench'd  from  out  the  ground, 
The  readieft  weapon  that  his  fury  found. 
Thus  furnihVd  for  offence,  he  crofs'd  the  way 
Betwixt  the  gracelefs  villain  and  his  prey.  [afar. 

The  knight  came  thund'ring  on,  but,  from 
Thus,  in  imperious  tone,  forbad  the  war: 
Ceafe,  Theodore,  to  proffer  vain  relief, 
Nor  flop  the  vengeance  of  fo  juft  a  grief; 
But  give  me  leave  to  feize  my  delHn'd  prey, 
And  let  eternal  jullice  take  the  way  : 
I  but  revenge  my  fate,  difdain'd,  betray'd, 
And  fuff  'ring  death  for  this  ungrateful  maid. 

He  laid,  at  once  dismounting  from  the  deed  ; 
For  now  the  hell-hounds,  with  fuperior  fpeed, 
Had  reach'd  the  dame,  and,  falVningon  her  fide, 
The  ground  with  illuing  11  reams  of  purple  dy'd; 
Stood  Theodore  furpriz'd  in  deadly  fright, 
Withchatt  lang  teeth,  and  briftling  hair  upright; 
Yet  arm'd  with  inborn  worth,  Whate'er,  laid  he, 
Thou  art,  who  know'ftme  better  than  I  thee  ; 
Or  prove  thy  rightful  caufe,  or  be  defied  : 
The  fpectre,  fiercely  flaring,  thus  reply "d. 

Know,  Theodore,  thy  anceltry  I  claim, 
And  Guido  Cavalcanti  was  my  name  : 
One  common  fire  our  fathers  did  beget, 
My  name  and  llory  fome  remember  yet: 
Thee,  then  a  boy,  within  my  arms  I  laid, 
When  for  my  fins  I  lov'd  this  haughty  maid  ; 
Not  lefs  ador'd  in  life,  nor  ferv'd  by  me, 
Than  proud  Honoria  now  is  lov'd  by  thee. 
What  did  I  not  her  ftubborn  heart  to  gain  ?     "} 
But  all  my  vows  were  anfwer'd  with  difdain  : 
She  fconrd  myforrows,  and  defpis'd  my  pain.) 
Long  time  I  dragged  my  days  in  fruitlefs  care  ; 
Then,  loathing  life,  and  plungYlin  deepdefpair, 
To  finifh  my  unhappy  life,    I  fell 
On  this  (harp  fword,  and  now  am  damn  *d  in  hell 

Short  was  her  joy;  for  foon  the  infulting  maid 
By  heaven's  decree  in  this  cold  grave  was  laid  : 
And  as  in  unrepented  lin  fhe  dy'd, 
DoonVd  to  the  fame  bad  place  is  puniflVd  for  her 

pride  : 
Becaufe  me  deenTd  I  well  defeiVd  to  die, 
And  made  a  merit  of  her  cruelty. 
There,  then,  we  met ;  both  try'd,  and  both  were 

call, 
And  this  irrevocable  fentence  pafs'd  ; 
That  flie,  whom  I  fo  long  purfaM  in  vain, 
Should  fuffer  from  my  hands  a  ling'ring  pain  ! 
Renew'd  to  life,  that  fhe  might  daily  die, 
I  daily  doora'd  to  follow,  fhe  to  fly: 


iin,S 


No  more  a  lover,  but  a  mortal  foe, 

I  feek  her  life  (for  love  is  none  below): 

As  often  as  my -dogs  with  better  fpeed 

Arreft  her  flight,  is  fhe  to  death  decreed  : 

Then  with  this  fatal  fword,  on  which  I  dy'd 

I  pierce  her  open  back,  or  tender  fide, 

And   tear  that  harden* d  heart  from  out  her 

brealf, 
Which,  with   her  entrails,   makes  my  hungry 

hounds  a  feali. 
Nor  lies  flie  long,  but,  as  the  fates  ordain, 
Springs  up  to  life,  and,  frefh  to  fecond  pail 
Is  lav"d  to-day,  to-morrow  to  be  flam. 

This,  versM  in  death,  th'  infernal  knight  re- 
lates,' 
And  then  for  proof  fulfill'd  the  common  fatesj 
Her  heart  and  bowels  thro"  her  back  he  drew, 
And  fed  the  hounds  that  help'd  him  to  purfue. 
Stern  look'd  the  fiend,  as  fruftrate  of  his  will, 
Not  half  fuffic'd,  and  greedy  yet  to  kill. 
And  now  the  foul,  expiring  through  the  wound, 
Had  left  the  body  breathlefs  on  the  ground, 
When  thus  the  grifly  fpectre  fpoke  again  : 
Behold  the  fruit  of  ill-rewarded  pain  : 
As  many  months  as  I  fuftain'd  her  hate, 
So  many  }'ears  is  flie  condemn'd  by  fate 
To  daily  death  ;  and  ev'ry  feveral  place, 
Confcious  of  her  difdain  and  my  difgrace, 
Mult  witnefs  her  jull  punifhment ;  and  be 
A  fcene  of  triumph  and  revenge  to  me  ! 
As  in  this  grove  I  took  mylalt  farewell, 
As  on  this  veryfpot  of  earth  I  fell, 
As  Friday  law  me  die,  fo  flie  my  prey 
Becomes  ev'n  here,  on  this  revolving  day. 
Thus  while  he  fpoke  the  virgin  from  the 

ground 
Upllarted  frefh,  already  clos"d  the  wound, 
And,  unconcernM  for  all  (lie  felt  before, 
Precipitates  her  flight  along  the  fhore  : 
The  hell-hounds,   as   ungorg'd  with  flelh  and 

blood, 
Purfue  their  prey,  and  feek  their  wonted  food  : 
The  fiend  remounts  his  courier,  mends  his  pace, 
And  ail  the  vilion  vaniAYd  from  the  place. 
Long  flood  the  noble  youth  opprefs'd  with  awe,^ 
And  ltupid  at  the  wond'rous  things  he  faw,  f 
Surpafling  common  faith,  tranfgrelflngnature'sf 

law  :  y 

He  would  have  been  afleep,  and  wihVd  to  wake, 
But  dreams,  he  knew,  no  long  impreflion  make, 
Though  ftrong  at  Aril;  if  vifion,  to  what  end,  ~\ 
But  fuch  as  mull  his  future  ftate  portend  ?       > 
His  love  the  damfel,  and  himfelf  the  fiend,      j 
But  yet,  reflecting  that  it  could  not  be 
From  heaven,  which  cannot  impious  acts  decree, 
RelblvM  within  himfelf  to  Hum  the  fnare, 
Which  hell  for  his  deflruction  did  prepare; 
And  as  his  better  genius  mould  direct, 
From  an  ill  caufe  to  draw  a  good  effect. 

Infpir'd  from  heaven  he  homeward  took  his 

way, 
Nor  pall'd  his  new  defign  with  long  delay : 
But  of  Jus  train  a  trulty  ieivant  i~..i 
To  call  his  friends  toother  at  his  tent. 

They 
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They  came,  and,  ufual  falutations  paid, 
With  wosds  premeditated,  thus  he  faidj 
What  you  have  often  counfell'd,  to  remove 
My  vain  purfuit  of  unregarded  love; 
By  thrift  my  finking  fortune  to  repair, 
Tho'  late,  yet^is  at  laft  became  my  care  : 
My  heart  (hall  be  my  own ;  my  vafl  expence 
Reduced  to  bounds,  by  timely  providence  ; 
This  only  I  require}  invite  for  me 
Honoria,  with  her  father's  family, 
Her  friends  and  mine;  the  caufe  I  fhall  difplay, 
On  Friday  next ;  for  that's  the  appointed  day. 
Well  pleas'd  were  all  his  friends,  the  talk  was 

light,  .     . 

The  father,  mother,  daughter,  they  invite  ; 
Hardly  the  dame  was  drawn  to  this  repail  ; 
But  yet  refolv'd,  becauie  it  was  the  laft. 
The  day  was  come,  the  guefts  invited  came, 
And,  with  the  reft,  th'  inexorable  dame :    . 
A  feafl  prepar'd  with  riotous  expence. 
Much  coft,  more  care,  and  mod  magnificence, 
The  place  ordain'd  was  in  that  haunted  grove, 
Where  the  revenging  ghoft  purfu'd  his  love. 
The  tables  in  a  proud  pavillion  fpread, 
With  flowers  below,  and  tifiue  overhead  : 
The  reft  in  rank,^Honoria  chief  in  place,        ~1 
Was  artfully  contriv'd  to  fet  her  face 
To  front  the  thicket,  and  behold  the  chace.    3 
The  feall  was  ferv'd,  the  time  fo  well  forecaft, 


At  this,  the  former  tale  again  he  told, 

With  thund'ring  tone,  and  dreadful  to  behold: 

Sunk  were  their  hearts  with  horror  of  the  crime, 

Nor  needed  to  be  warn'd  a  fecond  time, 

But  bore  each  other  back:  feme  knew  the  face,") 

And  all  had  heard  the  much  lamented  cafe 

Of  him  who  fell  for  love,and  this  the  fatal  place.3 

And  now  th'  infernal  minifter  advanc'd, 
Seiz'd  the  due  viclim  and  with  fury  lanc'd 
Her  back,  and  piercing  through  her  inmoftheart, 
Drew  backward,  as  before,  th'  offending  part. 
The  reeking  entrails  next  he  tore  away, 
And  to  his  meagre  maftiffs  made  a  nrey. 
The  pale  ailiftants  on  e:tch  other  itar'd, 
With  gaping  mouths  for  ifluing  words  prepar'd; 
The  ftill-born  founds  upon  the  palate  hung, 
And  dy'd  imperfect  on  the  fait'ring  tongue. 
The  flight  was  gen'ral ;  but  the  female  band 
(A  helplefs  train)  in  more  confufion  ftand : 
With  horror  fhudd'ring,  on  a  heap  they  run," 
Sick  at  the  fight  of  hateful  juftice  done ; 
For  confcience  rung  the  alarm,  and  made  the| 
cafe  their  own. 

So  fpread  upon  a  lake,  with  upward  eye, 
A  plump  of  fowl  behold  their  foe  on  high; 
They  clofe  their  trembling  troop,  and  all  attend 
On  whom  the  fowling  eagle  will  defcend. 

But  moil  the  proud  Honoria  fear'd  th'  event, 
And  thought  to  her  alone  the  vifion  fent. 


That  jufl  when  the  deffertand  fruits  were  plac'd,  Her  guilt  prefents  to  her  diffracted  mind  ") 
The  fiend's  alarm  began ;  the  hollow  found  -\  Heaven's  juftice,  Theodore's  revengeful  kind,  > 
Sung  in  the  leaves,  the  forelt  fhook  around,  (j  And  the  fame  fate  to  the  fame  fin  affign'd:  j 
Air  blacken'd,  roll'd    the   thunder,  groan'df  Already  fees  herfelf  the  monfter's  prey, 

the  ground.  J  j  And  feels  her  heart  and  entrails  torn  away. 

Nor  long  before  the  loud  laments  arife  *Twas  a  mute  fcene  of  forrow,  mix'd  with  fear : 

Of  one  diftrefs'd,  and  maftiffs'  mingled  cries ;    !  Still  on  the  table  lay  th'  unfinifh'd  cheer : 
And  firft  the  dame  came  rufhingthro'the  wood,^  The  knight  and  hungry  maftiffs  flood  around, 
And  next  the  famifh'd  hounds  that  lbughttheir  '  The  mangled  dame  lay  breathlefs  on  the  ground} 

food,  [in  blood,  i  When  on  a  fudden,  re-infpir'd  with  breath, 

And  grip'd  her  flanks,  and  oft  effay'd  their  jaws*  j  Again  fhe  rofe,  again  to  fuffer  death ; 
Laft  came  the  felon,  on  his  fable  Heed,  Nor  ftaid  the  hell-hounds  nor  the  hunter  flaid, 

Arm'd  with  his  naked  fword,  and  urg'd  his  dogs '  But  follow'd,  as  before,  the  flying  maid : 

to  fpeed.  Th' avenger  took  from  earth  th'  avenging  fword, 

She  ran,  and  cry'd,  her  flight  directly  bent  V  And  mounting  light  as  air  his  fable  fteed  he 
(A  gueft  unbidden)  to  the  fatal  tent,  (  fpurr'd: 

The  fcene  of  death,  and  place  defign'd  for  pu-  i   The  clouds  difpell'd,  the  fky  refum'd  the  light, 

nifhment.  J  And  nature  flood  recover'd  of  her  fright. 

Loud  was  the  noife,  aghaft  was  ev'ry  gueft,         But  fear,  the  laft  of  ills,  remain'd  behind, 
The  women  fhriek'd,  the  men  forfook  the  feafl  5'  And  horror  heavy  fat  on  ev'ry  mind. 
The  hounds  at  nearer  diftancehoarfely  bay'd;  ~\  '  Nor  Theodore  encourag'd  more  the  feafl, 


The  hunter  clofe  purfu'd  the  vifionary  maid.     \ 
She  rent  the  heav'n  with  loud  laments,  implor-  i 
ring  aid.  J 

The  gallants,  to  protec"l  the  lady's  right,     ") 
Theirfaulchions  brandilh'd  at  thegriilyfpright;  > 
High  on  his  itirrups  he  provok'd  the  fight,       j 
Then  on  the  crowd  he  caft  a  furious  look, 
And  wither 'd  all  their  ftrength  before  he  f  poke  : 
Back,  on  your  lives;  let  be,  faid  he,  my  prey, 
And  let  my  vengeance  take  the  deflin'd  way  : 
Vain  are  your  arms,  and  vainer  your  defence, 
Againft  th'  eternal  doom  of  Providence  : 
Mine  is  th'  ungrateful  maid  by  heaven  de 
Mercy  fhe  would  not  give,nor  mercy  fhall  fheiind. 


But  flernly  look'd  as  hatching  in  his  breafl 
Some  deep  defigns;  which  when  Honoria  view'd, 
The  frefh  impulfe  her  former  fright  renew'd; 
She  thought  herfelf  the  trembling  dame  who  fled, 
And  him  the  grifly  ghoft  that  fpurr'd  th'  infernal 

fteed  : 
The  moredifmay'd,  for  when  the  guefts  with-~\ 

drew  ( 

Their  courteous  hoft,  faluting  all  the  crew, 
Regardlefs  pafs'd  her  o'er;  norgrae'd 

kind  adieu. 

That  fling  infix'd  within  her  haughty  mind,  ~) 

e  downfall  of  her  empire  fhe  divin'd ;  ■ 

And  her  proud  heart  with  fecret  forrow  pin'd.  S 

Home 
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Home  as  they  went,  the  fad  difcourfe  renew'd) 
Of  the  relentlefs  dame  to  death  purfu'd, 
And  of  the  fight  obfcene  fo  lately  view'd.  j 
None  durft  arraign  the  righteous  doom  (he  bore, 
Ev'n  they  who  pity'd  molt,  yet  blam'd  her  more: 
The  parallel  they  needed  not  to  name, 
Bur  in  the  dead  they   damn'd  the  living  dame. 

At  ev'ry  little  noife  me  look'd  behind, 
For  ltill  the  knight  was  prefent  to  her  mind  : 
And  anxious  oft  (he  darted  on  the  way, 
And  thought  the  horfeman-ghod  came  thun- 

d'ring  for  his  prey. 
Return'd,  (he  took  her  bed  with  little  reft, 
But  in  (hort  (lumbers  dreamt  the  fun'ral  feaft  : 
Awak'd,  (lie  turn'd  her  lide,  and  flept  again  ;  ~\ 
The  fame  black  vapours  mounted  in  her  brain,  \ 
And  the   fame  dreams  return'd  with  double  £ 
pain.  J 

Now  forc'd  to  wake,  becaufe  afraid  to  deep, 
Her  blood  all  fcverM,  with  a  furious  leap, 
She  (prang  from  bed,  diilracled  in  her  mind, 
And(fear'd  at  every  Itep,  a  twitching  fpright  be- 
hind. 
Darkling  and  defperate,  with  dagg'ring  pace, 
Of  death  afraid,  and  confcious  of  difgrace  : 
Fear,  pride,  remorfe,  at  once  her  heart  alTail'd, 
Pride  put  remorfe  to  flight,  but  fear  prevail'd. 
Friday,  the  fatal  day,  when  next  it  came, 
Her  foul  forethought  the  iiend  would  change  his 

game, 
And  her  purfue,  or  Theodore  be  (lain, 
And  two  ghoits  join  their  packs  to  hunt  her  o'er 

the  plain. 
This  dreadful  image  {o  poflefs'd  her  mind, 
That,  defperate  any  fuccour  elfe  to  rind, 
She  ceas'd  all  farther  hope  ;  and  now  began 
To  make  reflection  on  tlV  unhappy  man. 
Rich,brave,andyoung,who  pall  ex  predion  lov'd, 
Proof  todifdain,  and  not  to  be  remov'd  : 
Of  all  the  men  refpecled  and  admir'd, 
Of  all  the  dame?,  except  herfelf,  defir'd: 
Why  not  of  her  ?  preferred  above  the  red,       ■} 
By  him  with  knightly  deeds,  and  open  lovef 
profefs'd?  [drefs'd.{ 

So  had  another  been,  where  he  his  vows  ad-) 
This  quelPd  her  pride,yet  other  doubts  reniain'd, 
That, once  difdaining,  (he  might  be  didlain'd. 
The  fear  was  jud,  but  greater  fear  prevail'd, 
Fear  of  her  life  by  hellifli  hounds  alfail'd  : 
He  took  a  low'ring  leave  ;  but  who  can  tell 
What  outward  hate  might  inward  love  conceal  ? 
Her  lex's  arts  (lie  knew  ;  and  why  not,  then, 
Might  deep  diiTembling  have  a  place  in  men  ? 
Here  hope  began  to  dawn  ;  refolv'd  to  try,     "^ 
She  fix'd  on  this  her  utmod  remedy  : 
Death  was  behind,  but  hard  it  was  to  die.      j 
'Twas  time  enough  at  lad  on  death  to  call,       "} 
The  precipice  in  fight  :  a  fhrub  was  all,    [fall.  > 
That  kindly  flood  betwixt  to  break  the  fatal) 

One  maid  (he  had,  belov'd  above  the  red  : 
Secure  of  her,  the  fecret  fhe  confefs'd  ; 
And  now  the  cheerful  light  her  fears  difpell'd,^ 
She  with  no  winding  turns  the  truth  conceal'd, , 
But  put  the  woman  off,  and  ftood  reveal'd  :      ) 


With  faults  confefs'd  commiffion'd  her  to  go, 
If  pity  yet  had  place,  and  reconcile  her  foe  : 
The  welcome  meffage  made,  was  foon  receiv'd; 
'Twas  to  be  wi(h'd,and  hop'd,  but  fcarce  believ'd ; 
Fate  feem'd  a  fair  occafion  to  prefent ;  } 

He  knew  thefex,  and  fear'd  (he  might  repent,  J 
Should  he  delay  the  moment  of  confent.  S 

There  yet  remained  to  gain  her  friends  (a  care 
The  modedy  of  maidens  well  might  fpare  :) 
But  (he  with  fuch  a  zeal  the  caufe  embrae'd, 
(As  women,  where  they  will,  are  all  in  hade) 
The  father,  mother,  and  the  kin  beiide, 
Were  overborne  by  fury  of  the  tide  ; 
With  full  confent  of  all  (he  chang'd  her  date ; 
Refidlefs  in  her  love,  as  in  her  hate. 
By  her  example  warn'd,  the  red  beware; 
More  eafy,  lefs  imperious,  were  the  fair  ; 
And  that  one  hunting,  which  the  devil  defign'd 
For  one  fair  female,  lod  him  half  the  kind. 


§  34.     The  Rofciad.      Churchill. 

Roscius  deceased,  each  high  afpiring  play'r 
Pufh'd  all  his  int'red  for  the  vacant  chair. 
The  bufkin'd  heroes  of  the  mimic  dage 
No  longer  whine  in  love,  and  rant  in  rage ; 
The  monarch  quits  his  throne,  and condefcends 
Humbly  to  court  the  favour  of  his  friends  ; 
For  pity's  fake  tells  undeferv'd  mifhaps, 
And,  their  applaufe  to  gain,  recounts  his  claps. 
Thus  the  victorious  chiefs  of  ancient  Rome, 
To  win  the  mob,  a  fuppliant's  form  affume, 
In  pompous  drain  fight  o'er  th'  extinguilh'dwar, 
And  (hew  where  honour  bled  in  ev'ry  (car. 
But  though  bare  merit  might  in  Rome  appear 
The  dronged  plea  for  favour,  'tis  not  here; 
We  form  our  judgment  in  another  way; 
And  they  will  belt  fucceed,  who  bed  can  pay  : 
Thofe,  who  would  gain  the  votes  of  Britifh  tribes, 
Mud  add  to  force  of  merit  force  of  bribes. 

What  can  an  actor  give  ?  in  ev'ry  age 
Caih  hath  been  rudely  banifh'd  from  the  dage  ; 
Monarchs  themfelves,  to  grief  of  ev'ry  play'r 
Appear  as  often  as  their  image  there: 
They  can't,  like  candidate  for  other  feat, 
Pour  feas  of  wine,  and  mountains  raife  of  meat. 
Wine  !  they  could  bribe  you  with  the  world  as 

foon, 
And  of  road  beef,  they  only  know  the  tune  : 
But  what  they  have  they  give ;  could  Clive  do 
more,  [four  ? 

Though  for  each  million  he  had  brought  home 

Shuter keeps  open  houfe  at  South wark  fair, 
And  hopes  the  friends  of  humour  will  bethere; 
In  Smithfield,  Yates  prepares  the  rival  treat 
For  thofe  who  laughter  love  indead  of  meat ; 
Foote,  at  Old  Houfe,  for  even  Foote  will  be, 
In  felf-conceit,  an  actor,  bribes  with  tea  ; 
Which  Wilkinfon  at  fecond-hand  receives, 
And  at  the  New,  pours  water  on  the  leaves. 

The  town  divided,  each  runs  fev'ral  ways, 
As  paffion,  humour,  int'refl,  party  fways. 
Things  of  no  moment,  colour  of  the  hair, 
Shape  of  a  leg,  complexion  brown  ©r  fair, 

A  drefs 
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A  rirefs  well  chofen,  or  a  patch  mifplac'd, 
Conciliate  favour,  or  create  diiraite. 

From  galleries  loud  peals  of  laughter  roll, 
And  thunder  Skater's  praifes — he's  fo  droll. 
Embox'd,  the  ladies  mull  have  fomething  fmart, 
Palmer  !  Oh !  Palmer  tops  the  janty  part. 
Seated  in  pit,  the  dwarf,  with  aching  eyes, 
Looks  up,  and  vows  that  Barry's  out  of  fize; 
Whilit  to  fix  feet  the  vig'rous  ftripling  grown, 
Declares  that  Garrick  is  another  Coan. 

\Vrhen  place  of  judgment  is  by  whim  fupply'd, 
And  our  opinions  have  their  rife  in  pride  ; 
When,  in  difcourfmg  on  each  mimic  elf, 
We  praife  and  cenfure  with  an  eye  to  felf ; 
All  mult  meet  friends,  and  Ackman  bids  as  fair 
In  fuch  a  court,  as  Garrick,  for  the  chair. 

At  length  agreed,  all  fquabbles  to  decide, 
By  fome  one  judge  the  caufe  was  to  be  try'd ; 
But  this  their  fquabbles  didafrefli  renew, 
Who  mould  be  judge  in  fuch  a  trial : — Who  r 

For  Johnfon  tome,  but  Johnfon,  it  was  fear'd, 
Would  be  too  grave  ;  and  Sterne  toogayappear'd: 
Others  for  Francklin  voted  5   but  'twas  known, 
He  licken'd  at  all  triumphs  but  his  own  : 
For  Colman  many,  but  the  peevifh  tongue 
Of  prudent  Age  found  out  that  he  was  young: 
For  Murphy  fome  few  pilf  'ring  wits  declar'd, 
Whilft  Folly  clapp'd  her  hands,   and  Wifdum 
ftar'd.  [womb, 

To  mifchief  train'd,  e'en  from  his  mother's 
Grown  old  in  fraud,tho'  yet  in  manhood's  bloom, 
Adopting  arts,  by  which  gay  villains  rife, 
And  reach  the  heights  which  honeft  men  defpife  ; 
Mute  at  the  bar,  and  in  the  fenate  loud, 
Dull  'mongft  the  dulleft,  proudeftof  the  proud; 
A  pert,  prim  prater  of  the  northern  race, 
Guilt  in  his  heart,  and  famine  in  his  face, 
Stood  forth; — and  thrice  he  wav'd  his  lily  hand  _ 
And  thrice  hetwirl'd  his  tye — thrice  ftrokMhis 
band —  [aim, 

"  At  friendfhip's  call  (thus oft  with  trait'rous 
Men  void  of  faith  ufurp  faith's  facred  name) 
"  At  Friendship's  call  I  come,  by  Murphy  fent, 
Who  thus  by  me  develops  his  intent. 
But  left,  transfus'd,  the  fpirit  mould  be  loft, 
That  fpirit  which  in  ftorms  of  Rhet'ric  toft, 
Bounces  about,  and  flies  like  bottled  beer, 
In  his  own  words  his  own  intentions  hear. 

"  Thanks  to  my  friends — But  to  vile  fortunes 
born, 
No  robes  of  fur  thefe  moulders  muft  adorn. 
Vain  your  applaufe,  no  aid  from  thence  I  draw  ; 
Vain  all  my  wit,  for  what  is  wit  in  law  ? 
Twice  (cur.s'd  remembrance!)  twice  I  ftrove  to 

gain 
Admittance  'mongft  the  law-inftru&ed  train, 
Who,  in  the  Temple  and  Gray's  Inn,  prepare 
For  clients'  wretched  feet  the  legal  fnare : 
Dead  to  thofe  arts,  which  polifh  and  refine, 
Deaf  to  all  worth,  becaufe  that  worth  was  mine, 


Twice  did  thofe  blockheads  ftartle  at  my  name, 
And  foul  rejeclion  gave  me  up  to  fhame. 
To  law  and  lawyers  then  I  bade  adieu, 
And  plans  of  far  more  lib'ral  nou  purfue. 
Who  will  may  be  a  judge — my  kindling  breaft 
Burns  for  that  chair  whichRofcius  once  poffefs'd. 
Here  give  your  votes,  your  int'reft  here  exert, 
And  let  fuccefs  for  once  attend  defert." 

With  fleek  appearance,and  with  ambling  pace, 
And,  type  of  vacant  head,  with  vacant  face, 
The  Proteus  Hill  put  in  his  modeft  plea,— 
"  Let  favour  fpeak  for  others,  worth  for  me." — 
For  who,  like  him,  his  various  powers  could  call 
Into  fo  many  fhapes,  and  mine  in  allr 
Who  could  fo  nobly  grace  the  motley  lift, 
A6tor,  infpeclor,  doctor,  botanift  ? 
Knows  any  one  fo  well — fure  no  one  knows, — 
At  once  to  play,  prefcribe,  compound,  compofe? 
Who  can — But  Woodward  came, —  Hill  ilipp'd 

awa)r, 
Melting,  like  ghofts,  before  the  riling  day. 

♦With  that  low  cunning,  which  in  fools  fup-  . 
And  amply  too,  the  place  of  being  wife,     [plies, 
Which  Nature,  kind,  indulgent  parent,  gave 
To  qualify  the  blockhead  for  a  knave  ; 
With  that  fmooth  falfehocd,  whole  appearance 

charms, 
And  reafon  of  each  whole  fome  doubt  difarms, 
Which  to  the  loweft  depths  of  guile  defcends,  . 
By  vileft  means  purfues  the  vileft  ends, 
Wears  friendlhip's  mafk  for  purpofes  of  fpite, 
Fawns  in  the  day,  and  butchers  in  the  night  ; 
With  that  malignant  envy,  which  turns  pale, 
And  lickens,  even  if  a  friend  prevail, 
Which  merit  and  fuccefs  purfues  with  hate, 
And  damns  the  worth  it  cannot  imitate  ; 
With  the  cold  caution  of  a  coward's  fpleen, 
Which  fears  not  guilt,  but  always  feeks  a  fcreenj 
Which  keeps  this  maxim  ever  in  her  view— 
What's  bafely  done,  fhould  be  done  fafely  too; 
With  that  dull,  rooted,  callous  impudence, 
Which,  dead  to  lhame,  and  ev'ry  nicer  {enle, 
Ne'er  blufh'd,  unlefs,  in  fpreading  Vice's  fnares, 
She  blunder' d  on  fome  virtue  unawares  ; 
With  all  thefe  blelfings,  which  we  feldom  find 
Laviih'd  by  Nature  on  one  happy  mind, 
A  motley  figure,  of  the  Fribble  tribe, 
Which  heart  can  fcarce  conceive,  or  pen  defcribe, 
Came  iimp'ring  on  ;  to  afecrtain  whofe  fex 
Twelve  fage  impanell'd  matrons  would  perplex. 
Nor  male,  nor  female ;  neither,  and  yet  both  ; 
Of  neuter  gender,  tho'  of  Irifli  growth  ; 
A  fix-foot  fuckling,  mincing  in  its  gait; 
Affected,  peevifh,  prim,  and  delicate; 
Tearful  it  feem'd,  tho'  of  athletic  make, 
Left  brutal  breezes  fhould  too  roughly  fhake 
Its  tender  form,  and  favage  motion  fpread, 
O'er  its  pale  cheeks,  the  horrid  manly  red. 

Much  did  it  talk,  in  its  own  pretty  phrafe, 
Of  genius  and  of  tafte,  of  play'rs  and  plays  ; 

Much 

*  This  fevere  character  was  intended  for  Mr.  Fitzpatrick,  a  perfon  who  had  rendered  himfelf  remark- 
able by  his  a&ivity  in  the  playhoufe  riots  of  1763,  relative  to  the  taking  half  prices.  He  was  the  hero 
ef  Garrick'i  Fribbleriad. 
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Much  too  of  writings,  which  itfelf  had  wrote, 
Of  fpecial  merit,  tho'  of  little  note  ; 
For  Fate,  in  a  Arrange  humour,  had  decreed 
That  what  it  w^ote,  none  but  itfelf  mould  read; 
Much  too  it  chatter' d  of  dramatic  laws, 
Misjudging  critics,  and  mifplac'd  applaufe; 
Then,  with  a  felf  complacent  jutting  air, 
It  fmil'd,  it  fmirk'd,  it  wriggled  to  the  chair ; 
And,  with  an  awkward  brifknefs  not  its  own, 
Looking  around,  and  perking  on  the  throne, 
Triumphant  feem'd,  when  that  ftrange  favage 

dame, 
Known  but  to  few,  or  only  known  by  name, 
Plain  Common  Senfe  appear'd,  by  Nature  there 
Appointed,  with  plain  truth,  to  guard  the  chair. 
The  pageant  faw,  and  blafted  with  her  frown, 
To  its  firft  ftate  of  nothing  melted  down. 

Nor  fhall  the  mufe  (for  even  there  the  pride 
Of  this  vain  nothing  fhall  be  mortified) 
Nor  fhall  the mufe(ihould fate  ordain  herrhymes, 
Fond,pleafing  thought !  to  live  in  after-times) 
With  fuch  a  trifier's  name  her  pages  blot  j 
Known  be  the  character,  the  thing  forgot ; 
Let  it,  to  difappoint  each  future  aim, 
Live  without  fex,  and  die  without  a  name  ! 

Cold-blooded  critics,  by  enervate  fires 
Scarce  hammer'd  out,  when  nature's  feeble  fires 
Glimmer'd  theirlaft ;  whofe  fluggifh  blood,  half 
froze,  [glows 

Creeps  lab'ring  thro'  the  veins;  whofe  heartne'er 
With  fancy-kindled  heat; — a  fervile  race, 
Who  in  mere  want  of  fault,  all  merit  place  ; 
Who  blind  obedience  pay  to  ancient  fchools, 
Bigots  to  Greece,  and  ilaves  to  raufty  rules ; 
With  folemn  confeqftence  declar'd  that  none 
Could  judge  that  caufe  but  Sophocles  alone. 
Dupes  to  their  fancied  excellence,  the  crowd, 
Obfequious  to  the  facred  dictate,  bow'd.    [forth, 

When,  from  amidft  the  throng,  a  youth  flood 
Unknown  his  perfon,  not  unknown  his  worth; 
His  look  befpoke  applaufe ;  alone  he  ftood, 
Alone  he  ftemm'd  the  mighty  critic  flood. 
He  talk'd  of  ancients,  as  the  man  became 
Who  priz'd  our  own,  but  envied  not  their  fame; 
With  noble  rev'rence  fpoke  of  Greceand  Rome, 
And  fcorn'd  to  tear  the  laurel  from  the  tomb. 

"But  more  than  jufl  to  other  countries  grown, 
Muft  we  turn  bafe  apoftates  to  our  own  ? 
Where  do  thefe  words  of  Greece  and  Rome  excel, 
That  England  may  not  pleafe  the  ear  as  well  ? 
What  mighty  magic's  in  the  place  or  air, 
That  all  perfection  needs  muft  center  there? 
In  ftates,  let  ftrangers  blindly  be  preferr'd; 
In  ftate  of  letters,  merit  mould  be  heard. 
Genius  is  of  no  country,  her  pure  ray 
Spreads  all  abroad,  as  gen'ral  as  the  day; 
Foe  to  reftraint,  from  place  to  place  me  flies, 
And  may  hereafter  e'en  in  Holland  rife. 
May  not  (to  give  a  pleafing  fancy  fcope 
And  cheer  a  patriot  heart  with  patriot  hope) 
May  not  fome  great  extenfive  Genius  raife 
The  name  of  Britain  'bove  Athenian  praife ; 


And,  whilft  brave  thirftof  fame  his  bofom  warms 
Make  England  great  in  letters  as  in  arms  ? 
There  may — there  hath — and  Shakefpear's  mufe 

afpires 
Beyond  the  reach  of  Greece :  with  native  fires 
Mounting  aloft,  he  wings  his  daring  flight, 
While  Sophocles  below  ftands  trembling  at  his 
height. 

Why  fhould  we  then  abroad  forjudges  roam, 
When  abler  judges  we  may  find  at  home  r 
Happy  in  tragic  and  in  comic  pow'rs, 
Have  we  not  Shakfpeare  ? — Is  not  Jonfonours  ? 
For  them,  your  nat'ral  judges,  Britons,  vote ; 
They'll  judge  like  Britons,  who  like  Britons 
wrote.  [fway, 

He  faid,  and  conquer'd — Senfe  refum'd  her 
And  difappointed  pedants  ftalk'd  away. 
Shakfpeare  and  Jonfbn,  with  deferv'd  applaufe, 
Joint  judges  were  ordain'd  to  try  the  caufe. 
Mean  time  the  flranger  ev'ry  voice  employ'd, 
Toafk  or  tell  his  name — Who  is  it  ? — Lloyd. 

Thus,when  the  aged  friends  of  Job  ftood  mute, 
And  tamely  prudent,  gave  up  the  difpute, 
Elihu,  with  the  decent  warmth  of  youth, 
Boldly  ftood  forth  the  advocate  of  truth  ; 
Confuted  falfehood,  and  difabled  pride, 
Whilft  baffled  age  ftood  fnarling  at  his  fide. 

The  day  of  trial's  fix'd,  nor  any  fear 
Left  day  of  trial  fhould  be  put  off  here. 
Caufes  but  feldom  for  delay  can  call 
In  courts  where  forms  are  few,  fees  none  at  all. 

The  morning  came,  nor  find  I  that  the  fun, 
As  he  on  other  great  events  hath  done, 
Put  on  a  brighter  robe  than  what  he  wore 
To  go  his  journey  in  the  day  before. 

Full  in  the  center  of  a  fpacious  plain, 
On  plan  entirely  new,  where  nothing  vain, 
Nothing  magnificent  appear'd,  but  Art 
With  decent  modefty  perform'd  her  part, 
Rofe  a  tribunal :  from  no  other  court 
It  borrow'd  ornament,  or  fought  fupport: 
No  juries  here  were  pack'd  to  kill  or  clear, 
No  bribes  were  taken,  nor  oaths  broken  here ; 
No  gownfmen,  partial  to  a  client's  caufe, 
To  their  own  purpofe  turn'd  the  pliant  laws. 
Each  Judge  was  true  and  fteady  to  his  truft, 
As  Mansfield  wife,  and  as  old  Fofter*  juft. 

In  the  firft  feat,  in  robes  of  various  dyes, 
A  noble  wildnefs  flafhing  from  his  eyes, 
Sat  Shakfpeare — in  one  hand  a  wand  he  bore, 
For  mighty  wonders  fam'd  in  days  of  yore ; 
The  other  held  a  globe,  which  to  his  will 
Obedient  turn'd,  andown'dthemafter's  flcill: 
Things  of  the  nobleft  kind  his  genius  drew, 
And  look'd  thro'  nature  at  a  fingle  view  j 
A  loofe  he  gave  to  his  unbounded  foul ; 
And  taught  new  lantte  to  rife,  new  leas  to  roll ; 
Call'd  into  being  fcenes  unknown  before, 
And,  pa  fling  nature's  bounds,  was  fomething 
more. 

Next  Jonfon  fat,  in  ancient  learning  train'd, 
His  rigid  judgment  fancy's  flights  reftrain'd, 

Correctly 


Sir  Michael  Fofter,  one  of  the  Judges  of  the  King's  Bench. 
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Correctly  prunM  each  wild  luxuriant  thought, 
Mark'dout  her  courfe,nor  fpar'd  a  glorious  fault. 
The  book  of  man  he  read  with  niceft  art, 
And  ranfack'd  all  the  fecrets  of  the  heart ; 
Exerted  penetration's  utmoft  force, 
And  trac'd  each  paffion  to  its  proper  fource ; 
Then  ftrongly  mark'd,  in  livelieft  colours  drew, 
And  brought  each  foible  forth  to  public  view. 
The  coxcomb  felt  a  lafh  in  ev'ry  word, 
And  fools,  hungout,  theirbrother  fools  deterr'd. 
His  comic  humour  kept  the  world  in  awe, 
And  laughter  frighten'd  folly  more  than  law. 

But,  hark! — The  trumpet  founds,  the  crowd 
give  way, 
And  the  proceffion  comes  in  juft  array. 

Now  mould  I,  in  fome  fweet  poetic  line, 
Offer  up  incenfe  at  Apollo's  fhrine  ; 
Invoke  the  mufe  to  quit  her  calm  abode, 
And  waken  mem'ry  with  a  fleeping  ode. 
For  how  mould  mortal  man,  in  mortal  verfe, 
Their  titles,  merits,  or  their  names  rehearfe  ? 
But  give,  kind  dulnefs,  memory  and  rhyme, 
We'll  put  off  genius  till  another  time. 

Firft,  order  came, — with  folemn  ftep,  and  flow, 
In  meafur'd  time  his  feet  were  taught  to  go. 
Behind,  from  time  to  time,  he  caw  his  eye, 
Left  this  mould  quit  his  place,  that  ftep  awry. 
Appearances  to  fave  his  only  care  ; 
So  things  feem  right,  no  matter  what  they  are. 
In  him  his  parents  faw  themfelves  renew'd, 
Begotten  by  Sir  Critic  on  Saint  Prude. 

Then  came  drum,  trumpet,  hautboy,  fiddle, 
flute  j 
Next  fnuffer,  fweeper,  fhifter,  foldier,  mute ; 
Legions  of  angels  all  in  white  advance  ; 
Furies,  all  fire,  come  forward  in  a  dance ; 
Pantomime  figures  then  are  brought  to  view, 
Fools  hand  in  hand  with  fools  go  two  by  two. 
Next  came  the  treafurer  of  either  houfe  ; 
One  with  full  purie,  t'  other  with  not  a  fous. 
Behind,  a  groupe  of  figures  awe  create, 
Set  off  with  all  th'  impertinence  of  ftatej 
By  lace  and  feather  con  ("cerate  to  fame, 
Expletive  kings,  and  queens  without  a  name. 

Here  Havard,  all  ferene,  in  the  fame  ftrains, 
Loves,  hates  and  rages,  triumphs,  and  complains: 
His  eafy  vacant  face  proclaim'd  a  heart 
Which  could  not  feel  emotions,  nor  impart. 
With  him  came  mighty  Davies.     On  my  life, 
That  Davies  hath  a  very  pretty  wife  : —   .. 
State fman  all  over  ! — In  plots  famous  grown  !— 
He  mouths  a  fentence,  as  cms  mouth  a  bone. 

Next  Holland  came. — Wkli  truly  tragic  ftalk, 
He  creeps,  he  flies — A  hero  Ihould  not  walk. 
As  if  with  heav'n  he  warr'd,  his  eager  eyes 
Planted  their  batteries  again  ft  the  fkies ; 
Altitude,  action,  air,  panic,  It  irt,  figh,  groan/ 
He  borrow'd,  and  made  ufe  of  as  his  own. 
By  fortune  thrown  on  any  other  ftage, 
He  might,  perhaps,  have  pleas 'd  an  eafy  age  j 
'But  now  appears  a  copy,  and  no  more, 
Of'fomething  better  we  have  feen  before. 
The  actor  who  would  build  a  folid  fame, 
Muft  imitation's  fervile  arts  disclaim ; 
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Act  from  himfelf,  on  his  own  bottom  ftand  j 
I  hate  e'en  Garrick  thus  at  fecond-hand. 

Behind  came  King. — Bred  up  in  modeftlore, 
Bafhful  and  young  he  fought  Hibernia's  more  j 
Hibernia,  fam'd,  'bove  ev'ry  other  grace, 
For  matchlefs  intrepidity  of  face. 
From  her  his  features  caught  the  gen'rous  flame, 
And  bid  defiance  to  all  fenfe  of  ihame. 
Tutor'd  by  her  all  rivals  to  furpafs,  [brafs. 

'Mongft  Drury's  fons  he  comes,  and  fhines  in 

Lo  Yates ! — Without  the  leaft  rinefie  of  art 
He  gets  applaufe — I  wifli  he'd  get  his  part. 
When  hot  impatience  is  in  full  career, 
How  vilely  "Hark'e  !  Hark'e! "  grates  the  ear  ! 
When  active  fancy  from  the  brain  is  fent, 
And  ftands  on  tip-toe  for  fome  wifh'd  event, 
I  hate  fhofe  carelefs  blunders  which  recall 
Sufpended  fenfe,  and  prove  it  fiction  all. 

In  characters  of  low  and  vulgar  mould, 
Where  Nature's  coarfeft  features  we  behold, 
Where,  deftitute  of  ev'ry  decent  grace, 
Unmanner'd  jefts  are  blurted  in  your  face, 
There  Yates  with  juftice  f  trier,  attention  draws, 
Acts  truly  from  himfelf,  and  gains  applaufe. 
But  when,  to  pleafe  himfelf  or  charm  his  wife, 
He  aims  at  fomething  in  politer  life, 
When,  blindly  thwarting  nature's  ftubbomplan, 
He  treads  the  ftage,  by  way  of  gentleman, 
The  clown,  who  no  one  touch  of  breedingknows, 
Looks  like  Tom  Errand  drefs'd  in  Clincher*-* 

clothes. 
Fond  of  his  drefs,  fond  of  his  perfon  grown, 
Laugh'd  at  by  all,  and  to  himfelf  unknown, 
From  fide  to  fide  heftruts,  he  fmiles,  he  prates, 
And  feemsto  wonder  what's  become  of  Yates- 
Wood  wrard,endow'd  withvarioustricks  offace, 
Great  mafter  in  the  fcience  of  grimace, 
From  Ireland  ventures,  fav'rite  of  the  town, 
Lur'd  by  the  pleafing  profpect  of  renown  ; 
A  fpeaking  Harlequin,  made  up  of  whim, 
He  twifts,  he  twines,  he  tortures  ev'ry  limb, 
Plays  to  the  eye  with  a  mere  monkey's  art, 
And  leaves  to  fenfe  the  conqueftof  the  heart. 
We  laugh  indeed,  but,  on  reflection's  birth, 
We  wonder  at  ourfelves,  and  curfe  our  mirth. 
His  walk  of  parts  he  fatally  mifplac'd, 
And  inclination  fondly  took  for  tafte  j 
Hence  hath  the  town  fo  often  feen  difplay'd 
Beau  in  burlefque,  high  life  in  mafquerade. 

But  when  bold  w1ts,not  fuchaspatch  up  plays, 
Cold  and  correct,  in  thefe  iniipid  days, 
Some  comic  character,  ftrong  featur'd,  urge 
To  probability's  extremeft  verge, 
Where  modeft  judgment  her  decree  fufpends, 
And,  for  a  time,  nor  cenfures  nor  commends, 
Where  critics  can't  determine  on  the  fpot, 
Whether  it  is  in  nature  found  or  not, 
There  Woodward  fafely  (hall  his  pow'rs  exert, 
Nor  fail  of  favour  where  he  fhews  defert. 
Hence  he  in  Bobadil  fuch  praifes  bore, 
Such  worthy  praifes,  Kitely  fcarce  had  more. 

By  turns  transform M  into  all  kinds  of  fhapes, 
Conftant  to  none,  Foote  hughs.  cries,  Units  and 


fcrapes 
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Now  in  the  center,  now  in  van  or  rear. 
The  Proteus  fhifts,  bawd,  parfon,  auctioneer. 
His  ftrokes  of  humour,  and  his  burfts  of  fport, 
Are  all  contain  d  in  this  one  word,  Diftort. 

Doth  a  man  flutter,  look  a-fquint,  or  halt? 
Mimics  draw  humour  out  of  nature's  fault, 
With  perfonal  defects  their  mirth  adorn, 
And  hang  misfortunes  out  to  public  fcorn. 
E'en  I,  whom  nature  call  in  hideous  mould, 
Whom,  having  made,  (he  trembled  to  behold, 
Beneath  the  load  of  mimicry  may  groan, 
And  find  that  nature's  errors  are  my  own. 

Shadows  behind  of  FooteandWoodwardcame; 
Wilkinfbn  this,  Obrien  was  that  name. 
Strange  to  relate,  but  wonderfully  true, 
That  even  fhadows  have  their  fhadows  too ! 
With  not  a  fingle  comic  pow'r  endu'd, 
The  firft  a  mere  mere  mimic's  mimic  Hood ; 
The  laft,  by  nature  form'd  to  pleafe,  who  mows, 
In  Tonfon's  Stephen,  which  way  Genius  grows; 
Self  quite  put  off,  affects,  with  too  much  art, 
To  put  on  Woodward  in  each  mangled  part; 
Adopts  his  fh rug,  his  wink,  his  flare;  nay,  more, 
His  voice,  and  croaks  ;  for  Woodward  croak'd 
When  a  dull  copier  fimple  grace  neglects,  [before. 
And  refts  his  imitation  in  defects, 
We  readily  forgive  ;  but  fuch  vile  arts 
Are  double  guilt  in  men  of  real  parts. 

By  nature  form'd  in  her  perverfeft  mood, 
With  no  one  requifite  of  art  endu'd, 
Nextjackfon  came. — Obferve  that  fettled  glare, 
Which  better  fpeaks  a  puppet  than  a  player : 
Lift  to  that  voice — did  ever  Difcord  hear 
Sounds  fo  well  fitted  to  her  untun'd  ear? 
When,  to  enforce  fome  very  tender  part, 
The  right-hand  fleeps  by  inflinct  on  the  heart, 
His  foul,  of  every  other  thought  bereft, 
Is  anxious  only  where  to  place  the  left ; 
He  fobs  and  pants  to  footh  his  weeping  fpoufe, 
To  footh  his  weeping  mother,  turns  and  bows, 
Awkward,  embarrafs'd,  fliff,  without  the  ik.il! 
Of  moving  gracefully,  or  flanding  flill, 
One  leg,  as  if  fufpicious  of  his  brother, 
Defirous  feems  to  run  away  from  f  other. 

Some  errors,  handed  down  from  age  to  age, 
Plead  cuflom's  force,  and  flill  poflefs  the  flage. 
That's  vile — mould  we  a  parent's  faults  adore, 
And  err,  becaufe  our  fathers  err'd  before  ? 
If,  inattentive  to  the  author's  mind, 
Some  a.ctors  made  the  jell  they  could  not  find, 
If  by  low  tricks  they  marr'd  fair  nature's  mien, 
Andblurr'd  the  graces  of  the  fimple  fcene, 
Shall  we,  if  reafon  rightly  is  employ 'd, 
Not  fee  their  faults,  or  feeing  not  avoid  ? 
When  Falflaff  Hands  detected  in  a  lie, 
Why,  without  meaning,  rolls  Love's  glaffy  eye  ? 
Why  ? — There's  no  caufe — at  leafl  no  caufe  wc 
It  was  the  fafhion  twenty  years  ago :      [know — 
Fafhion,  a  word  which  knaves  and  fools  may  lift 
Their  knavery  and  folly  to  excufe. 
To  copy  beauties,  forfeits  all  pretence 
To  fame — to  copy  faults,  is  want  of  fenfe. 

Yet  (tho'  in  fome  particulars  he  fails, 
Some  few  particulars,  where  mode  prevails) 


If  in  thefe  hallow'd  times}  when  fober,  fad, 

All  gentlemen  are  melancholy  mad, 

When  'tib  not  deem'd  fo  great  a  crime  by  half 

To  violate  a  veftal,  as  to  laugh, 

Rude  mirth  may  hope  prefumptuous  to  engage 

An  act  of  toleration  for  the  flage, 

All  courtiers  will,  like  reafonable  creatures, 

Sufpend  vain  fafhion, and  unferew  their  features; 

Old  Falflaff,  play'd  by  Love,  ihall  pleafe  once 

more, 
And  humour  fet  the  audience  in  a  roar. 

Actors  I've  feen,  and  of  no  vulgar  name, 
Who,  being  from  one  part  poffefs'd  of  fame, 
Whether  they  are  to  laugh,  cry,  whine,  or  bawl, 
Still  introduce  that  fav'rite  part  in  all. 
Here,  Love,  be  cautious — ne'er  be  thou  betray'd 
To  call  in  that  wag  Falflaff 's  dang'rous  aid; 
Like  Goths  of  old,  howe'er  he  feems  a  Friend, 
He'll  feize  that  throne  you  wifh  him  to  defend. 
In  a  peculiar  mould  by  humour  cafl, 
For  Falflaff  fram'd— himfelf,  the  firft  and  laft,— 
He  Hands  aloof  from  all — maintains  his  ltate, 
And  (corns,  like  Scotfmen,  to  aflimilate. 
Vain  alldifguife — too  plain  we  feek  the  trick, 
Tho'  the  knight  wears  the  weeds  of  Dominic, 
And  Boniface,  difgrae'd,  betrays  the  fmack, 
In  Anno  Domini,  of  FalitafTs  fack. 

Arms   crofs'd,  brows   bent,  eyes  fix'd,  feet 
marching  flow, 
A  band  of  malecontents  with  fpleen  overflow  $ 
Wrapt  in  conceit's  impenetrable  fog, 
Which  pride,  like  Phcebus, draws  from  evVy bog, 
They  curfe  the  managers,  and  curfe  the  town, 
Whofe  partial  favour  keeps  fuch  merit  down. 

But  if  fome  man  more  hardy  than  the  reft, 
Should  dare  attack  thefe  gnatlings  in  their  neftj 
At  once  they  rife  with  impotence  of  rage, 
Whet  their  fmall  ftings,and  buzz  about  the  flage. 
"  'Tis  breach  of  privilege! — Shall  any  dare 
To  arm  fatiric  truth  againft  a  player  ? 
Prefcriptive  rights  we  plead  time  out  of  mind  ; 
Actors, unlafh'd  themfelves,  may  lafh mankind." 

What!  fliall  opinion  then,  of  nature  free 
And  lib'ral  as  the  vagrant  air,  agree 
Toruft  in  chains  like  thefe,  impos'd  by  things 
Which,  lefsthan  nothing,  ape  the  pride  of  kings? 
No — though  half-poets  with  half-players  join 
To  curfe  the  freedom  of  each  honeft  line  ; 
Though  rage  and  malice  dim  their  faded  cheek; 
What  the  mufe  freely  thinks,  fhe'll  freely  fpeak. 
With  juft  difdain  of  ev'iy  paltry  fneer, 
Stranger  alike  to  flattery  and  fear, 
In  purpofe  fix'd,  and  to  herfelf  a  rule, 
Public  contempt  fhall  wait  the  public  fool. 

Auftin  would  always  gliflen  in  French  filks, 
Ackman  would  Norris  be,  and  Packer  Wilks. 
For  who,  like  Ackman,  can  with  humour  pleafe? 
Who  can  like  Packer,  charm  with  fprightly  eafe  ? 
Higher  than  all  the  reft,  fee  Branfby  ftrut ; 
A  mighty  Gulliver  in  Lilliput ! 
Ludicrous  Nature!  which  at  once  could  fliew 
A  man  fo  very  high,  fo  very  low. 

If  I  forget  thee,  Blakes,  or  if  I  fay 
.^ught  hurtful,  may  I  never  fee  thee  play! 

Let 


s 


00  K 


If. 


DtDAGTIC,    DESCRIPTIVE,  &c. 


353 


het  critics,  with  a  fupercilious  air, 

Decry  thy  various  merit,  and  declare 

Frenchman  is  ftill  at  top  ;— but  (corn  that  rage 

Which,  in  attacking  thee,  attacks  the  age. 

French  tollies,  univcrfaiiy  embrae'd, 

At  once  provoke  our  mirth,  and  form  our  tafte. 

Long,  from  a  nation  ever  hardly  us'd-, 
At  random  cenfur'd,  wantonly  abus'd,  _ 
Have  Britonsdrawn  their  fport,  with  partial  view 
Form'd  -en'ral  no-ions  from  the  rafcal  few; 
(Condemn 'd  a  people,  as  for  vices  known, 
Which,  from  their  country  banifh'd,  feek  oi:r 

own. 
At  length,  howe'er,  the  flavifh  chain  is  broke, 
And  fenfe,  awaken'd,  fcorns  her  ancient  yoke  : 
Taught  by  thee,  Moody,  we  now  learn  to  raifc] 
Mirth    from  their  foibles ;  from  their  virtues,' 
praife. 

Next  came  thelegion,which  our  Summer  Bayes' 
From  alleys,  here  and  there,  contrived  to  raHe,     j 
Fluflrd  with  vail  hopes,  and  certain  to  fucceed  j 
With  Wits  who  cannot  write,and  lcarce  can  read. 
Vet'ran?  no  more  fupport  the  rotten  caufe, 
No  more  from  Elliot's  worth  they  reap  applaufe  > 
Bach  on  himfelf  determines  to  rely, 
Be  Yates  difbanded,  and  let  Elliot  fly. 
Never  did  play'rs  fo  well  an  author  fit,  ^ 
Tc  nature  dead,  and  foes  declar'd  to  wit. 
So  loud  each  tongue,  fo  empty  was  each  head, 
So  much  they  talk'd,  fo  very  little  faid, 
So  wondrous  dull,  and  yet  lb  wondrous  vain, 
At  once  fo  willing,  and  unfit  to  reign, 
That  reafon  fwore,  nor  would  the  oath  recall, 
TlVejr  mighty  mailer's  foul  inform'd  them  all. 

As  one  with  various  di ("appointments  fad, 
Whom  dulnefs  only  kept  from  being  mad, 
,  Apart  from  all  the  reft  great  Murphy  came->- 
Common  to  fools  and  wits,  the  rage  of  fame. 
What  tho'  the  fons  of  nonfenfe  hail  him  fire, 
Auditor,  author,  manager,  and  fquire, 
His  refllefs  foul's  ambition  flops  not  there — 
To  vnake  his  triumphs  perfect,  dub  him  player. 

In  perfori  tall,  a  figure  form'd  to  pleafe, 
If  fymmetry  could  charm,  depriv'd  of  eafe  ; 
When  motionlefs  he  Hands,  we  all  approve  ; 
What  pity  "'tis  the  thing  was  made  to  move  ! 

His  voice,  in  one  dull,  deep,  unvaried  found, 
Seems  to  break  forth  from  caverns  under  ground. 
From  hollow  chefl  the  low  fepulchral  note 
Unwilling  heaves,  and  flruggles  in  his  throat. 

Cculd  authors  butcher'd  give  an  aclor  grace, 
All  mufl  to  him  refign  the  foremofl  place. 
When  he  attempts,  in  fome  one  fav'rite  part, 
To  ape  the  feelings  of  a  manly  heart, 
His  honefl  features  the  difguife  defy, 
And  his  face  loudly  gives  his  tongue  the  lye. 

Still  in  extremes,  he  knows  no  happy  mean, 
Or  raving  mad,  or  ftupidly  ferene. 
In  cold-wrought  fcenes  the  lifelefs  a£lor  flags, 
In  paflion,  tears  the  paflion  into  rags. 
Can  none  remember  ?•—  Yes— -I  know  all  mufl — 
When  in  the  Moor  he  ground  his  teeth  to  duft, 


When  o'er  the  flage  he  folly's  ilandard  bore, 
Whilil common  ienfe iloodtrembling atthedoor. 

1  low  few  are  found  with  real  talents  blefs'd! 
Fewer  with  nature's  gifts  contented  reft. 
Man  from  his  fphere  eccentric  Harts  aitray; 
All  hunt  for  fame;  but  moil  miftake  the  way. 
Bred  at  St.  Omer's  to  the  muffling  trade, 
The  hopeful  youth  a  jefuit  might  have  made, 
With  various  readings  ilor'd  his  empty  fkuli, 
Learn'd  without  fenie,  and  venerably  dull. 
Or,  at  fome  banker's  deik,  like  many  more, 
Content  to  tell  that  two  and  two  make  four, 
His  name  had  flood  in  city's  annals  fair, 
And  prudent  dulnefs  mark'd  him  for  a  mayor. 

What  then  could  tempt  thee,  in  a  critic  age, 
Such  blooming  hopes  to  forfeit  on  a,  ftage  ? 
Could  it  be  worth  thy  wondrous  wafte  of  paina 
To  publifh  to  the  world  thy  lack  of  brains  ? 
Or  might  not  reafon  e'en  to  thee  have  fhewn 
Thy  greateit  praife  had  been  to  live  unknown; 
Yet  let  not  vanity,  like  thine,  defpair: 
Fortune  makes  folly  her  peculiar  care. 

A  vacant  throne  high  plac'd  in  Smith  field  vie  w^ 
To  (acred  dulnefs  and  her  firft-born  due  j 
Thither  with  hafle  in  happy  hour  repair, 
Thy  birth-right  claim,  nor  fear  a  rival  there. 
Sh uter  himfelf  fhall  own  thy  jufler  claim, 
And  venal  Ledgers  puff  their  Murphy's  name, 
WhiiltVaughan*  or  Dapper,  call  him  whichyoa 

will, 
Shall  hloiv  the  trumpet,  and  give  out  the  bill. 

There  rule  fecure  from  critics  and  from  fenfe* 
Nor  once  fhall  genius  rife  to  give  offence  ; 
Eternal  peace  fhall  blefs  the  happy  fhorc, 
And  little  factions  break  thy  reit  no  more. 

From  Covent-Garden  crowds  promifcuous  go* 
Whom  the  muie  know?  not,  nor  defires  to  know,. 
Veterans  they  feem'd,  but  knew  of  arms  no  more 
Than  if,  till  that  time,  arms  they  never  bore : 
Like  Weflminfler  militia  train'd  to  fight, 
They  fcarcely  knew  theleft  hand  from  the  right- 
Afham'd  among  fuch  troops  to  fhew  the  head, 
Their  chiefs  were  fcatter'd,  and  their  heroes  fled. 

Sparks  at  his  glafs  fat  comfortably  down 
To  fep'rate  frown  from  fmile,  and  fmile  from 

frown  : 
Smith,  the  genteel,  the  airy  and  the  fmart, 
Smith  was  juft  gone  to  fchool  to  fay  his  parts 
Rofs  (a  misfortune  which  we  often  meet) 
Was  fail  afleep  at  dear  Statira's  feet  j 
Statira,  with  her  hero  to  agree, 
Stood  on  her  feet  as  fafl  afleep  as  he : 
Macklin,who  largely  deals  in  half- form'd  founds, 
Who  wantonly  tranfgrefTes  nature's  bounds, 
Whofe  acting's  hard,  affected,  and  conflrain'd, 
Whofe  features,  as  each  other  they  difdain'd, 
At  variance  fet,  inflexible  and  qoarfe, 
Ne'er  knew  the  workings  of  united  force, 
Ne'er  kindly  foften  to  each  other's  aid, 
Nor  fhew  the  mingled  pow'rs  of  light  and  fhade* 
No  longer  for  a  thauklefs  flage  concern 'd, 
To  worthier  thoughts  his  mighty  genius  turr/d, 


A  xentl«n«n  ftill  living,  who  publi&ed,  at  this  jun&ure,  a  Poem  entitled  (i  The  Re'ort." 
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HanuiguM,  gave  lectures,  made  each  fimple  elf 
Almolt  as  good  a  fpeaker  as  himfelf  ; 
Whilft  the  whole  town,  mad  with  miftaken  zeal, 
An  awkward  rage  for  elocution  feel ; 
Pull  cits  and  grave  divines  his  praife  proclaim. 
And  join  with  Sheridan's  their  Macklin's  name: 
Shurer,  who  never  car'd  a  fmgle  pin 
Whether  he  left  out  nonfenfe,  or  put  in, 
Who  aim'd  at  wit,  tho',  levell'd  in  the  dark, 
The  random  arrow  feldom  hit  the  mark, 
At  Iflington,  all  by  the  placid  ftream 
Where  City  fwains  in  lap  of  dulnefs  dream, 
Where,  quiet  as  her  ftreams  their  ftrains  do  flow, 
That  all  the  patron  by  the  bards  may  know, 
Secret  as  night,  with  Rolt's  experiene'd  aid, 
The  plan  of  future  operations  laid, 
Projected  fchemes  the  fummer  months  to  cheer, 
And  fpin  out  happy  fol!y  through  the  year. 
Eut  think  not,   though  thefe  daftard-chiefs 
are  fled, 
That  Covent-Garden  troops  fhall  want  a  head  : 
Harlequin  comes  their  chief  1 — See  from  afar 
The  hero  feated  in  fantaftic  car! 
Wedded  to  novelty,   his  only  arms       [charms; 
Are  wooden    (words,    wands,    talifmans,    and 
On  one  fide  folly  fits,  by  fome  calPd  fun, 
And  on  the  other,  his  arch-patron,  Lun. 
Behind,  for  liberty  a-thiift  in  vain, 
Senfe,  helplefs  captive,  drags  the  galling  chain. 
Six  rude  mif-fhapen  beafts  the  chariot  draw, 
Who;*)  reafon  loaths,  and  nature  never  faw  ; 
Monfters  with  tails  of  ice,  and  heads  of  fire ; 
Gorgons  and  hydras,  and  chimeras  dire. 
Each  was  beftrode  by  full  as  monftrous  wight, 
Giant,  dwarf,  genius,  elf,  hermaphrodite. 
The  town,  as  ufual,  met  him  in  full  cry; 
The  town,  as  ufual,  knew  no  reafon  why. 
But  faihion  fo  direcls,  and  moderns  raife 
Onfafliion'smould'ringbafetheirtranfientpraife. 

Next,  to  the  field  a  band  of  females  draw 
Their  force ;  for  Britain  owns  no  falique  law  : 
Juft  to  their  worth,  we  female  rites  admit, 
Nor  bar  their  claim  to  empire  or  to  wit. 

Firft,  giggling,  plotting chambermaidsarrive. 
Hoydens  and  romps,  led  on  by  Gen'ral  Clive. 
In  lpite  of  outward  blemifhcs,  fhe  fhone 
For  humour  fam'd,  and  humour  all  her  own. 
Eafy,  as  if  at  home,  the  ftage  fhe  trod, 
Nor  fought  the  critic's  praife,  norfear'd  his  rod 
Original  in  fpirit  and  in  eafe, 
She  pleas'd  by  hiding  all  attempts  to  pleafe. 
No  comic  aclrefs  ever  yet  could  raife, 
On  humour's  bafe,  more  merit  or  more  praife. 

With  all  the  native  vigour  of  fixteen, 
Among  the  merry  troop  confpicuous  feen, 
-See  lively  Pope  advance  in  gig  and  trip, 
Corinna,  Cherry,. Honeycomb,  and  Snip. 
Not  without  art,  but  yet  to  nature  true, 
She  charms  the  town  with  humour  juft,  yet  new 
Cheer'd  by  her  promife,  we  the  lefs  deplore 
The  fatal  time  when  Clive  fhall  be  no  more. 
Lo !    Vincent  comes — with  fimple  grace  ar 
ray'd, 
She  laughs  at  paltry  arts,  and  fcorns  parade. 


Nature  through  her  is  by  reflection  fhewn, 
Whilft  Gay  once  more  knows  Polly  for  his  own. 

Talk  not  to  me  of  diffidence  and  fear — 
f  fee  it  all,  but  mult  forgive  it  here. 
Defects  like  theie,  which  modeft  terrors  caufe, 
From  impudence  itfelf  extort  applaufe. 
Candour  and  reafon  ftill  take  virtue's  part; 
We  love  e'en  foibles  in  fo  good  a  heart. 

Let  Tommy  Arne,  with  uliial  pomp  of  flyle, 
.Vhofe  chief,  whole  only  merit's  to  compile, 
Who.  meanly  pilfering  here  and  there  a  bit, 
Deals  mufic  out  as  Murphy  deals  out  wit, 
Publifh  propofals,  laws  for  tafte  prefcribe, 
And  chant  the  praile  of  an  Italian  tribe  : 
Let  him  reverfe  kind  nature's  firft  decrees, 
And  teach  e'en  Brent  a  method  not  to  pleafe ; 
But  never  fhall  a  truly  Britifh  age 
Bear  a  vile  race  of  eunuchs  on  the  ftage. 
The  bcaffed  work's  call'd  National  in  vain, 
If  one  Italian  voice  pollutes  the  ftrain. 
Where  tyrants  rule,  and  flaves  with  joy  obey, 
Let  flavifh  minftrels  pour  th'  enervate  lay; 
To  Britons  far  more  noble  pleafures  fbring, 
Tii  native  notes  while  Beard  and  Vincent  ling. 

Might  figure  give  a  title  unto  fame, 
What  rival  fhould  with  Yates  difpute  her  claim  ? 
But  juftice  may  not  partial  trophies  raife, 
Nor  fink  the  aclrefs  in  the  woman's  praife. 
Still  hand  in  hand  her  words  and  actions  go, 
And  the  heart  feels  more  than  the  features  fhew  : 
For,  through  the  regions  of  that  beauteous  face, 
We  no  variety  of  paflions  trace ; 
Dead  to  the  foft  emotions  of  the  heart, 
Mo  kindred  foftnefs  can  thofe  eyes  impart; 
The  brow,  ftill  fix'd  in  forrow's  Allien  frame, 
Void  of  diftincYion,  marks  all  parts  the  fame. 

What's  a  fine  perfon,  or  a  beauteous  face, 
LFnlefs  deportment  gives  them  decent  grace  r 
Blefs'd  with  all  other  requifites  to  pleafe, 
Some  want  the  ft ri king  elegance  of  eafe ; 
The  curious  eye  their  awkward  movement  tires ; 
They  feem  like  puppets  led  about  by  wires. 
Others,  like  ftatues,  in  one  pofture  ftill, 
Give  great  ideas  of  the  workman's  fkill  ; 
Wond'ring,  his  art  we  praife  the  more  we  view, 
And  only  grieve  he  gave  not  motion  too. 
Weak  of  themfelves  are  what  we  beauties  call ; 
ft  s  the  manner  which  gives  ftrength  to  all. 
This  teaches  ev'ry  beauty  to  unite, 
And  brings  them  forward  in  the  nobleft  light. 
Happy  in  this,  behoid,  amidft  the  throng, 
With  tranfient  gleam  of  grace,  Hart  fweeps  along. 

If  all  the  wonders  of  external  grace, 
A  perfon  finely  turn'd,  a  mould  or  face 
Where,  union  rare,  exprefiion's  lively  force 
With  beauty's  fofteft  magic  holds  difcourfe, 
Attract  the  eye;  if  feelings  void  of  art 
Roufe  the  quick  paflions,  and  enflame  the  heart; 
If  muiic,  fweetly  breathing  from  the  tongue, 
Captives  the  ear,  Bride  muftnot  pal's  uniting. 

When  fear,  which  rank  i!l-natureterms  conceit, 
By  time  and  cuftom  conquer'd,  fhall  retreat; 
When  judgment,  tutor'd  by  experience  fage, 

1"  Shall  fhoot  abroad,  and  gather  ftrength  from  age ; 
When 
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When  heav'n  in  mercv  fhall  the  ftage  releafe 
From  the  dull  (lumbers  or' a  ftill-life  piece; 
When  fome  ft.ile  tiow'r,  difgraceful  to  the  walk, 
Which  long  hath  hung,tho'wither'd  on  thei. 
Shall  kindly  drop,  then  Bride  (hall  make  her  way, 
And  merit  find  a  paflage  to  the  day  ; 
Brought  into  action,  (he  at  once  fhall  raife 
Her  own  renown,  and  juftify  our  p raife. 

Form'd  for  the. tragic  fcene,  to  grace  the  ftage 
With  rival  excellence  of  love  and  rage, 
Miftrefs  of  each  foft  art,  with  matchlefs  fkill 
To  turn  and  wind  the  paffions  as  ihe  will  j 
To  melt  the  heart  with  fympathetic  woe, 
Awake  the  iigh  and  teach  the  tear  to  flow  ; 
To  put  on  phrenfy's  wild  diffracted  glare, 
And  freeze  the  foul  with  horror  and  defpair  ; 
With  juft  defert  enroll'd  in  endlefs  fame, 
Confcious  of  worth  fuperior,  Cibber  came. 
When  poor  Alicia's  mad'ninghrains  are  racked, 
And  ftrongly  imag'd  griefs  her  mind  diffract ; 
Struck  with  her  grief,  I  catch  the  madnefs  too  ! 
My  brain  turns  round,  the  headiefs  trunk  I  view! 
The  roof  cracks,  (hakes,  and  falls  ! — new  horrors 

rife, 
And  realbn  buried  in  the  ruin  lies. 

Nobly  difdainful  of  each  flavifh  art, 
She  makes  her  firft  attack  upon  the  heart, 
Pleas'd  with  the  finnmons,  it  receives  her  laws, 
And  all  is  (Hence,  fympathy,  applaufe. 

But  when,  by  fond  ambition  drawn  afide, 
Giddy  with  p raife,  andpu.f'd  with  female  pride, 
She  quits  the  tragic  fcene,  and,  in  pretence 
To  comic  merit,  breaks  down  nature's  fence; 
I  fcarcely  can  believe  my  ears  or  eyes, 
Gr  find  out  Cibber  through  the  darkdifguife. 

Pritchard,  by  nature  for  the  ftage  defign'd, 
In  perfon  graceful,  and  in  itni'e  refin'd ; 
Her  art  as  much  as  nature's  friend  became, 
Her  voice  as  free  from  blemiih  as  her  fame. 
Who  knows  fo  well  in  majefty  to  pleafe, 
Artemper'd  with  the  graceful  charms  of  eafe  ? 

WhenCongreve'sfavour'dpantomimetograce, 
She  comes  a  captive  queen  or  Mooriih  race; 
"When  love,  hate,  jealoufy,  defpair  and  rage, 
With  wildeil  tumults  in  her  bread  engage  ; 
Still  equal  to  herfeif  is  Zara  feen  ; 
Her  palfions  are  the  paffions  of  a  queen. 

When  (he  to  murther  whetsthetimorousThane, 
I  feel  ambition  rulh  through  ev'ry  vein  ; 
Perfuaiion  hangs  upon  her  daring  tongue, 
My  heart  grows  flint,  and  ev'ry  nerve's  new 
ftru  ng. 

In  comedy — "  Nay , there,"  cries  critic, "  hold, 
Pritch*rd's  for  comedy  too  fat  and  old. 
Who  can,  with  patience,  bear  the  grey  coquette, 
Or  force  a  laugh  with  over-grown  Julett  ? 
Her  fbeech,  look,  action,  humour,  all  are  juft  ; 
But  then,  her  age  and  figure  give  difguft." 

Are  foibles,  then,  and  graces  of  the  mind, 
In  real  life,  to  fize  or  age  confin'd? 
Do  fpirits  flow,  and  is  good  breeding  plac'd 
In  any  fet  circumference  of"  waift  ? 
As  we  growr  old,  doth  affectation  ceafe, 
Or  gives  not  age  new  vigour  to  caprice  ? 


If  in  originals  thefe  things  appear, 
Why  fhould  we  bar  them  in  the  copy  here  ? 
The  nice  punctilio-mongers  of  this  age, 
The  grand  minute  reformers  of  the  ftage, 
Slaves  to  propriety  of  ev'ry  kind, 
Some  (tandard-meafure  for  each  part  fhould  find, 
Which  when  the  beft  of  actors  fhall  exceed, 
Let  it  devolve  to  one  of  fmaller  breed. 
All  actors  too  upon  the  back  fhould  bear 
Certificate  of  birth — time,  when — place,  where ; 
For  how  can  critics  rightly  fix  their  worth, 
Unlefs  they  know  the  minute  of  their  birth? 
An  audience  too,  deceiv'd,  may  find  too  late 
That  they  have  clapp'd  an  actor  out  of  date. 

Figure,  I  own,  at  firft  may  give  offence, 
And  harihly  ftrike  the  eye's  too  curious  {enfe  : 
But  when  perfections  of  the  mind  break  forth, 
Humour's  chafle  fallies,  judgment's- folid  worth; 
When  the  pure  genuine  flame,  by  nature  taught, 
Springs  into  fenfe,  and  ev'ry  action's  thought  j 
Before  fuch  merit  all  objections  fly  ; 
Pritchard'sgenteel,  and  Garrick's  fix  feet  high. 

Oft  have  I,  Pritchard,  feen  thy  wondrous  (kill, 
Confefs'd  thee  great,  but  find  thee  greater  (fill. 
That  worth  which  fhone  in  fcatter'd  rays  before, 
Collected  now,  breaks  forth  with  doublepowY. 
The  Jealous  Wife  !   on  tljat  thy  trophies  raife, 
Inferior  only  to  the  author's  praife. 

From  Dublin,  fam'd  in  legions  of  romance 
For  mighty  magic  of  enchanted  lance, 
With  which  her  heroes  arm'd  victorious  prove, 
And  like  a  flood  rufh  o'er  the  land  of  love, 
Mo  flop  and  Barry  came — names  ne'er  defign'd 
By  fate  in  the  fame  feutence  to  be  join'd. 
Rais'd  by  the  breath  of  popular  acclaim, 
They  mounted  to  the  pinnacle  of  fame  ;  [height, 
There  the  weak  brain,  made  giddy  with  the 
Spurr'd  on  the  rival  chiefs  to  mortal  fight. 
Thus  fportive  boys  around  fome  bafon's  brim 
Behold  the  pipe-drawn  bladders  circling  fwim: 
But  if,  from  lungs  more  potent,  there  arife 
Two  bubbles  of  a  more  than  common  (ize, 
Eager  for  honour  they  for  fight  prepare, 
Bubble  meets  bubble,  and  both  (ink  to  air. 

MofTop,  attach'd  to  military  plan, 
Still  kept  his  eye  fix'd  on  his  right-hand  man. 
Whilft  the  mouth  meafures  words  with  feeming 

(kill, 
The  right-hand  labours,  aad  the  left  lies  ftill  j 
For  he  refolv'd  on  fcripture  grounds  to  go, 
What  the   right  doth',  the  left-hand  fhall  not 

know. 
With  ftudied  impropriety  of  fpeech, 
He  (bars  beyond  the  hackney  critic's  reach  ; 
To  epithets  allots  emphatic  flare, 
Whilft  principals,  ungrae'd,  like  lacquies  wait > 
In  ways  firft  trodden  by  hirofelf  excels, 
And  itands  alone  in  indeclinables ; 
Conjunction,  prepoikion,  adverb  join, 
To  ftamp  new  vigour  on  the  nervous  line : 
In  monosyllables  his  thunders  roll. — 
He,  fhe,  it,  and,  we,  ye,  they,  fright  the  foul. 

In  perfon  taller  than  the  common  (ize, 
Behold  where  Barry  d.  u    -   es ! 

A  a  2  When. 
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When  labYmg  paflions,  in  his  boforr  pent, 
Convuliive  rage,  and  ftruggling  heave  for  vent, 
Spectators,  with  imagin'd  terrors  warm, 
Anxious  expect  the  burfting  of  the  ftorm  : 
But,  all  unfit  in  fuch  a  pile  to  dwell, 
His  voice  comes  forth  like  Echo  from  her  cell ; 
To  fwell  the  tempeft  needful  aid  denies, 
And  all  a-down  the  ftage  in  feeble  murmurs  dies. 

Whatman,  like  Barry,  with   fuch  pains  can 
In  elocution,  action,  character  ?  [err 

What  man  could  give,  if  Barry  was  not  here, 
Such  well  applauded  tenderneis  to  Lear  ? 
Who  elfe  could  fpeak  fo  very,  very  fine, 
That  fen fe  may  kindly  end  with  ev'ry  line? 

Some  dozen  lines  before  the  ghoft  is  there, 
Behold  him  for  the  folemn  fcene. prepare. 
See  how  he  frames  his  eyes,  poifes  each  limb, 
Puts  the  whole  body  into  proper  trim. —     [art, 
From  whence  we  learn,  with  no  great  ftretch  of 
Five  lines  hence  come?  a  ghoft,  and,  ha !  a  ftart. 

When  he  appears  mod  perfect,  ftill  we  find 
Something  which  jars  upon,  and  hurts  the  mind. 
Whatever  lights  upon  a  part  are  thrown, 
We  fee  too  plainly  they  are  not  his  own. 
No  flame  from  nature  ever  yet  he  caught; 
Nor  knew  a  feeling  which  he  was  not  taught ; 
He  rais'd  his  trophies  on  the  bafe  of  art, 
And  conn'd  his  pailions,  as  he  conn'd  his  part. 

Quin,  from  afar  lur'd  by  the  fcent  of  fame, 
A  ftage  Leviathan,  put  in  his  claim, 
Pupil  of  Betterton  and  Booth.     Alone, 
Sullen  he  walk'd,and  deem'd  the  chair  his  own. 
For  how  mould  moderns,  mufhrooms  of  the  day, 
Whone'erthofe  matters knew,knowhow  to  play? 
Grey-bearded  vet'rans,  who,  with  partial  tongue, 
Extol  the  times   when  they  themfelves  were 
Who,  having  loll  all  relifh  for  the  ftage,  [young ; 
See  not  their  own  defects,  but  la(h  the  age  ; 
Receiv'd  with  joyful  murmurs  of  applaufe 
Their  darling  chief,  and  lin'd  his  fav'rite  caufe. 

Far  be  it  from  the  candid  mufe  to  tread 
Infulting  o'er  the  afhes  of  the  dead, 
But,  juft  to  living  merit,  (lie  maintains, 
And  dares  the  teft,whilft  Garrick's  genius  reigns; 
Ancients  in  vain  endeavour  to  excel, 
Happily  prais'd,  if  they  could  act  as  well. 
But  though  prefcription's  force  we  difaliow, 
Nor  to  antiquity  fubmiilive  bow  5 
Though  we  deny  imaginary  grace, 
Founded  on  accidents  of  time  and  place ; 
Vet  real  worth  of  ev'ry  growth  (hall  bear 
Due  praife,  normuftwe,  Quin,  forget  thee  there. 

His  words  bore  iterling  weight,  nervous  and 
In  manly  tides  of  fenfe  they  roll'd along,  [ftrong 
Happy  in  art,  he  chiefly  had  pretence 
To  keep  up  numbers,  yet  not  forfeit  fenfe. 
No  actor  ever  greater  heights  could  reach 
In  all  the  labour'd  artifice  ©f  fpeech. 

Speech  !  is  that  all  ? — And  (hall  an  actor  found 
An  univerfal  fame  on  partial  ground  ? 
Par  ots  themfelves  fpeak  properly  by  rote, 
And  in  fix  months,  my  dog  (hall  howl  by  note. 
I  lau  >h  at  thofe,  who,  when  the  ftage  they  treat!, 
Neglect  the  heart,  to  compliment  the  head  ; 


With  ftrict  propriety  their  care's  confin'd 
To  weigh  out  words,  while  paflion  halts  behind. 
To  (yliable-di fleet ors  they  appeal, 
Allow  them  accent,  cadence, — fools  may  feel; 
But,  fpite  of  all  the  criticiiing  elves, 
Thofe  who  would  make  us  feei,  muil  feel  them- 
felves. 

His  eyes,  in  gloomy  Ticket  taught  to  roll, 
Proclaim'd  the  fallen  ha*f»t  of  his  foul. 
Heavy  and  phlegmatic  he  trod  the  itage, 
Too  proud  for  tendernefs,  too  dull  for  rage. 
When  Hector's  lovely  widow  (nines  in  tears, 
Or  Rowe's  gay  rake  dependant  virtue  jeers, 
With  the  fame  ca(t  of  features  he  is  feen 
To  chide  the  libertine,  and  court  the  queen. 
From  the  tame  fcene,which  without  paflionflows, 
With  juft  defert  his  reputation  role  ; 
Nor  lefs  he  pleas'd,  when,  on  fome  furly  plan, 
He  was,  at  once,  the  actor  and  the  man. 

In  Brute  he  (hone  unequall'd:  all  agree 
Garrick's  not  half  fo  great  a  brute  as  he. 
WhenCato's  labour'd  fcenes  are  brought  to  view, 
With  equal  praife  the  actor  labour'd  too; 
For  ftill  you'll  find,  trace  paflions  to  their  root, 
Small  difference  'twixt  the  Stoic  and  the  Brute* 
In  fancied  fcenes,  as  in  life's  reai  plan, 
He  could  not  for  a  moment  fink  the  man. 
In  whate'er  caft  his  character  was  laid, 
Self  ftill,  like  oil,  upon  the  furface  play'd. 
Nature,  in  fpite  of  all  his  (kill,  crept  in  : 
Horatio,  Dorax,  Falftafr, — ltill  'twas  Quin. 

Next  follows  Sheridan — a  doubtful  name,' 
As  yet  unfettled  in  the  rank  of  fame. 
This,  fondly  lavifli  in  his  praifes  grown, 
Gives  him  all  merit:  That  allows  him  none* 
Between  them  both  we'll  fteerthe  middlecourie, 
Nor,  loving  praife,  rob  judgment  of  her  force. 

Juft  his  conceptions,  natural  and  great: 
His  feelings  ftrong,  his   words  enfore'd  with 

weight. 
Wasfpeech-fam'dQuin  himfelfto  hear  him  fpeak, 
Envy  would  drive  the  colour  from  his  cheek  : 
But  ftep-dame  nature,  niggard  of  her  grace, 
Deny'd  the  focial  pow'rs  of  voice  and  face. 
Fix'd  in  one  frame  of  features,  glare  of  eye, 
Paflions,  like  chaos,  in  confuhon  lie: 
In  vain  the  wonders  of  his  (kill  are  try'd 
To  form  diftinctions  nature  hath  deny'd. 
His  voice  no  touch  of  harmony  admits, 
Irregularly  deep  and  (brill  by  fits: 
The  two  extremes  appear  Irke  man  and  wife, 
Coupled  together  for  the  fake  of  ftrife.       [fuch 

His   a6Hon's   always   ftrong,  but  fometimes 
That  candour  muft  declare  he  acts  too  much. 
Why  muft  impatience  fall  three  paces  backj 
Why  paces  three  return  to  the  attack? 
Why  is  the  right-leg  too  forbid  to  ftir, 
Unlefs  in  motion  femicircular  ? 
Why  muft  the  hero  with  the  Nailor  vie, 
And  hurl  the  clofe-clench'd  fill  at  nofe  ofr  eye  I 
In  royal  John,  with  Philip  angry  grown, 
I  thought  he  would  have  knock'd  poor  Davie* 
Inhuman  tyrant !  was  it  not  a  (hame,      [down. 
To  fright  a  king  fo  harmlefs  and  fo  tame  ? 

But 
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But,  fpite  of  all  defers,  his  glories  rife  ; 
And  art,  by  judgment  form'd,  with  nature  vies: 
Behold  him  found  the  depth  of  Hubert's  foul, 
Whilft  in  his  own  contending  pafllons  roll; 
View  the  whole  fcene,  with  critic  judgmentfean. 
And  then  deny  him  merit  if  you  caa. 
Where  he  falls  fhort,  'tis  nature's  fault  alone  ; 
Where  he  fucceeds,  the  merit's  all  his  own. 

Laft  Garrick  came.  Behind  him  throng  a  trahv 
Of  marling  critics,  ignorant  as  vain. 

One  finds  out, — "He's  of  ftature  fomevvhat 


low, 


"  Your  hero  always  fliould  be  tall,  you  know. — 
"True  natural  great nefs  all  coniilts  in  height  " 
Produce  your  voucher,  critic. — "  Serjeant  Kite." 

Another  can't  forgive  the  paltry  arts 
By  which  he  makes  his  way  to  (hallow  hearts  ; 
Mere  pieces  of  rmerTe,  traps  for  applaufe — 
"  Avaunt,  unnatural  ftart,  affected  paufe." 

Forme,  by  nature  form 'd  tojudge  with  phlegm, 
I  can't  acquit  by  wholefale,  nor  condemn. 
The  beft  things  carried  to  excels  are  wrong: 
The  ftart  may  be  too  frequent,  paufe  too  long: 
But  only  us'd  in  proper  time  and  place, 
Severeft  judgment  muft  aliow  them  grace. 

If  bunglers,  form'd  on  imitation's  plan, 
Jidt  in  the  way  that  monkies  mimic  man, 
Their  copied  fcene  with  mangled  arts  difgrace, 
And  paufe  and  ftart  witli  the  lame  vacant  face  \ 
We  join  the  critic  laugh ;  thofe  tricks  we  fcorn, 
Which  fpoilthefcenes  they  mean  them  to  adorn. 
But  when,from  nature's  pure  and  genuine  fource, 
Thefeftrokes  of  acting  flow  with  gen'rous  force  j 
When  in  the  features  all  the  foul's  portray 'd,  * 
And  pafllons,  fuch  as  Garrick's,  are  difplay'd; 
To  me  they  feem  from  quickeft  feelings  caught: 
Each  ftart  is  nature  ;  and  each  paufe  is  thought. 

When  reafon  yields  to  paflion's  wild  alarms, 
And  the  whole  ftate  of  man  is  up  in  arms  ; 
What  but  a  critic  could  condemn  the  player, 
For  paufing  here,  when  cool  fenfe  paufes  there  ? 
Whilft,  working  from  the  heart,  the  fire  I  trace, 
And  mark  it  ftrongly  flaming  to  the  face  j 
Whilft,  in  each  found,  I  hear  the  very  man ; 
I  can't  catch  words,  and  pity  thofe  who  can. 

Let  wits,  likefpiders,  from  the  tortur'd  brain 
Fine-draw  the  critic  web  with  curious  pain; 
The  gods, — akindnefs  I  with  thanks  muft  pay, — 
Have  form'd  me  of  a  coarfer  kind  of  clay ; 
Nor  flung  with  envy,  nor  with  fpleen  difeas'd, 
A  poor  dull  creature,  ftill  with  nature  pleas'd ; 
Hence  to  thy  praifes,  Garrick,  I  agree, 
And,  pleas'd  with  nature,  muft  be  pleas'd  with 
thee. 

Now  might  I  tell,  how  filence  reign'd  through- 
out, 
And  deep  attention  hufh'd  the  rabble  rout;: 
Howev'ry  claimant,  tortur'd  with  defire,. 
Was  pale  as  afhes,  or  as  red  as  fire : 
But,  loofe  to  fame,  the  Mule  more  fimply  acts, 
Rejects  all  flourifb,  and  relates  mere  facts. 

The  judges,  as  the  feveral  parties  came, 
With  temper  heard,  with  judgment  weigh'd  each 
clairr| 


And,  in  their  fentence  happily  agreed, 

In  name  of  both,  great  Shukipeare  thus  decreed : 

"  If  manly  fen.t;  if  nature  link'd  with  art  j 
If  thorough  knowledge  of  the  human  heart j 
If  pow'rs  of  acting  vait  and  unconfin'd  ; 
If  feweft  faults  with  greateft  beauties  join'd ; 
It  ftrongexprelIion,and  ftrange  pow'rs  which  lie 
Within  the  magic  circle  of  the  eye  ; 
If  feelings  which  few  hearts  like  his  can  know, 
And  which  no  face  fo  well  as  his  can  (hew ; 
Deferve  the  pref 'rence; — Garrick,  take  the  chair; 
Nor  quit  ir — till  thou  place  an  equal  there." 


§  35.  'The  Pleafures  of  Imagination.  Akenfide. 

book  1. 
With   what   attractive  charms  this  goodly 

frame 
Of  nature  touches  the  confenting  hearts 
Of  mortal  men  ;  and  what  the  pleaiing  ltores 
Which  beauteous  imitation  thence  derives 
To  deck  the  poet's,  or  the  painter's  toil  ;  m 

My  verfe  unfolds.     Attend,  ye  gentle  powers 
Of  muiical  delight!  and,  while  I  iing 
Your  gifts.your  honours,dance  around  my  ftrain. 
Thou,  fmiling  queen  of  ev'ry  tuneful  breaft, 
Indulgent  Fancy  !   from  the  fruitful  banks 
Of  Avon,  whence  thy  rofy  fingers  cull 
Frefh  flowers  and  dews  to  fprinkle  on  the  turf 
Where  Shakfpearelies,  be  prefent :  and  with  thee 
Let  Fiction  come,  upon  her  vagrant  wings 
Wafting  ten  thou  land  colours  through  the  air, 
Which,  by  the  glances  of  her  magic  eye, 
She  blends  and  milts  at  will,  through  countlefs 

forms,  - 
Her  wild  creation.     Goddefs  of  the  lyre 
Which  rules  the  accents  of  the  moving  fphere, 
Wilt  thou,  eternal  Harmony  !  delcend 
And  jojn  this  fellive  train?  for  with  thee  comes 
The  guide,  the  guardian  of  their  lovely  fports, 
Majeitic  Truth,  and  where  Truth  deigns  to  come, 
Her  filter  Liberty  will  not  be  far. 
Be  prefent,  all  ye  Genii,  who  conduct 
The  wandering  footfteps  of  the  youthful  bard. 
New  to  your  fprings  and  lhades :  who  touch  his 

ear 
With  finer  founds  :  who  heighten  to  Jhis  eye 
The  bloom  of  nature,  and  before  him  turn 
The  gayeft,  happieft  attitude  of  things. 

Oft  have  the  laws,  of  each  poetic  itrain 
The  critic-verfe  employ'd  ;  yet  ftill  unfung 
Lay  this  prime  fubject,  though  importing  moll 
A  poet's. name :  for  fruitlefs  is  the  attempt, 
By  dull  obedience  and  by  creeping  toil 
Obfcure,  to  conquer  the  fevere  aicent 
Of  high  ParnaiTus.     Natures  kindling  breath 
Muft  fire  the  chofen  genius ;  nature's  hand 
Muft  firing  his  nerves,  and  imp  his  eagle  wings 
Impatient  of  the  painful  fleep,  to  lbar 
High  as  the  fummit,  there  to  breathe  at  large 
Ethereal  air,  with  bards  and  iages  oki, 
Immortal  fons  of  praile.  Theie  flattering  fceuet 
To  this  neglected  labour  court  my  iong ; 
Yet  not  unconicious  what  a  doubtful  talk 
A  a  3 
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To  paint  the  fineft  features  of  the  mind, 
And  to  moft  fubtile  and  myilerious  things 
Give  colour,  ftrength,  and  motion.  But  the  love 
Of  nature  and  the  mufes  bids  explore, 
Through  fecret  paths  erewhile  untrod  by  man, 
The  fair  poetic  region,  to  detect 
Untafted  fprings,  to  drink  infpiring  draught :s, 
And  fhade  my  temples  with  unfading  flowers 
Cull'd  from  the  laureate  vale's  profound  recefs, 
Where  never  poet  gain'd  a  wreath  before. 
From  heaven  my  flrains  begin :  from  heaven 

defcends 
The  fi^.me  of  genius  to  the  human  breaft, 
And  love  and  beauty,  and  poetic  joy 
And  inspiration.     Ere  the  radiant  fun 
Sprang  from  the  eaft,  or  'mid  the  vault  of  night 
The  moon  fufpended  her  ferener  lamp  ; 
Ere  mountains,  woods,  or  ftreams  adorn ""d  the 

globe, 
Or  Wiidom  taught  the  fons  of  men  her  lore; 
Then  liv'd  the  Almighty  One:  then,  deep  retir'd 
In  his  unfathom'd  eflence,  view'd  the  forms, 
The  forms  eternal  of  created  things ; 
The  radiant  fun,  the  moon's  nocturnal  lamp, 
The  mountains,  woods  and  ftreams,  the  rolling 

globe, 
And  wifdom's  mien  celeflial.     From  the  firft 
Of  days,  on  them  his  love  divine  he  fix'd, 
His  admiration :  till  in  time  complete, 
What  he  admir'd  and  lov'd,  his  vital  fmile 
Unfolded  into  being.     Hence  the  breath 
Of  life  informing  each  organic  frame, 
Hence  the  green  earth  and  wildrefoundingwaves, 
Hencelightand  fhade  alternate,  warmth  and  cold, 
And  clear  autumnal  fkies  and  vernal  mowers, 
And  ail  the  fair  variety  of  things. 

But  not  alike  to  every  mortal  eye 
Is  this  great  fcene  unveil'd.  Forfmce  the  claims 
Of  fecial  life  to  different  labours  urge 
The  active  powers  of  man  ;  with  wile  intent 
The  hand  of  Nature  on  peculiar  minds 
Imprints  a  different  bias,  and  to  each 
Decrees  its  province  in  the  common  toil. 
To  fome  fhe  taught  the  fabric  of  the  fphere, 
The  changeful  moon,  the  circuit  of  the  ftars, 
The  golden  zones  of  heaven  :  to  fome  fhe  gave 
To  weigh  the  moment  of  eternal  things, 
Of  time,  and  fpace,  and  fate's  unbroken  chain, 
And  will's  quick  impulfe:  others  by  the  hand 
She  led  o'er  vales  and  mountains,  to  explore 
What  healing  virtue  fwells  the  tender  veins 
Of  herbs  and  flowers;  or  what  the  beams  of  morn 
Draw  forth,  difiilling  from  the  clifted  rind 
In  balmy  tears.     But  fome  to  higher  hopes 
Were  deftin'd;  fome  within  a  finer  mould 
She  wrought,  and  temper'd  with  a  purer  flame. 
To  thefe  the  Sire  omnipotent  unfolds 
The  world's  harmonious  volume,  there  to  read 
The  tranfeript  of  himfelf.     On  every  part 
They  trace  the  bright  impreffions  of  his  hand: 
In  earth  or  air,  the  meadow's  purple  itores, 
The  moon's  mild  radiance,  or  the  virgin's  form 
Blooming  with  rof'y  fmiles,  they  fee  portray 'd 
That  uncreated  beauty  which  delights 


The  mind  fupreme.   They  alfo  feel  her  charms  . 
Enamour'd,    they  partake  the  eternal  joy. 

For  as  old  Memnon's  image,  long  renown'd 
By  fabling  Nilus,  to  the  quivering  touch 
Of  Titan's  ray,  with  each  repulfive  firing 
Con fenting,  founded  through  the  warbling  air 
Unbidden  flrains ;  even  lb  did  Nature's  hand 
To  certain  fpecies  of  external  things 
Attune  the  finer  organs  of  the  mind  ; 
So  the  glad  impulfe  of  congenial  powers, 
Or  of  fwee't  found,  or  fair  proportion'd  form, 
The  grace  of  motion,  or  the  bloom  of  light, 
Thrills  through  Imagination's  tender  frame, 
From  nerve  to  nerve:  all  naked  and  alive 
They  catch  the  fpreading  rays:  till  now  the  foul 
At  length  difclofes  every  tuneful  fpring 
To  that  harmonious  movement  from  without 
Refponfive.     Then  the  inexpreffive  ftrain 
Diffufes  its  enchantment:  Fancy  dreams 
Of  facred  fountains  and  Elylian  groves, 
And  vales  of  blifs:  the  intellectual  power 
Bends  from  his  awful  throne  a  wondering  ear, 
And  fmiles:  the  paihons,  gently  footh'd  away, 
Sink  to  divine  repofe,  and  love  and  joy 
Alone  are  waking;  love  and  joy,  ferene 
As  airs  that  fan  the  fummer.     O  !  attend, 
Whoe'er  thou  a;  t,  whom  thefe  delights  can  touch, 
Whole  candid  bofom  the  refining  love 
Of  Nature  warms,  O  !  liften  to  my  long  ; 
And  I  will  guide  thee  to  her  favourite  walks, 
And  teach  thy  folitude  her  voice  to  hear, 
And  point  her  lovelieft  features  to  thy  view. 

Know  then, whate'erofnature'spregnantftcres, 
Whate'er  of  mimic  art's  reflected  forms, 
With  love  and  admiration  thus  inflame 
The  powers  of  fancy,  her  delighted  fons 
To  three  illuftrious  orders  have  referr'd; 
Three  fifcer-graces,  whom  the  painter's  hand, 
The  poet's  tongue  confefles;  the  fublime, 
The  wonderful,  the  fair.     I  fee  them  dawn ! 
I  fee  the  radiant  vifions,  where  they  rife, 
More  lovely  than  when  Lucifer  difplays 
His  beaming  forehead  through  the  gates  of  morn, 
To  lead  the  train  of  Phoebus  and  the  fpring. 

Say,  why  was  man  fo  eminently  rais'd 
Amid  the  vaft  creation  ;  why  ordain'd 
Through  life  and  death  to  dart  his  piercing  eye, 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  limit  or  his  frame  ; 
But  that  the  Omnipotent  might  fend  him  forth 
In  fight  of  mortal  and  immortal  powers, 
As  on  a  boundlefs  theatre,  to  run 
The  great  career  of  juftice;  to  exalt 
His  generous  aim  to  all  diviner  deeds; 
To  chafe  each  partial  purpofe  from  his  breaft; 
And  through  the  mifts  of  paffion  and  of  feni't, 
And  through  the  toffing  tide  of  chance  and  pain, 
To  hold  his  courfe  unfaltering,  while  the  voice 
Of  truth  and  virtue,  up  the  fteep  afcent 
Of  nature,  calls  him  to  his  high  reward, 
The  applauding  fmile  of  heaven?  Elfe  where- 
fore burns 
In  mortal  bofoms  this  unquenched  hope, 
That  breathes  from  day  to  day  fublimer  things, 
And  mocks  poifefiion  ?  wherefore  darts  the  mind 

With 
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With  fuch  refiftlefs  ardour,  to  embrace 
Majeitic  forms;  impatient  to  be  free, 
Spurning  the  grofs  coiuroul  of  wilful  night ; 
Proud  of  the  ftrong  contention  of  her  toils  ; 
Proud  to  be  daring  ?   Who  but  rather  turns 
To  heaven's  broad  fire  his  unconftrained  view. 
Than  to  the  glimmering  of  a  w.ixen  flame  ? 
Whothat,from  Alpine heights, his  labouringeye 
Shoots  r*und  the  wide  horizon,  to  furvey 
Nilus  or  Ganges  rolling  his  bright  wave 
Through  mountains,  plains,  through  empires 

black  with  fhade, 
And  continents  of  (and  ;  will  turn  his  gaze 
To  mark  the  windings  of  a  fcanty  rill 
That  murmurs  at  his  feet?  The  high-born  foul 
Difdains  to  reft  her  heaven-afpiring  wing 
Beneath  its  native  quarry.     Tir'd  of  earth 
And  this  diurnal  fcene,  lhe  fprirgs  aloft 
Through  fields  of  air ;  purfues  the  flying  ltorm  ; 
Rides   on  the  vollied   lightning  through  the 

heavens  ; 
Or,   yok'd  with  whirlwinds  and  the   northern 


The  obedient  heart  far  otherwise  incline  : 
Witneis  the  fprightiy  joy  when  aught  unknown- 
Strikes  the  quick  fenle,  and  wakes  each  active 

power 
To  brifker  meafures.V  witnefs  the  neglect 
Of  all  familiar  profpects,  though  beheld 
With  tranfport  once;  the  fond  attentive  gaze 
Of  young  altonifhment ;  the  feber  zeal 
Of  age,  commenting  on  prodigious  things. 
For  fuch  the  bounteous  providence  of  heaven, 
In  every  breaft  implanting  this  defire 
Of  objects  new  and  ltrange,  to  urge  us  on 
With  unremitted  labour  to  purfue 
Thofe  (acred  (tores  that  wait  the  ripening  fouj, 
In  Truth's  exhaultlels  bofom.  What  need  words 
To  paint  its  power  r  For  this  the  daring  youth 
Breaks  fr®m  his  weening  mother's  anxious  arms, 
In  foreign  climes  to  rove  ;  the  penfive  fage, 
Heedlefs  of  deep,  or  midnight's  harmful  damp, 
Hangs  o'er  the  iickly  taper  ;  and  untir'd 
The  virgin  follows,  with  inchanted  ftep, 
The  mazes  of  lbme  wild  and  wondrous  tale, 
From  morn  to  eve,  unmindful  of  her  form, 


Waft, 

Sweeps  the  long  tract  of  day.  Then  high  (lie  foars !  Unmindful  of  the  happy  drefs  that  Hole 

The  blueprofound,  and  hovering  round  the  fun  The  willies  of  the  youth,  when  every  mai 

Beholds  him  pouring  the  redundant  ftream 

Of  light;  beholds  his  unrelenting  fway 

Bend  the  reluctant  planets  to  ablbive 

The  fated  rounds  of  time.    Thence,  far  effus'd, 

She  darts  her  fwiftnefs  up  the  long  career 

Of  devious  comets;  through  its  burning  ligns 

Exulting  meafures  the  perennial  wheel 

Of  nature,  and  looks  back  on  all  the  liars, 

Whole  blended  light,  as  with  a  milky  zone, 

Invefts  the  orient.     Now  amaz'd  lhe  views 

The  empereal  walfe,  where  happy  fpirits  hold, 

Beyond  this  concave  heaven,  their  calm  abode  ;|  The  torch  of  hell  around  the  murderer's  bed 


With  envy  pin'd.     Hence,  finally,  by  night 
The  village-matron  round  the  blazing  hearth 
Sufpends  the  infant-audience  with  he.-  tales, 
Breathing  aftonilhment !  of  witching  rhimes, 
And  evil  fpirits  ;  of  the  death-bed  call 
Of  him  who  robb'd  the  widow,  and  devour'd 
The  orphan's  portion;  of  unquiet  fouls 
Rifen  from  the  grave  to  eafe  the  heavy  guilt 
Of  deeds  in  life  conceal'd  j  of  fhapes  that  waTR 
At  dead  of  night,  and  clank  their  chains,  and 
wave 


/ 


light 


And  fields  of  radiance,  whole  unfading 
Has  travell'd  the  profound  fix  thouland  years, 
Nor  yet  arrives  in  light  of  mortal  things. 
Even  on  the  barriers  of  the  world,  untir'd, 
She  meditates  th=  eternal  depth  below  ; 
Till,  half  recoiling,  down  the  headlong  lteep 
She  plunges  ;  loon  o'erwhelm'd  and  fwallow'd  up 
In  that  immenfe  of  being.     There  her  hopes 
Reft  at  the  fated  goal.     For  from  the  birth 
Of  mortal  man,  the  lov'reign  maker  faid, 
That  not  in  humble  nor  in  brief  delight, 
Not  in  the  fading  echoes  of  renown, 


At  every  folemn  paufe,  the  crowd  recoil, 
Gazing  each  other  fpeechlels,  and  congeal'd 
With  fhivering  fighs  ;  till,  eager  for  the  event. 
Around  the  beldame  all  erect  they  iiang, 
Each  trembling  heart  withgratefulterrorsquell'd. 

But  lo  !  difclos'd  in  all  her  fmiling  pomp, 
Where  Beauty  onward  moving  claims  the  verfe 
Her  charms  infpire:  the  freely  flowing  verfe 
In  thy  immortal  praife,  O  form  divine, 
'  Smooths  her  mellifluent  ftream.    Thee,  Beauty, 
j  thee 

i  The  regal  dome,  and  thy  enlivening  rav 
Power's  purple  robes,  nor  pleafure's  flowery  lap,  The  mofly  roofs  adore:  thou  better  fun  ! 
The  foul  mould  find  enjoyment:  but  from  thele  For  ever  beamelt  on  the  enchanted  heart 
Turning  dildainful  to  an  equal  good,  Love  and  harmonious  wonder,  and  delight 

Through  all  theafcent  of  things  enlarge  her  view,  Poetic.     Brighteft  progeny  of  heaven  ! 
Till  every  bound  at  length  (hould  difappear,       JHow  ihall  I  trace  thy  features  ?  where  felect 
And  infinite  perfection  clofe  the  fcene.  (The  rofeate  hues  to  emulate  thy  bioom  ? 

Call  now  to  mind  what  high  capacious  powers  Halle  then,  my  fongj  through  nature's  vait  ex-  . 
Lie  folded  up  in  man  :  how  far  beyond  panfe, 

The  praife  of  mortals  may  the  eternal  growth     IHafte  then,  and  gather  all  her  comelieft  wealth, 
Of  nature  to  perfection  half  divine  j  Whate'er  bright  fpoils  the  florid  earth  contains, 

Expand  the  blooming  foul !    What  pity  then      |  Whate'er  the  waters,  or  the  liquid  air, 

j  To  deck  thy  lovely  labour.     Wilt  thou  fly 
I  With  laughing  Autumn  to  the  Atlantic  iiles, 
I  And  range  with  him  the  Hefperian  field,  and  fee 

re'erhis  fingers  touch  the  fruitful  y:ovr, 
1  A  a  4  "      The 


Should  lloth's  unkindly  fogs  deprefs  to  earth 
Her  tender  bloflbm;  choke  the  ftreams  of  life, 
And  blaft  her  fpring !  Far  otherwife  dehgn'd 
Almighty  wifdom;  nature's  happy  cares 
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The  branches  moot  with  gold  j  where'er  his  ftep 
Marks  the  glad  foil,  the  tender  clufters  grow 
With  purple  ripenefs,  and  inveft  each  hill 
^\s  with  the  blufhes  of  an  evening  fky  ? 
Or  wilt  thou  rather  ftoop  thy  vagrant  plume, 
Where,  gliding  through  his-daughter's  honour'd 

fhades, 
The  fmooth  Peneus  from  his  glafly  flood 
P.efle£ts  purpureal  Tempe's  pleafant  fcene  ? 
JFair  Tempe !  haunt  belov'd  of  fylvan  powers, 
Of  nymphs  and  fauns;  where  in  the  golden  age 
They  play'd  in  iecret  on  the  fhady  brink 
With  ancient  Pan:  while  round  their  choral  fteps 
Young  hours  and  genial  gales  with  conftant  hand 
Showered  bloffoms,  odours,  fhower'd  ambrofial 

dews, 
And  Spring's  Elyfian  bloom.   Her  flowery  (tore 
To  thee  nor  Tempe  (hall  refufe;  nor  watch 
Of  winged  Hydra  guard  Hefperian  fruits 
From  thy  free  fpoil.    O  bear  then,  unreprov'd, 
Thy  fmiling  treaiuret  to  the  green  recefs 
Where  young  Dione  ilays.     With  fweeteft  airs 
Entice  her  forth  to  lend  her  angel-form 
For  beauty's  honour'd  image.     Hither  turn 
Thy  grateful  foo:  fteps;  hither,  gentle  maid, 
Incline  thy  polifh'd  forehead :  let  thy  eyes 
Effufe  the  mildnefs  of  their  azure  dawn  ; 
And  may  the  fanning  breezes  waftaiide 
Thy  radiant  lock?,  difcloiing,  as  it  bends 
With  airy  fbftnefs  from  the  marble  neck, 
The  cheek  fair-blooming,  and  the  rofy  lip, 
Where  winning  fmi'es  and  pleafure  fweet  as 

love. 
With  fanctity  and  wifdom,  tempering  blend 
Their  foft  allurement.  Then  the  pleaiing  force 
Of  nature,  and  her  kind  parental  care, 
Worthier  I'd  fing-.  thenall  the  enamour'd  youth 
'With  each  admiring  virgin,  to  my  lyre 
Should  throng  attentive,  while  I  point  on  high 
Where  Beauty's  living  image,    like  the  morn,. 
That  wakes  in  Zephyr's  arms  the  blufhing  May, 
Moves  onward;  or  as  Venus,  when  fhe  flood 
Effulgent  on  the  pearly  car,  and  fmil'd, 
Frefh  from  the  deep,  and  confeious  of  her  form, 
To  fee  the  Tritons  tune  their  vocal  fhellsj 
And  each  ccerulean  filler  of  the  flood 
With  loud  acclaim  attend  her  o'er  the  waves, 
To  feek  the  Idalian  bower.    Ye  fmiling  band 
Of  youths  and  virgins  who  through  all  themaze 
Of  young  defire  with  rival  fteps  purfue 
Tins  charm  of  beauty  ;  if  the  pleaiing  toil 
Can  yield  a  moment's  refpite,  hither  turn 
Your  favourable  ear,  and  truft  my  words. 
I  do  not  mean  to  wake  the  gloomy  form 
Of  Superftition,  drefs'd  in  Wifdom's  garb, 
To  damp  your  tender  hopes  ;  I  do  not  mean 
To  bid  the  jealous  thunderer  Are  the  heavens, 
Or  fhapes  infernal  rend  the  groaning  earthj 
To  fright  you  from  your  joys ;  my  cheerful  fong 
With  better  omens  calls  you  to  the  field,  ' 
Pleas'd  with  your  generous  ardour  in  the  chace, 
A  ncl  v,:rm  like  you.  Then  tell  me,  for  we  know, 
Toes  Beautv  ever. deign  to  dwell  where  Health 
And  active  U/  are  f.  rangers  ?  Is  her  charm 


Qonfefs'd  in  aught,  whofe  moft  peculiar  ends 
Are  lame  and  fruitlefs  ?  Or  did  Nature  mean 
This  pleating  call  the  herald  of  a  lie  ; 
To  hide  the  fhame  of  difcord  and  difeafe, 
And  catch  with  fair  hypocrify  the  heart 
Of  idle  Faith  ?  O  no!  with  better  cares 
The  indulgent  mother,  confeious  how  infirm 
Her  offspring  tread  the  paths  of  good  and  ill, 
By  this  illuftrious  image,  in  each  kind 
Still  more  illuftrious  where  the  object  holds 
Its  native  powers  moft  perfect,  fhe  by  this 
Illumes  the  headftrong  impulfe  of  Defire, 
And  fancf  ifies  his  choice.    The  generous  glebe 
Whofe  bofom  (miles  with  verdure,  the  clear  tract 
Of  ftreams  delicious  to  the  thirfty  foul, 
The  bloom  of  neclar'd  fruitage  ripe  to  fenfe, 
And  every  charm  of  animated   things, 
Are  only  pledges  of  a  ftate  fincere, 
The  integrity  and  order  of  their  frame, 
When  all  is  well  within,  and  every  end 

Accomplifh'd.- Thus  was  Beauty  fent  from 

heav'n ; 
The  lovely  miniftrefs  of  Tnith  and  Good 
In  this  dark  world :  for  Truth  and  Good  are  one, 
And  Beauty  dwells  in  them,  and  they  in  her, 
With  like  participation.     Wherefore  then, 
O  fons  of  earth  !  would  ye  diflblve  the  tie  ?  - 
O  wherefore,  with  a  rafli  impetuous  aim, 
Seek  ye  thofe  flowery  joys  with  which  the  hand 
Of  lavifli  Fancy  paints  each  flattering  fcene 
Where  Beauty  feems  to  dwell,  nor  once  inquire 
Where  is  the  fandlion  of  eternal  Truth, 
Or  where  the  feal  of  undeceitful  Good, 
To  fave  your  fearch  from  folly  !  Wanting  thefe, 
Lo!  beauty  withers  in  your  void  embrace  ; 
And  with  the  glittering  of  an  idiot's  toy 
Did  fancy  mock  your  vows.    Nor  let  the  gleam 
Of  youthful  hope  that  fhines  upon  your  hearts, 
Be  chill'd  or  clouded  at  this  awful  talk, 
To  learn  the  lore  of  undeceitful  Good, 
And   Truth  eternal.    Though  the  poifonous 

charms 
Of  baleful  Superftition  guide  the  feet 
Of  fervile  numbers,  through  a  dreary  way 
To  their  abode,  through  deferts,  thorns  and  mire. 
And  leave  the  wretched  pilgrim  all  forlorn 
To  mufe  at  Jaft  amid  the  ghoftly  gloom 
Of  graves,  and  hoary  vaults,  and  cloifter'd  cells, 
To   walk  with  ipectres  through  the  midnight 

fhade, 
And  to  the  fcreaming  owl's  accurfed  fong 
Attune  the  dreadful  workings  of  his  heart  j 
Yet  be  not  ye  difmay'd.     A  gentler  ftar 
Your  lovely  fearch  illumines.     From  the  grove 
Where  wifdom  talk'd  with  her  Athenian  fons. 
Could  my  ambitious  hand  entwine  a  wreath 
Of  Plato's  olive  with  the  Mantuan  bay, 
Then  fhould  my  powerful  verle  at  once  difpel 
Thofe  monkifh  horrors  ;  then  in  light  divine 
Difclofe  the  Elyfean  profpect,  where  the  fteps 
Of  thofe  whom  nature  charms,  through  bloom- 
ing walks, 
Through  fragrant  mountains  and  poetic  ftreams, 
Amid  the  train  of  foges,  heroes,  bards, 

Led 
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Led  by  the  winged  genius  and  the  choir 
Of  laurell'd  Science  and  harmonious  Art, 
Proceed  exulting  to  the  eternal  flirine, 
Where  Truth  confpicuous  with  her  filter-twins, 
The  undivided  partners  of  her  fway, 
With  Good  and  Beauty  reigns.     O  let  not  ns, 
Lull'd  by  luxurious  PleafurVs  languid  ltrain, 
Or  crouching  to  the  frowns  of  Bigot  rage, 
O  let  us  not  a  moment  paufe  to  join 
That  godlike  band.    And  if  the  gracious  power 
Who  firft  awaken'd  my  untutor'd  long, 
Will  to  my  invocation  breathe  anew 
The  tuneful  fpirit;  then  through  all  our  paths 
Ne'er  (hall  the  found  of  this  devoted  lyre 
Be  wanting :  whether  on  the  rofy  mead, 
When  fummer  fmiles,  to  warn  the  melting  heart 
€)f  Luxury's  allurement ;  whether  firm 
Againit  the  torrent  and  the  ihibborn  hill 
To  urge  bold  Virtue's  unremitted  nerve, 
And  wake  the  frrong  divinity  of  foul 
That  conquers  chance  and  fate;  or  whetherflxuck 
For  founds  of  triumph,  to  proclaim  her  toils 
Upon  the  lofty  fummit,  round  her  brow 
To  twine  the  wreath  of  inccrruptive  praife; 
To  trace  her  hallow'd  light  throughfutureworlds; 
And  bleis  heaven's  image  in  the  heart  of  man. 
Thus  with  a  faithful  aim  have  we  prefum'd, 
Adventurous,  to  delineate  Nature's  form  j 
Whether  in  vaft,  majeltic  pomp  array'd, 
Or  drelt  for  pleafmg  wonder,  or  ferene 
In  beauty's  rofy  fmile.     It  now  remains, 
Through  various  being's  fair-proportion'd  fcale, 
To  trace  the  riling  luftre  of  b?r  charms, 
From  their  nrft  twilight,  mining  forth  at  length 
To  full  meridian  fpleadour.     Of  degree 
The  leaft  and  lowlieft,  in  theeffufive  warmth 
Of  colours  mingling  with  a  random  blaze, 
Doth  Beauty  dwell.     Then  higher  in  the  line 
And  variation  of  determin'd  fhape, 
Where  Truth's  eternal  meafures  mark  the  bound 
Of  circle,  cube,  or  fphere.     The  third  afcent 
Unites  this  varied  fymmetry  of  parts 
With  colour's  bland  allurement ;  as  the  pearl 
Shines  in  the  concave  of  its  azure  bed, 


By  fteps  conducting  our  enraptur'd  fearch 
To  that  eternal  origin,  whole  power, 
Through  all  the  unbounded  lymmetry  of  things, 
Like  rays  effulging  from  the  parent  fun, 
This  endlefs  mixture  of  her  charms  diffus'd. 
Mind,    mind    alone  (bear  witnefs,    earth  and 

heaven!)  ■» 

The  living  fountains  in  itfelf  contains 
Of  beauteous  and  fublime  :  here  hand  in  hand 
Sit  paramount  the  Graces  ;  here  enthron'd 
Cceleftial  Venus,  with  divineft  airs, 
Invites  the  foul  to  never-fading  joy. 
Look  then  abroad  through  nature,  to  the  range 
Of  planets,  funs,  and  adamantine  fpheres 
Wheeling  unihaken  through  the  void  immenfe; 
And  fpeak,  O  man  !  does  this  capacious  fcene 
With  naif  that  kindling  maiefty  dilate 
Thy  ftrong  conception,  as  when  Brutus  rofe 
Refulgent  from  the  ifroke  of  Caefar's  fate, 
Amid  the  crowd  of  patriots;  and  his  arm 
Aloft  extending,  like  eternal  Jove 
When  guilt  bringsdown  thethunder,cairdaloud 
OnTuiiy's  name,  and  ihook  lus  crimfon  fteel, 
find  bade  the  father  of  his  country,  hail ! 
For  lo  !    the  tyrant  prolbate  on  the  dull, 
And  Rome  again  is  free  !   Is  aught  fo  fair 
In  all  the  dewy  landscapes  of  the  fpring, 
In  the  bright  eye  of  Helper  or  the  morn, 
In  nature's  taireif.  forms,  is  aught  fo  fair 
As  virtuous  friendship  ?  as  the  candid  blufh, 
Of  him  who  drives  with  fortune  to  be  juft  ? 
The  graceful  tear  that  Itreams  for  others*  woes, 
Or  the  mild  majefly  of  private  life, 
Where  Peace  with  ever-blooming  olive  crowns 
The  gate  ;  where  Honour's  liberal  hands  effufe 
Unenvied  treaiiires,  and  the  i'nowy  wings 
Of  Innocence  and  Love  protect,  the  fcene  ? 
Once  more  fearch,undifmay'd,the  dark  profound 
Where  Nature  works  in  fecret;  view  the  beds 
Of  mineral  treafure,  and  the  eternal  vault 
That  bounds  the  hoary  ocean :  trace  the  form* 
Of  atoms  moving  with  inceflant  change 
Their  elemental  round ;  behold  the  feeds 
Of  beings,  and  the  energy  of  life 


And  painted  fhells  indent  their fpeckleJ  wreath,;  Kindling  the  maC  v  ith  ever-a&ive  flame: 
Then  more  attraclive  rife  the  blooming  forms     Then  to  the  fecrets  of  the  working  mind 
Through  which  the  breath  of  Nature  has  infus'd!  Attentive  turn  j  from  dim  oblivion  call 
Her  genial  power,  to  draw  with  pregnant  veins!  Her  fleet,  ideal  band  ;  and  bid  them,  go ! 


Nutritious  moillure  from  the  bounteous  earth, 
Jn  fruit  and  feed  prolific :  thus  the  flowers 
Their  purple  honours  with  the  fpring  refume  } 
And  fuch  the  ftately  tree  which  autumn  bends 
With  blufhing  treafures.   But  more  lovely  Hill 
Is  Nature's  charm,  where  to  the  full  confent 
Of  complicated  members,  to  the  bloom 
Of  colour,  and  the  vital  change  of  growth, 
Life's  holy  flame  and  piercing  fenfe  are  given, 
And  aclive  motion  fpeaks  the  temper'd  foul  : 
So  moves  the  bird  of  Juno  :  fo  the  fteed 
With  rival  ardour  beats  the  dulfy  plain, 
And  faithful  dogs  with  eager  airs  of  joy 
Salute  their  fellows.     Thus  doth  Beauty  dwell 


Break  through  time's  barrier,  and  o'ertake  the 

hour 
That  faw  the  heavens  created  ;  then  declare 
If  aught  were  found  in  thole  external  fcenes 
To  move  thy  wonder  now.     For  what  are  all 
The  forms  which  brute,    unconfeious  matter 

wears, 
Greatnefs  of  bulk,  or  fymmetry  of  parts  ? 
Not  reaching  to  the  heart,  foon  feeble  grow* 
The  fuperficial  imnulfe;  dull  their  charms, 
And  fatiate  foon,  and  pall  the  languid  eye. 
Not  fo  the  moral  fpecies,  nor  the  powers 
Of  genius  and  delign  ;  the  ambitious  mind 
There  fees  herfelf:   bv  thefe  congenial  forms 


There  molt  confpicuous,  even  in  outward  fliape,  Touch'd  and  awaken 'd,  with  intemer  acl 
Where  dawns  the  high  expreflion  of  a  mind;    I  She  bend#each  nerve,  and  meditates  well  pie 


Her 


362 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS, 


Cook  If. 


Her  features  in  the  mirror.    For  of  all 
The  inhabitants  of  earth,   to  man  alone 
Oea  ive  Wifdorn  gave  to  lift  his  eye 
To  Truth's  eternal  meafures;  thence  to  frame 
The  faced  laws  of  aftion  and  of  will, 
Difcerning  juftice  from  unequal  deeds, 
And  temperance  from  folly.     But  beyond 
This  energy  of  truth,  whole  dictates  bind 
Affenting  reafon,  the  benignant  lire, 
To  deck  the  honour'd  paths  of  juft  and  good, 
Has  added  bright  Imagination's  rays  ; 
Where  Virtue,  riling  from  the  awful  depth 
Of  Truth's  myiterious  bofom,'  doth  forfake 
The  uvndorn'd  condition  of  her  birth  ; 
And,  drels'dhy  fancy  in  ten  thoufand  hues, 
Aflumes  a  various  feature,  to  attract, 
With  charms  reiponiive  to  each  gazer's  eye, 
The  hearts  of  men.     Amid  his  rural  walk, 
The  ingenuous  youth,  whom  folitude  infpires 
With  puielt  wifhes,  from  the  peniive  fhade 
Beholds  her  moving,  like  a  virgin-mufe 
That  wakes  her  lyre  to  lome  indulgent  theme 
Of  harmony  and  wonder :  while  among 
The  herd  of  fervile  minds,  her  ftrenuous  form 
Indignant  flafhes  on  the  patriot's  eye, 
And  through  the  rolls  of  memory  appeals 
To  ancient  honour  ;  or  in  a£t  ferene, 
Yet  watchful,  raifes  the  majeftic  fword 
Of  public  power,  from  dark  Ambition's  reach, 
To  guard  the  facred  volume  of  the  laws. 

Genius  of  ancient  Greece !  whofe  faithful  fteps 
Weil  pleas'd  I  follow  through  the  facred  paths 
Of  nature  and  of  fcience ;  nurfe  divine 
Of  all  heroic  deeds  and  fair  delires  ! 

0  !  let  the  breath  of  thy  extended  praife 
Infpire  my  kindling  bofom  to  the  height 

Of  this  untempted  theme.    Nor  be  my  thoughts 
Pre! umptuous  counted,  if,  amid  the  calm 
That  fooths  this  vernal  evening  into  fmiles, 

1  Ileal  impatient  from  the  fordid  haunts 
Of  Strife  and  low  Ambition,  to  attend 
Thy  facred  prefence  in  the  fylvan  fliade, 
By  their  malignant  footfteps  ne'er  profan'd. 
Defcend,  propitious !  to  myfavour'd  eye; 
Such  in  thy  m.-en,  thy  warm,  exalted  air, 
As  when  the  Perfian  tyrant,  foil'd  and  ltung 
With  lhame  and  defperation,  gnafh'd  his  teeth 
To  fee  thee  rend  the  pagents  of  his  throne  j 
And  at  the  lightning  of  thy  lifted  fpear 
Crouch'dlikeailave.  Bringall  thy  martialfpoils, 
Thy  palms,  thy  laurels,  thy  triumphant  fongs, 
Thy  fmiling  band  of  arts,  thy  godlike  fires 

Of  civil  wifdom,  thy  heroic  youth 

Warm  from  the  fchools  of  glory.   Guide  my  way 

Through  fair  Lyceum's  walk,  the  green  retreats 

Of  Academus,  and  the  thymy  vale, 

Where  oft,  enchanted  with  Socratic  founds, 

Iliflus  pure  devolv'd  his  tuneful  ftream 

In  gentler  murmurs.     From  the  blooming  (lore 

Of  theie  aufpicious  fields,  may  I  unblam'd 

Tranfplant  fome  living  blofibms  to  adorn 

My  native  clime:  while,  far  above  the  flight 

Or  Fancy's  plume  afpiring,  I  unlock 

The  fprings  of  ancient  wifdom  ;  while  I  join 


Thy  name,  thrice  honour'd !   with  the  immortal 

praife 
Of  Nature  ;  while  to  my  compatriot  youth 
I  Doint  the  high  example  of  thy  fons, 
And  tune  to  Attic  themes  the  Brkifh  lyre. 


§  36.  Day  :  a  Paftoral.  Cunningham. 
" carpe  diem."     hor. 

MORNING. 

In  the  barn  the  tenant  Cock, 
Clofe  to  Partlet  perch'd  on  high, 

Briikly  crows  (the  fhepherd's  clock  !) 
Jocund  that  the  morning's  nigh. 

Swiftly  from  the  mountain's  brow, 
Shadows,  nurs'd  by  night,  retire  : 

And  the  peeping  fun-beam,  now, 
Paints  with  gold  the  village  fpire.. 

Philomel  forfakes  the  thorn, 

Plaintive  where  fhe  prates  at  night; 

And  the  Lark,  to  meet  the  morn, 
Soars  beyond  the  fhepherd's  light. 

From  the  low-roof 'd  cottage  ridge, 
See  the  chatt'ring  Swallow  fpring; 

Darting  through  the  one-arch'd  bridge, 
Quick  flie  dips  her  dappled  wing. 

Now  the  pine-tree's  waving  top 
Gently  greets  the  morning  gale  ; 

Kidlings  now  begin  to  crop 
Dailies,  in  the  dewy  dale. 

From  the  balmy  fweets,  uncloy'd, 
(Rettlefs  till  her  talk  be  done) 

Now  the  buly  Bee  's  employ 'd, 
Sipping  dew  before  the  fun. 

Trickling  through  the  crcvic'd  rock, 
Where  the  limpid  ftream  dilliis, 

Sweet  refrefnment  waits  the  flock 
When  'tis  fun-drove  from  the  hills. 

Colin,  for  the  promis'd  corn 
(Ere  the  harvelt  hopes  are  ripe) 

Anxious,  hears  thehuntfmaivs  horn, 
Boldly  founding,  drown  his  pipe. 

Sweet, — O  fweet,  the  warbling  throng, 
On  the  white  embloflbm'd  l'pray  1 

Nature's  univerfal  fong 
Echoes  to  the  rifing  day. 

NOO  N. 

Fervid  on  the  glitt'ring  flood, 

Now  the  noon -tide  radiance  glows: 
Drooping  o'er  its  infant  bud, 

Not  a  dew-drop's  left  the  rofe. 
By  the  brook  the  fhepherd  dines ; 

From  the  fierce  meridian  heat 
Shelter'd  by  the  branching  pines, 

Pendent  o'er  his  grafly  feat. 

Now  the  flock  forfakes  the  glade, 

Where,  unchecked,  the  fun-beams  fall } 

Sure  to  find  a  plea  ling  lhade 
By  the  ivy'd  abbey  wall. 


Echo 


Bo  O  K    II. 

Echo  in  her  airy  round, 

O'er  the  river,  rock  and  hill, 

Cannot  catch  a  fingle  found, 
Save  the  clack  of  yonder  mill. 

Cattle  court  the  zephyrs  bland, 

Where  the  ft:  —.imlet  wanders  cool ; 

Or  with  languid  lilence  ftand 
Midway  in  the  marlhy  pool. 

But  from  mountain,  dell,  or  ftream, 
Not  a  flutt'rir.g  zephyr  fprings; 

Fearful  left  the  noon -tide  beam 
Scorch  its  loft,  its  filken  wings. 

Not  a  leaf  has  leave  to  ftir, 

Nature's  lull'd — ferene — and  ftill ; 
Quiet  e'en  the  fhepherd's  cur, 

Sleeping  on  the  heath-clad  hill. 

Languid  is  the  landfcape  round, 
Till  the  frefh  defcending  fhower, 

Grateful  to  the  thirfty  ground, 
Raifes  ev'ry  fainting  flower. 

Now  the  hill — the  hedge — is  green, 
Now  the  warblers'  throats  in  tune  I 

Blithfome  is  the  verdant  fcene, 

Brighten'd  by  the  beams  of  Noon ! 

EVE   N  I  N  G. 

O'er  the  heath  the  heifer  ftrays 

Freej — (the  furrow'd  tafk  is  done) 

Now  the  village  windows  blaze, 
Burnilh'd  by  the  fetting  fun. 

Now  he  hides  behind  the  hill, 
Sinking  from  a   golden  fky; 
Can  the  pencil's  mimic  fkill 

Copy  the  refulgent  dye  ? 
f 
Trudging  as  the  ploughmen  go, 

(To  the  fmoking  hamlet  bound) 
Giant-like  their  fhadows  grow, 

Lengthen'd  o'er  the  level  ground. 

Where  the  rifing  foreft  fpreads, 
Shelter  for  the  lordly  dome  ! 

To  their  high-built  airv  beds 
See  the  rooks  returning  home ! 

As  the  Lark,  with  vary'd  tune, 
Carols  to  the  evening  loud ; 

Mark  the  mild  refplendent  moon 
Breaking  through  a  parted  cloud  ! 

Now  the  hermit  Howlet  peeps 
From  the  barn,  or  twiited  brake  ; 

And  the  blue  mift  flowly  creeps, 
Curling  on  the  filver  lake. 

As  the  Trout,  in  fpeckled  pride, 
Playful  from  its  bofom  fprings; 

To  the  banks  a  ruffled  tide 
Verges  in  fucceffive  rings. 

Tripping  through  the  filken  grafs, 
O'er  the  path-divided  dale, 

Mark  the  rofe-complexion'd  lafs, 
With  her  well-pois'd  milking  pail. 
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Linnets,  with  unnumber'd  notes, 
And  the  Cuckow  bird  with  two, 

Tuning  fweet  their  mellow  throats, 
Bid  the  fetting  fun  adieu. 


3% 


I 


§  37.  The  Contemplatijl :  a  Night  Piece. 

Cunningham. 

"  Xox  erat 

**  Cum  tacet  omnis  ager,  peciu1es,pi£:e4ue  volucres." 

The  Queen  of  Contemplation,  Night, 

Begins  her  balmy  rei 
Advancing  in  their  varied  light  , 

Her  hiver-vefted  train. 

'Tis  Arrange,  the  many  marfhard  ftars, 

That  ride  yon  f acred  round, 
Should  keep,  among  their  rapid  cars, 

A  filence  fo  profound  ' 

A  kind,  a  philofophic  calm 

The  cool  creation  we:.rs  ! 
And  what  day  drank  of  dewy  balm, 

The  gentle  Night  repairs. 
Behind  their  ieafy  curtains  hid, 

The  feather'd  race  how  ftill ! 
How  quiet  now  the  gamefome  kid, 

That  gambol'd  round  the  hill ! 
The  iwcets,  that,  bending  o'er  their  banks, 

From  fultry  Day  deciin'd, 
Revive  in  little  velvet  ranks, 

And  fcent  the  weftern  wind. 
The  Moon,  preceded  by  the  breeze 

That  bade  the  clouds  retire, 
Appears  among  the  tufted  trees, 

A  Phoenix  next  on  fire. 
But  foft — the  golden  glow  fubfides  ! 

Her  chariot  mounts  on  high  ! 
And  now,  in  lilver'd  pomp,  fhe  rides 

Pale  regent  of  the  fky  ! 
Where  Time  upon  the  wither'd  tree 

Hath  carv'd  the  moral  chair, 
I  fit,  from  bufy  paflions  free, 

And  breathe  the  placid  air. 

The  wither'd  tree^was  once  in  prime; 

Its  branches  brav'd  the  fky  ! 
Thus,  at  the  touch  of  ruthlefs  Time, 

Shall  Youth  and  Vigour  die. 

I'm  lifted  to  the  blue  expanfe: 

It  glows  ferenely  gay ! 
Come,  Science,  by  my  fide  advance, 

We'll  iearch  the  Milky  Way. 

Let  us  defcend — The  daring  flight 

Fatigues  my  feeble  mind  ; 
And  Science,  in  the  maze  of  light, 

Is  impotent  and  blind. 

What  are  thofe  wiid,  thofe  wand'ring  fires, 

That  o'er  the  moorland  ran  ? 
Vapours. — How  like  the  vague  defires 

That  cheat  the  heart  of  Man ! 

But  there's  a  friendly  guide  ! — a  flame, 

That,   lambent  o'er  its  bed, 
Enlivens,  with  a  gladfome  beans, 

The  hermit's  oiier  flied. 


Among 
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Among  the  ruffet  fhades  of  night, 

It  glances  from  afar  ! 
And  darts  alqng  the  dufk  j  fo  bright, 

It  fee'ms  a  filver  ftar  ! 

In  coverts  (where  the  few  frequent) 

If  Virtue  deigns  to  dwell, 
*TJs  thus  the  little  lamp,  Content, 

Gives  luftrc  to  her  cell. 

How  fmooth  that  rapid  river  Aides 

Progreflive  to  the  deep  ! 
The  poppies,  pendent  o'er  its  fides, 

Have  charm'd  the  waves  to  fleep. 

Pleafure's  intoxicated  fons ! 

Ye  indolent !  ye  gay ! 
Reflecl— for,  as  the  river  runs, 

Life  wings  its  tracklefs  way. 

That  branching  grove  of  dufky  green 

Conceals  the  azure  ficy ; 
Save  where  a  ftarry  fpacc  between 

Relieves  the  darken'd  eye. 

Old  Brror,  thus,  with  fhades  impure, 
Throws  facred  Truth  behind: 

Yet  fometimes,  through  the  deep  obfeure, 
She  hurfls  upon  the  mind. 

Sleep,  and  her  filter  Silence  reign, 
They  lock  the  fhepherd's  fold  ! 

But  hark — I  hear  a  lamb  complain, 
'Tis  loft  upon  the  wold  ! 

To  favage  herds,  that  hunt  for  prey, 

An  unreiifUng  prize  ! 
For  having  trod  a  devious  way, 

The  little  rambler  dies. 

As  luckless  is  the  Virgin's  lot, 
Whom  pleafure  once  mifguides: 

When  hurried  from  the  halcyon  cot, 
Where  Innocence  prefides 

The  paffions,  a  relentlefs  train  ! 

To  tear  the  viclim,  run : 
She  feeks  the  paths  of  peace  in  vain, 

Is  conquer'd — —and  undone. 

How  bright  the  little  infe&s  blaze, 
Where  willows  (hade  the  wayj 

As  proud  as  if  their  painted  rays 
Could  emulate  the  Day ! 

*Tis  thus  the  pigmy  fons  of  pow'r 

Advance  their  vain  parade  ! 
Thus  glitter  in  the  darken'd  hour, 

And  like  the  glow-worms  fade  I 

The  foft  ferenity  of  night 

Ungentle  clouds  deform ! 
The  iiiver  hoit  that  (hone  fo  bright, 

Is  hid  behind  a  florin! 

The  angry  elements  engage! 

An  oak  (an  ivied  bower!) 
Repels  the  rough  wind's  noify  rage, 

And  ihields  me  from  the  fhower. 
The  rancour,  thus,  of  rufhing  fate 

I've  learnt  to  render  vain : 


For,  whilft  Integrity's  her  feat, 
The  foul  will  fit  ferene. 

A  raven,  from  fome  greedy  vault, 

Amidlt  that  cloifteVd  gloom, 
Bids  me,  and  'tis  a  folernn  thought ! 

ReflecT:  upon  the  tomb. 

The  tomb ! The  confecrated  dome! 

The  temple  rais'd  to  Peace ! 
The  port,  that  to  its  friendly  home 

Compels  the  human  race  i 

Yon  village,  to  the  moral  mind, 

A  folemn  afpe<5r.  wears  5 
Where  fleep  hath  lull'd  the  laboured  hind, 

And  kill'd  his  daily  cares: 

'Tis  but  the  church-yard  of  the  Night } 

An  emblematic  bed  ! 
That  offers  to  the  mental  fight 

The  temporary  dead. 

From  hence,  I'll  penetrate,  in  thought, 

The  grave's  unmeafur'd  deep  ; 
And  tutor 'd,  hence,  be  timely  taught 

To  meet  my  final  fleep. 

Tis  peace-- — (The  little  chaos  paft!) 

The  gracious  moon  reilor'd  ! 
A  breeze  fucceeds  the  frightful  blaft, 

That  through  the  Forelt  roar'd  ! 

The  Nightingale,  a  welcome  gueft | 

Renews  her  gentle  ilrains ; 
And  Hope  (jull  wand'ring  from  my  breafl) 

Her  wonted  feat  regains. 

Yes When  yon  lucid  orb  is  dark, 

And  darting  from  on  high ; 
My  foul,  a  more  celeftial  fpark, 

Shall  keep  her  native  iky. 

Fann'd  by  the  light,  the  lenient  breeze, 

My  limbs  refreshment  find  ; 
And  moral  rhapfbdies,  like  thefe, 

Give  vigour  to  the  mind. 


§38.  The  Vifions  of  Fancy,    Langhorne. 

ELEGY       I. 

Children  of  Fancy,  whither  are  ye  fled? 

Where  have  you  borne  thofe  Hope-enliven 'd 
hours, 
That  once  with  myrtle  garlands  bound  my  head, 

Thatoncebellrew'dmyvernalpathwithnowers? 

In  yon  fair  vale,  where  blooms  the  beechen  grove, 
Where  winds  the  flow  wave  thro'  the  flowery 
plain, 

To  thefe  fond  arms  you  led  the  tyrant,  Love, 
With  Fear  and  Hope  and  Folly  itn  his  train. 

My  lyre,  that,  left  at  carelefs  di fiance,  hung 
Liajhton  fome  pale  branch  of  the  ofier  fhade, 

To  lavs  of  amorous  blandifhment  you  ftrung, 
And  o'er  my  fleep  the  lulling  mufic  play'd. 

t  Reft,  gentle  youth  !   while  on  the  quivering 
breeze 
Slides  to  thine  ear  this  foftty  breathing  ftrain  j 

Sounds 
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Sounds  that  move  fmoother than  the  fteps  of  eafe, 
And  pour  oblivion  in  the  ear  of"  pain. 

In  this  fair  vale  eternal  fpring  fhall  fmile, 
AndTime  oncnv  ions  crown  each  rofcate  hour; 

Eternal  joy  fhall  every  care  beguile, 

Breathe  in  each  gale, and  bloom  in  everyflower. 

This  filver  ftream,  that  down  its  cryftal  way 
Frequent  ha6  led  thy  mufmg  fteps  along, 

Shall,  frill  the  fame,  in  funny  mazes  play, 
And  with  its  murmurs  melodiie  thy  long. 

Unfading  green  (hall  thefe  fair  groves  adt>rn  ; 

Thofe  living  mends  immortal  flowers  unfold  ; 
In  ro'y  fmiles  (hall  rife  each  blufhing  morn, 

And  eveiy  evening  clofe  in  clouds  of  gold. 

The  tender  Loves  that  watch  thy  flumberingreit, 
And  round  thee  flowers  and  balmy  myrtles 
itrew, 

Shall  charm,  thro''  all  approaching  life,  thy  breaft, 
With  joys  for  ever  pure,  for  ever  new. 

The  genial  power  that  fpeeds  the  golden  dart, 
Ench  charm  of  tender  pafTion  fhall  infpire  ; 

With  fond  affection  fill  the  mutual  heart, 
And  feed  the  flame  of  ever- young  Defire. 

Come,gentle  Loves !  your  myrtlegarlands bring; 

The  fmiling  bower  with  clufter'd  rofes  fpread: 
Come,  gentle  airs  !  with  incenfe-dropping  wing 

The  breathing  fweets  o(  vernal  odour  fhed. 

Hark,  as  the  drains  of  fweiling  mufic  rife, 
How  the  notes  vibrate  on  the  favYing  gale  ! 

Aufpicious  glories  beam  along  the  fkies, 
And  powers  unfeen  the  happy  moments  hail ! 


There,  unregarded  in  the  peaceful  fhade, 
With  calm  Repofe  and  Silence  let  me  dwell. 

Come,  happier  hours  of  fwect  unanxious  reft, 
When  all  the  ftruggling  paflions  fhall  fubfide ; 

When  Peace  fhall  clalp  me  to  her  plumy  breaft, 
And  fmooth  my  filent  minutes  as  they  glide. 

But  chief,  thou  goddefs  of  the  thoughtlefs  eye, 
Whom  never  cares  or  pafhons  difcompofe, 

O  bleft  Infenfibility,  be  nigh, 

And  with  thy  foothing  hand  my  weary  eyelids 
clofe. 

Then  fhall  the  cares  ofiove  and  glory  ceafe, 
And  all  the  fond  anxieties  of  fame; 

Alike  res?ardlefs  in  the  arms  of  Peace, 
If  thefe  extol,  or  thofe  debafe  a  name. 

In  Lyttelton  though  all  the  mufes  nraife, 
His  generous  praife  fhall  then  delight  no  more, 

Nor  the  fweet  magic  of  his  tender  lays 

Shall  touch  the  bofom  which  itcharm'd  before. 

Nor  then,  though  Malice,  with  infidious  guife 
Of  friendfhip,  ope  the  unfufpedling  breaft  ; 

Northen,thoughEnvybroachherblackenin^lies, 
Shall  thefe  deprive  me  of  a  moment's  reft. 

O  ftate  to  be  deiir'd  !  when  hoftile  rage 

Prevails  in  human  more  than  favage  haunts; 

When  man  with  man  eternal  war  will  wao-e, 
And  never  yield  that  mercy  which  he  wants; 

When  dark  defign  invades  the  cheerful  hour, 

And  draws  the  heart  vvith  focial  freedom  warm. 
Its  cares,  its  wifhes,  and  its  thoughts  to  pour, 
Smiling  infidious  with  the  hopes  of  harm, 
Ecftatic  hours !  fo  everv  diftant  day,  ,,  •  .       „.       ,  r  .,-         ~.„  r 

t  -i     »i  •    r  j  •       V  11  1  Vam  man,  to  others   failings  ftill  fevere* 

Like  this,  ferene  on  downv  wings  fhall  move  :       ,r  .       '         c  •,  1    -     1  •  s  r\r    ,     «    . 
n-r  ~  «      ?j      -4.U  -        ±u  * "i  •         u    -     j  1  et  not  one  foible  in  lumfelf  can  find  : 

Rife  crown  d  with  joys  that  triumph  o  er  decay,)  a      ,1     •>    c    ^         r-  n   >       "       *    ,    .' 
Th~  fe;*kfi»l  s*J  Ic  p,„«,  ™  Af  t  ™  »  ' '  Another  s  faults  to  Folly  s  eyes  are  clear, 

But  to  her  own  e'en  Wifdom's  felf  is  blinefc. 


The  faithful  joys  of  Fancy  and  of  Love.' 

ELEGY      II. 


And  were  they  vain,  thofe  foothinglays  ye  fung  ? 

Children  of  Fancy  !  yes,  your  long  was  vain  ; 
On  each  foft  air  though  rapt  Attention  hung, 

And  Silence  liften'd  on  the  fleeping  plain. 

The  ftrains  yet  vibrate  on  my  ravifh'd  ear, 
And  ftill  to  fmile  the  mimic  beauties  feem, 

Though  now  the  viiionary  fcenes  appear 
Like  the  faint  traces  of  a  vanifh'd  dream. 

Mirror  of  life!  the  glories  thus  impart 

Of  all  that  Youth  and  Love  and  Fancy  frame, 


O  let  me  ftill,  from  thefe  low  follies  free, 

This  fordid  malice,  and  inglorious  ftrife, 
My  felf  the  fubject  of  my  cenfure  be, 

And  teach  my  heart  to  comment  on  my  life. 
With  thee,  Philofophy,  ftill  let  me  dwell, 

My  tutor'd  mind  from  vulgar  meanneft  fty*  j 
Bring  Peace,  bring  Quiet  to  my  humble  cell, 

And  bid  them  lay  the  green  turf  on  my  grave. 

elegy    nr. 


When  painful  Anguifh  fpeeds  the  piercing  dart, ;  BRiGHToYrjhe  greenhilis  rofe  the  morning  ray, 

Or  Envy  blafts  the  blooming  flowers  of  Fame. !     T*ie  wood-lark's  Cong  re/bunded  on  the  plain  • 
Nurfe  of  wild  wifhes,  and  of  fond  delires,         '  i Fair  Natur.e  felt  the  warm  embrace  of  day, " 

The  prophetefs  of  Fortune,  falfe  and  vain,  And  {miVd  through  all  her  animated  reign. 

To  fcenes  where  Peace  in  Ruin's  arms  expires,  When  young  Delight,  of  Hope  and  F-ncy  bora 

Fallacious  Hope  deludes  her  haplefs  train.  His  head  on  tufted  wild  thyme  half-reclin'd' 

Go,  Syren,  go- thy  charms  on  others  try;      >  Caught  the  gay  colours  of  the  orient  morn, 

My  beaten  barkat  length  has  reach'd  thefhore  j ',     And  *h<mce  0f  life  this  picture  vain  defign 'd : 


Yet  on  the  rock  my  dropping  garments  lie  ; 

And  let  me  perifh,  if  I  truft  thee  more. 
Come,  gentle  Quiet!  long-neglected  maid  I 

O  come,  and  lead  me  to  thy  mofly  cell : 


«  O  born  to  thoughts,  to  pleasures  more  fublime 
Than  beings  of  inferior  nature  prove  I 

To  triumph  in  the  golden  hours  of  Time, 
And  feel  the  charms  of  fancy  and  of  Jove  ! 
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"  High  favourM  man !  for  him  unfolding  fair 
In  orient  light  this  native  landfcape  fmiles  j 

For  him  fweet  Hope  difarms  the  hand  of  Care, 
Exalts  his  pleafures,  and  his  grief  beguiles. 

"  Blows  not  a  bloflbm  on  the  breaft  of  Spring, 
Breathes  not  a  gale  along  the  bending  mead, 

Trills  not  a  fongfter  of  the  foaring  wing, 
But  fragrance,  health  and  melody  fucceed. 

"  O  let  me  ftill  with  fimple  nature  live, 
My  lowly  field  flowers  on  her  altar  lay, 

Enjoy  the  bieflings  that  (lie  meant  to  give, 
And  calmly  wafte  my  inoffenfive  day  ! 

"  No  titled  name,  no  envy-tealing  dome, 

No  glittering  wealth  my  tutor'd  wiihes  crave  j 

ASo  Health  and  Peace  be  near  my  humble  home, 
A  cool-ftream  murmur,  and  a  green  tree  wave. 

"  So  may  the  fweet  Euterpe  not  difdain 

At  Eve's  chafte  hour  her  filver  lyre  to  bring  ; 

The  mufe  of  pity  wake  her  foothing  ft  rain, 
And  tune  to  fympathy  the  trembling  ftring. 

iC  Thus  glide  the  penfive  moments  o'er  the  vale 

While  floating  fliades  of  dufky  night  defcend: 
Not  left  untold  the  lover's  tender  tale, 

Nor  unenjoy'd  the  heart-enlarging  friend. 
"  To  love  and  friendlhip  flow  the  focial  bowl ! 

To  attic  wit  and  elegance  of  mind ; 
To  all  the  native  beauties  of  the  foul, 
'    The  iimple  charms  of  truth,  and  fcnfe  refin'd  \ 
"  Then  to  explore  whatever  antient  fage 

Studious  from  nature's  early  volume  drew, 
To  trace  fweet  Fiction  through  her  golden  age, 

And  mark  how  fair  the  fun- flower,  Science, 
blew ! 
"  Haply  to  catch  fome  fpark  of  eaften  fire, 

Hefperian  fancy,  or  Aonian  eafe ; 
Some  melting  note  from  Sappho's  tender  lyre, 

Some  ftrain  that  Love  and  Phcebus  taught  to 
pleale. 
"  When  waves  the  grey  light  o'er  the  mountain's 
head, 

Then  let  me  meetthe  morn's  flrft  beauteou  s  ray: 
Carelefsly  wander  from  my  fylvan  flied, 

And  catch  the  fweet  breath  of  the  riling  day. 

"  Nor  feldom,  loit'ring  as  I  mufe  along, 

Mark  from  what  flower  the  breeze  its  fweet- 
nefs  bore  ; 
Or  liften  to  the  labour- foothing  fong 

Of  bees  that  range  the  thymy  uplands  o'er. 
u  Slow  let  me  climb  the  mountain's  airy  brow, 

The  green  height  gain'd,in  mufefulrapturelie, 
Sleep  to  the  murmur  of  the  woods  below, 

Or  look  on  nature  with  a  lovei's  eye. 
"  Delightful  hours  !  O,  thus  for  ever  flow  ; 

Led  by  fair  Fancy  round  the  varied  year: 
So  fhall  my  breaft  with  native  raptures  glow, 

Nor  feel  one  pang  from  folly,  pride,  or  fear. 

f  Firm  be  my  heart  to  Nature  and  to  Truth, 
Nor  vainly  wander  from  their  dictates  fage  ; 

So  Joy  (hall  triumph  on  the  brows  of  youth, 
So  hope  ihall  fmooth  the  dreary  paths  of  age." 


ELEGY      IV. 

Oh  !  yet,  ye  dear,  deluding  vifions,  ftay  ! 

Fond  hopes,  of  Innocence  and  Fancy  born  ! 
For  you  I'll  caft  thefe  waking  thoughts  away, 

For  one  wild  dream  of  life's  romantic  morn. 
Ah  !  no :  the  funlhine  o'er  each  object  fpread 

ByflatteringHope,the  flowers  that  blew  fo  fair ; 
Like  the  gay  gardens  of  Armida  fled, 

And  vanifti'd  from  the  powerful  rod  of  Care. 
So  the  poor  pilgrim,  who  in  rapturous  thought 

Plans  his  dear  journey  to  Loretto's  lhrine, 
Seems  on  his  way  by  guardian  feraphs  brought, 

Sees  aiding  angels  favour  his  defign. 
Ambrofial  bloflbms,  fuch  of  old  as  blew 

By  thofe  frefli  fonts  on  Eden's  happy  plain, 
And  Sharon's  rofes  all  his  paflage  ftrew: 

So  Fancy  dreams  j  but  Fancy's  dreamsarevain. 

Wafted  and  weary  on  the  mountain's  fide, 
His  way  unknown,  the  haplefs  pilgrim  lies, 

Or  takes  fome  ruthlefs  robber  for  his  guide, 
And  prone  beneath  his  cruel  fabre  dies. 

Life's  morning  landfcape  gilt  with  orient  light, 

Where  Hope  and  Joy  and  Fancy  hold  their 

reign, 

The  grove's  greenwave,the  blue  ftream  fparkling 

bright,  [wain : 

The  blythe  hours  dancing  round  Hyperion  $ 

In  radiant  colours  Youth's  free  hand  portrays, 
Then  holds  the  flattering  tablet  to  his  eye;- 

Nor  thinks  how  foon  the  vernal  grove  decays, 
Nor  fees  the  dark  cloud  gathering  o'er  theficy. 

Hence  Fancy,  conquer'd  by  the  dart  of  Pain, 
And  wandering  far  from  her  Platonic  fhade, 

Mourns  o'er  the  ruins  of  her  tranfient  reign, 
Nor  unrepining  fees  her  vifions  fade. 

Their  parent  banifli'd,  hence  her  children  fly 
The  fairy  race  that  fill'd  her  feftive  train: 

Joy  tears  his  wreath,  and  Hope  inverts  her  eye, 
And  Folly  wonders  that  her  dream  was  vain. 


§  39.     A  Letter  from  Italy  to  the  Right  Honour- 
able Charles  Lord  Halifax.    In  the  year  1 701. 

Addifon. 

While  you,  my  Lord,  the  rural  fhades  admire 
And  from  Britannia's  public  pofts  retire, 
Nor  longer,  her  ungrateful  fons  to  pleafe, 
For  their  advantage  facrifice  your  eafe  ; 
Me  into  foreign  realms  my  fate  conveys, 
Through  nations  fruitful  of  immortal  lays, 
Where  the  foft  feafon  and  inviting  clime 
Confpire  to  trouble  your  repofe  with  rhyme. 

For  wherefoe'er  I  turn  my  ravifh'd  eyes, 
Gay  gilded  fcenes  and  mining  profpe&s  rife; 
Poetic  fields  encompafs  me  around, 
And  ftill  I  (eem  to  tread  on  claflic  ground  ; 
For  here  the  Mufe  fo  oft  her  harp  has  lining, 
That  not  a  mountain  rears  its  head  unfung ; 
Renown'd  in  verfe  each  (hady  thicket  grows, 
And  ^yyry  ftream  in  heavenly  numbers  flows. 

How 
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How  am  I  pleas'd  to  fearch  the  hills  and  woods 
For  riling  fprings  and  celebrated  floods  ! 
To  view  the  Nar,  tumultuous  in  his  courfe, 
And  trace  the  imooth  Clitumnus  to  his  iburce, 
To  fee  the  Mincio  draw  his  wat'ry  ftorc 
Through  the  long  windings  of  a  fruitful  ftiore^ 
And  hoary  Albula's  infected  tide 
O'er  the  warm  ted  of  ffnoking  fulphur  glide. 

Fir'd  with  a  thoufand  raptures  I  lurvc-y 
Eridanus  through  flow'ry  meadows  itray, 
The  king  of  floods  !  that  rolling  o'er  the  plains, 
Thetow'ring  Alps  of  half  their  moiftu  re  drains, 
And,  proudly  fwoin  with  a  whole  winter's  fnows, 
Diltributes  wealth  and  plenty  where  he  flows. 

Sometimes,  milguided  by  the  tuneful  throng, 
I  look  for  ltreams  immortal iz"d  in  fong, 
That  loit  in  filence  and  oblivion  lie 
(Dumb  are  their  fountains,  and  their  channels 

drjr,) 
Yet  run  for  ever  by  the  Mufe's  (kill, 
And  in  the  fmooih  description  murmur  (till. 

Sometimes  to  gentle  Tiber  I  retire, 
And  the  fam'd  river's  empty  (liores  admire, 
That,  deftitute  of  ftrength,  derives  its  courfe 
From  thrifty  urns  and  an  unfruitful  fource  ; 
Yet,  fung  fo  often  in  poetic  lays, 
With  ("corn  the  Danube  and  the  Nile  furveys; 
So  high  the  deathlefs  mufe  exalts  her  theme ! 
Such  was  the  Boyne,  a  poor  inglorious  ftream 
That  in  Hibernian  vales  obfeurely  ftray'd, 
And  unobferv'd  in   wild  meanders  play'd, 
Till,  by  your  lines  and  Naffau's  fword  renown'd, 
Its  riling  billows  through  the  world  refound; 
Where'er  the  hero's  godlike  acts  can  pierce, 
Or  where  the  fame  of  an  immortal  verfe. 

Oh  could  the  Mufe  my  ravifh'd  breaft  infpire 


Where  the  old  Roman's  deathlefs  a&s  difplay'd 
Their  bale  degen'rate  progeny  upbraid  ; 
Whole  rivers  here  forfake  the  fields  below, 
And,  wond'ring  at  their  height,  through  airy 

channels  flow. 
Still  to  new  fcenes  my  wand'ring  Mufe  retires, 
And  the  dumb  (how  of  breathing  rocks  admires  ; 
Where  the  fmooth  chifel  all  its  force  has  (hewn, 
And  (often 'cl  into  flefh  the  rugged  (tone. 
In  folemn  filence,  a  majeftic  band, 
Heroes,  and  gods,  and  Roman  confuls,  ftand; 
Stern  tyrants,  whom  their  cruelties  renown, 
And  emperors,  in  Parian  marble  frown; 
While  the  bright  dames,  to  whom  they  humbly 

fired, 
Still  (hew  the  charms  that  their  proud  hearts 

fubdued. 
Fain  would  I  Raphael's  godlike  art  rehearfe, 
And  (hew  th'  immortal  labours  ?n  my  verfe, 
Where,  from  the  mingled  ftrength  of  (hade  and 

light, 
A  new  creation  rifes  to  my  fight  j 
Such  heavenly  figures  from  his  pencil  flow, 
So  warm  with  life  his  blended  colours  glow, 
From  theme  to  theme  with  fee  ret  pleaiures  toft, 
Arnidit  the  foft  variety  I'm  loft. 
j  Here  plealing  airs  my  ravifh'd  lbul  confound 
'With  circling  notes  and  labyrinths  of  found  j 
Here  domes  and  temples  rife  in  diftant  views, 
And  op'ning  palaces  invite  my  Mufe. 

How  has  kind  Heaven  adorn'd  the  happy  land, 
And  fcatter'd  blelhngs  with  a  watleful  hand ! 
|  But  what  avail  her  unexhaufted  ftores, 
j  Her  blooming  mountains,  and  her  funny  fhores, 
j  With  all  the  gifts  that  heaven  and  earth  impart, 
I  The  (miles  of  nature  and  the  charms  of  art, 


With  warmth  like  yours,  and  raife  an  eqral  fire..  While  proud  Oppreffion  in  her  valleys  reigns, 
Unnumber'd  beauties  in  my  verfe  (houid  fhine, !  And  Tyranny  ufurps  her  happy  plains  r 
And  Virgil's  Italy  mould  yield  to  mine  !  j  The  poor  inhabitant  beholds  in  vain 

See  how  the  golden  groves  around  me  fmile,        The  redd'ning  orange  and  the  fweiling  grain; 
That  fhun  the  coaft  of  Britain's  ftormy  ifle,         Joyleis  he  fees  the  growing  oils  and  wines, 
Or,  when  tranfplanted  and  preferv'd  with  care,  And  in  the  myrtie's  fragrant  (hade  repines  j 
Curie  the  cold  clime,  and  ftarve  in  northern  air.  Starves,  in  the  midft  of  nature's  bounty  curft, 
Here  kindly  warmth  their  mountain  juice  fer-  And  in  the  loaded  vineyard  dies  for  third, 
ments  jOh  Liberty,  thou  goddefs  heavenly  bright, 

To  nobler  taftes,  and  more  exalted  fcents  ;  '  Profufe  of  blifs,  and  pregnant  with  delight ! 

E'en  the  rough  rocks  with  tender  myrtle  bloom,  Eternal  pleaiures  in  thy  prelence  reign, 
And  trodden  weeds  fend  out  a  rich  perfume.     \  And  (ratting  Plenty  leads  the  wanton  train  5 


Bear  me,  fome  God,  to  Baia's  gentle  feats ; 
Or  cover  me  in  Umbria's  green  retreats ; 
Where  weitern  gales  eternally  relide, 
And  all  the  feafons  lavifh  all  their  pride  j 
Blolibms,  and  fruits,  and  flow'rs  together  rife, 
And  the  whole  year  in  gay  confulion  lies. 

Immortal  glories  in  my  mind  revive, 
And  in  my  foul  a  thoufand  paffions  drive, 
When  Rome's  exalted  beauties  I  defcry 
Magnificent  in  piles  of  ruin  lie. 
An  amphitheatre's  amazing  height 
Hire  fills  my  eye  with  terror  and  delight, 
Tiiat  on  its  public  (hows  unpeopled  Rome, 
And  held  uncrowded  nations  in  its  womb; 
He -e  pillars  rough  with  fculpture  pierce  thefkies; 
And  here  the  proud  triumphal  arches  rife, 


Eas'd  of  her  load,  Subjection  grows  more  light. 
And  Kve-ty  looks  cheerful  in  thy  light ; 
Thou  mak'lt  the  gloomy  face  of  Nature  gay, 
Giv'ft  beauty  to  the  Sun,  and  pleafureto  the  Day. 
Thee,  goddefs,   thee  Britannia's  ille  adores  j 
How  has  (lie  oft  exhaufted  all  her  ftores, 
How  oft,  in  fields  of  death,  thy  prefence  fought, 
Nor  thinks  the  mighty  prize  too  dearly  bought? 
On  foreign  mountains  may  the  fan  refine 
The  grape's  foft  juice,  and  meliow  it  to  wine  j 
With  citron  groves  adorn  a  diftant  foil, 
And  the  fat  olive  fwell  with  Hoods  of  oil ; 
We  envy  not  the  warmer  clime,  that  lies 
In  ten  degrees  of  more  indulgent  fides; 
Nor  at  the  ccarfenefs  of  our  he- ven  repine, 
Tho'  o'er  our  beads  the  frozen  Pleiads  {bine: 

'tis 
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Aufonia's  ftates,  the  viclor  to  reftrain, 
Oppos'd  their  Alps  and  Appenines  in  Vain, 
Nor  found   themielves,  with  ftrength  of  rocki 

immur'd, 
Behind  their  everlafting  hills  fecur'd  ; 
The  riling  Danube  its  long  race  began, 
And  half  its  courje  thro'  thenew  conqueih  ran; 
Amaz'd,  and  anxious  for  her  ibv  Yeigns'  fates, 
£ermania  trembled  through  a  hundred  ftates } 
Great  Leopold  himfelf  was  feiz'd  with  fear; 
He  gaz'd  around,  but  faw  no  fuccour  near; 
(He  gaz'd,  and  half  abandon'd  to  defpair 
[  His  hopes  on  Heaven,  and  confidence  in  pray'r; 
J     To  Britain's  queen  the  nations  turn  their  eyes; 
On  her  refblvcs  the  weftern  world  relies  ;   ' 
Confiding  ftflh  amidft  ita  dire  alarms, 
In  Anna's  councils,  and  in  Churchill's  arms. 
Thrice  happy  Britain,  from  the  kingdoms  rent, 
To  fit  the  guardian  of  the  continent ! 
That  fees  her  braveft  fon  advane'd  fo  high, 
And  flourifhing  fo  near  her  prince's  eye; 
Thy  fav'rites  grow  not  up  by  fortune's  fporti 
Or  from  the  crimes  or  follies  of  a  court 
On  the  firm  bafis  of  defert  they  rife, 
From  long  tried  faith,  and  friendship's  holy  ties* 
Their  fovereign's  well-diftinguifhed  fmiles  the^ 

fliare  ; 
Her  ornaments  in  peace,  her  ftrength  in  war; 
The  nation  thanks  them  with  a  public  voice  ; 
By  fliow'rs  of  bleilings  Heaven  approves  their 
Envy  itfelf  is  dumb,  in  wonder  loft,     [choice  ' 
And  factions  ftrive  who  mail  applaud  them  moil, 

Soon  as  foft  vernal  breezes  warm  the  iky  ; 
Britannia's  colours  in  the  zephyrs  fly  ; 
Her  chief  already  has  his  march  begun, 
Crofting  the  provinces  himfelf  had  ivori, 
Till  the  Mofelle,  appearing  from  afar, 
Retards  the  progrefs  of  the  moving  war. 
Delightful  itream,  had  nature  Hid  her  fall 
In  diftant  climes  far  from  the  perjur'd  Gaul.  5 
But  now  a  purchafe  to  the  fword  fhe  lies, 
"  laboreacpericulo,  bclla  gerat  pro  libertate  aliorum.  Her  harvefts  for  uncertain  owners  rife, 
61  Nee  hoc  finitimis,ampi-opinquae  vicinkatis  homi-jEach  vineyard  doubtful  of  its  mafter  grows, 
•*  nibus,  autterris  continent  jundis  prjeftet.  Maria  And  to  the  viclor's  bowl  each  vintage  flows, 
«  trajiciat:  ne  ouod  totoorbeterrarum  injuftum  im- jThe  difcontented  fliades  of  llaughter'd  holts 
*  pcrium  fit,et_ubiquejus,  fas,lcx:potentiirimafint."  jThat  wan(ierM  on  the  banks,  her  heroes  ghoftsi 

Hop'd,  when  they  faw  Britannia's  arms  appear; 


*Tis  Liberty  that  crowns  Britannia's  ifle, 
And   makes   her  barren  rocks  and   her  bleak 
mountains  fmile. 

Others  with  tow'ring  piles  may  pleafe  the  fight, 
And  in  their  proud  afpiring  domes  delight; 
A  nicer  touch  to  the  ftretch'd  canvafs  give; 
Or  teach  their  animated  rocks  to  live; 
""Tis  Britain's  care  to  watch  o'er  Europe's  fate; 
And  hold  in  balance  each  contending  ftate; 
To  threaten  bold  prefumptuous  kings  with  war, 
And  anfwer  her  afflicted  neighbour's  pray'r. 
The  Dane  and  Swede,  rous'd  up  by  fierce  alarms, 
Blefs  the  wife  conduit  of  her  pious  arms  ; 
Soon  as  her  fleets  appear,  their  terrors  ceafe, 
And  all  the  northern  world  lies  hufti'din  peace. 

Th'ambitious  Gaul  beholds, with  fecret  dread, 
Her  thunder  aim'd  at  his  afpiring  head, 
And  fain  her  godlike  ions  would  difunite 
By  foreign  gold,  or  by  domeftic  fpite  ; 
But  drives  in  vain  to  conquer  or  divide, 
Whom  Naflau's  arms  defend  and  counfels  guide. 
Fir'd  with  the  name  which  I  fo  oft  have  found 
The  diftant  climes  and  dirPrent  tongues  refound, 
I  bridle  in  my  ftrugglingMufe  with  pain, 
That  longs  to  launch  into  a  bolder  ftrain. 

But  I've  already  troubled  you  too  long, 
Nor  dare  attempt  a  more  advent'rous  fong. 
My  humble  verfe  demands  a  fofter  theme, 
A  painted  meadow,  or  a  purling  ftream; 
Unfit  for  heroes  ;  whom  immortal  lays, 
And  lines  like  Virgil's  orlikeyours,iliouldpraife0 


§  40.     The  Campaign.     Addifon. 

fo  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Marlborough .    1705. 

Rhani  pacator  et  Iftri 

Omnis  in  hoc  uno  variis  difcordia  cefiit 
Ordini.bes ;  laetatur  eques,  plauditque  fenator, 
Votaque  patricio  certant  plebeia  favori." 

Claud,  de  Laud.  Stilic. 
ElTe  ali^uam  in  tenis  gentem  quje  fua  impenfa,   fuo 


Liv.  H  if.  lib.  33 

While  crowds  of  princes  your  deferts  pro- 
claim, 
Proud  in  their  number  to  enrol  your  name  j 
While  emperors  to  you  commit  their  caufe, 
And  Anna's  praifes  crown  the  vail  applaufe: 
Accept,  great  leader,  what  themufe  recites, 
That  in  ambitious  verfe  attempts  your  fights. 
Fir'd  and  tranfported  with  a  theme  fo  new, 
Tenthoufand  wonders  op'ning  to  my  view 
Shine  forth  at  once;  fieges  and  ftonns  appear, 
And  wars  and  conqueftsfill  the  important  year; 
Rivers  of  blood  I  fee,  and  hills  of  ilain, 
An  Iliad  riling  out  of  one  campaign. 

The  haughty  Gaul  beheld,withtow'ringpride, 
His  ancient  bounds  enlarg'd  on  ev'ry  fide; 
Pv*rene'3  lofty  barriers  were  fubdued, 
And  in  the  midit  of  his  wide  empire  flood ; 


The  vengeance  due  to  their  great  death  was  near. 

Our  Godlike  leader,  ere  the  ftream  he  pafs'd. 
The  mighty  fcheme  of  all  his  labours  caft. 
Forming  the  wondrous  year  within  his  thought, 
His  bofbm  glow'd  with  battles  yet  unfought. 
The  long  laborious  march  he  firft  furveys, 
And  joins  the  diftant  Danube  to  the  Maefe; 
Between  whole  floods  fuch  pathlefs  forefts  growj 
Such  mountains  rife,  fo  many  rivers  flow* 
The  toil  looks  lovely  in  the  hero's  eyes; 
And  danger  ferves  but  to  enhance  the  prize. 

Big  with  the  fate  of  Europe,  he  renews 
His  dreadful  courfe,  and  the  proud  foe  purfues! 
Infe6led  by  the  burning  fcorpion's  heat, 
Thefultry  gales  round  his  chaf'd  temples  beat, 
Till  on  the  borders  of  tie  Maine  he  finds 
Defenlivc  fhadows,  and  rcfrelhing  winds. 

Our 
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four  Britifli  youth,  with  in-horn  freed  jm  bold,  I  Tbicfc'ningrtbeir ranks,  and  wedg'din  nrm  v.rrzf 
Unnumber'd  fcenes  of  fcrvitude  behold)  clofe  compacted  Britons  win  their  wav- 

Nations  of  ilaves,  with  tyranny  debas'di  In  vain  the  cannon  their  t  c'd 

(Their  Maker's  image  more  If  defaced)   With  tracks  of  death)  and  laid  the  battle  waftet 

Hourly  inftructed,  as  t  i;e  their  toil,  I Still  forward  to  the  fight,  they  broke 

To  prize  their  Oueen,  and  ioveth  flames  o(  fulphur  and  a  night  of  fmoke, 


Still  to  the  riling  fun  they  take  their 
Thro' clouds  of  dull,  and  gain  upon  the  day. 
When  now  the  Ncckar  on  its  friendly  coaft 


Till  llaughter'd  legions  nil'd  the  trench  below, 
And  bore  t::eir  fierce  avengers  to  the  foe. 
High  on  the  works  the  mingling  boils  engage, 


With  cc              earns  revives  the  fainting  boft,  The  battle,  kindled  into  ten-fold  rage, 

That  cheerfully  his  labours  p               is,  h  fhowVs  of  bullets,  and  with  florms  of  fire, 

The  mid-night  watches,  and  the  noon-day  heats,  j  Burns  in  full  fury;  beeps  on  heaps  expire  5 

O'er  proftrate  towns  and  palaces  they  pa  ion's  with  nations  mix'd  confus"dlv  die, 

(Now  covered  o\                        .and  hid  in  grafs)  And  loft  in  one  prcmiicuous  carnage  lie. 

Breathing  re^en                                           lain  How  many  gen'reus  Britons  meet  their  doom, 

Fire  evYy  brenft,  and  boil  in  ev'rv  rein.  roes  in  their  bloom  1 

Here  (harter'd  w:  •  heir  native  i;. 

Rife  Up  in  hideous  view,  thegmlt  of  war ;  To  marc                |              never  march'd  before 

Whilft  here  the  vine  o*er  atal  Iove  of  fame  '  oh  glorious  heat, 

Jndurtrious  to  conceal  great  Bou  .  i) 

At  length  the  fame  oi             nd's  hen  r  fuch  toils  oorcome,  fuch  dangers  pair, 

Eugenic-  to  the  glorious  in  '■  Stretch'd  on  Bavarian  ramparts, breathe  the' 

Great  fouls  by  mftinei  tc  .                  :,  may  no  complaints  . 

rbiotthc  /u  an  ungrateful  tear  •. 

Afuddc                     .   while  wirh  i  Marl&Yo'  lives,  Britannia Vftars  difjje 

I  leymeetei  .  tight,                   in  innocence : 

P.  ii(h"d  in  courts,  and  harde                         Id,  as  of  blood  hi 

Renown 'd  for  conqueft,  and  in  Connci  .ere'er  his  friends  retire,  or  foes  fucceed  3 


Tf.eir  courage  dwells  not  in  a  tro  iod 

Of  mounting  fpirits,  and  fermenting  blood  j 
Lodg'd  in  the  foul,  with  virtue  over-ru'fd, 
Inflam'd  by  rcafon,  and  by  reafon  coord, 
In  hours  of  peace  ~o  be  unknown, 

And  only  in  the  field 

To  fouls  like  thefe,  ill  in'd. 

Heaven  dares  entnift  the  .  nan  kind. 

-    Britannia's  graceful  Tons  appear  in  arms, 
Her  harafVd  troops  the  hero's  pretence  warms; 
Whilft  the  high  hills  arid  rivers  all  around 
Withthund'ring  peals  of  Britifli  (bouts  refound: 
Doubling  their  ijp^ed,  they  march  .  h.  de- 

'liirht, 


Eager  for  glory,  and  require  the  fight. 


Thofe  he  fttpports,  thefe  drives  to  fudd- 
And  turns  the  various  fortune  of  t: 

Forbear,  great  man ,  renown'd  in  arms,  forbear 
To  brave  the  rhickeir.  terrors  of  the  war  ; 
Nor  hazard  thus,  comus'd  in  crowds  of  fc£s> 
Britannia's  fife ty,  and  the  world's  repofe  j 
Let  nations  anxious  for  thy  life  abate 
i  his  fcorn  of  danger  and  contempt  of  fate  : 
TCiofl  HvYt  not  for  thyfelf;  thy  Queen  : 
[tteft  and  peace  from  thy  \ 

lorns  and  empires  in  thy  fortune  join, 
And  Europe's  delliny  depends  on  thine. 

length  the  iong-difputed  pafs  they  rain, 
By  c  armies  fortified  in  vain  ; 


The  war  breaks  in,  the  fierce  Bavarians  yield. 


But  when  thefcent  comer,  warm  in  ev'rv  breeze,  f  But  if  the  rafting  wave  a  paffage  find?,  [i 
Fir'd  at  the  near  approach,  he  (hoots  away  j  Enrag'd  by  wat'ry  moons,  an'd°warring  wj 

Onjiis  full  ftretch,  and  bears  upon  his  prey.       j  The  trembling  pea&nt  fees  his  count. 


Threatening  deftrtt&kmj  rows  of  hollow  brafs,     Till  the  dark  cope  of  night  with 'kind  em'- 
Tube  behind  tube,  the  dreadful  entrance  keep,  {  Befriends  the  rout,  and  covers  their  di/gi 
Whilft  in  their  wombs  ten  thouiarid  thunders!      To Donavert,  with  un  refilled  fores, 

fleep.   ...  [fight  i  The  gay  victorious  army  bends  its  couffe- 


And  faintly  fcatter'd  the  remains  of  day  :  e  food  of  armies  and  fupport  of  w 

Ev'ning  approaclfd  ;  but  oh  what  hods  of  foe-   With  magazines  0/ death,  deftruetive  1 
Were  never  to  heboid  that  ev'ning  dole  !  I  And  cannon  doom  d  to  batter  landau 'i  w; 

J        ii  b  -.  1  j 
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The  victor  finds  each  hidden  cavern  (for'd, 
And  turns  their  fury  on  their  guilty  lord. 

Deluded  prince  !  how  is  thy  greatnefs  cr©fs*d3 
And  all  the  gaudy  dream  of  empire  loft, 
That  proudly  fct  Vhee  on  a  fancied  throne, 
And  made  imaginary  realms  thy  own  ! 
Thy  troops,  that  now  behind  the  Danube  join, 
Shall  fliortly  feek  for  (belter  from  the  Rhine, 
Nor  find  it  there!   Surrounded  with  alarms  5 
Thou  hon'lt  th'  afiiftance  of  the  Gallic  arms  ; 
The  Gallic  arms  in  iafety  (hall  advance,  [France- 
And  crowd  thy  ftandards   with  the  pow'r  of 
While,  to  exalt  thy  doom,  th*  af  piling  Gaul 
Shares  thy  deftruction,  and  adorns  thy. fall. 

Unbounded  courage  and  companion  join'd, 
Temp'ring  each  other  in  the  victor's  mind, 
Alternately  proclaim  him  good  and  great, 
And  make  the  Hero  and  the  Man  complete. 
.Long  did  he  ftrive  th*  obdurate  foe  to  gain 
jRy  proffer'd  grace,  but  long  he  ftrove  in  vain; 
Till,  fir'd  at  length,  he  thinks  it  vain  to  fpare 
His  rifing  wrath,  and  gives  a  loofe  to  war. 
In  vengeance  rous'd,  the  foldier  fills  his  hand 
With  fword  and  fire,  and  ravages  the  land  } 
A  thoufand  villages  to  afhes  turns, 
In  crackling  flames  a  thoufand  harvefts  burns. 
To  the  thick  woods  the  woolly  flocks  retreat, 
And  rnix'd  with  bellowingherdsconfus'dly  bleat, 
Their  tremblinglords  the  commonfhadepartake, 
And  cries  of  infants  found  in  ev'ry  brake  : 
The  limning  foldier  fix'd  in  forrow  fiands, 
.Loth  to  obey  his  leader's  jult  commands  ) 
The  leader  grieves,  by  gen'rous  pity  fvvay'd, 
To  fee  his  jiift  commands  fo  well  ohey'd. 

But  now  the  trumpet,  terrible  from  far, 
In  ihriller  clangors  animates  the  war; 
Confed'rate  drums  in  fuller  concert  beat, 
And  echoing  hills  the  loud  alarm  repeat : 
Gallia's  proud  ftandards,  to  Bavaria's  join'd, 
Unfurl  their  gilded  lilies  in  the  wind  ; 
The  daring  prince  his  blafted  hopes  renews, 
And,  while  the  thick  embattled  boil  he  views 
■Stretch'd  out  in  deep  array,  and  dreadful  length, 
His  heart  dilates,  and  glories  in  his  ftrength. 

The  fatal  day  its  mighty  courie  began, 
That  the  griev'd  world  had  long  defir'd  in  vain; 
States  that  their  new  captivity  bemoan'd, 
Armies  of  martyrs  that  in  exile  groan 'd, 
Sighs  from  the  depth  of  gloomy  dungeons  heard, 
And  pray'rs  inbitternefs  of  foul  preferred, 
Europe's  loud  cries,  that  Providence  aifail'd, 
And  Anna's  ardent  vow;,  at  length  prevailed : 
The  day  was  come  whenHeav'ndefignM  to  ihew 
His  care  and  conduct,  of  the  world  below. 

Behold  in  awfpl  march  and  dread  array 
The  long  extended  fquadrons  fhape  their  way! 
Death,  in  approaching  terrible,  imparts 
An  anxious  horror  to  the  braveft  heart; ; 
Yet  do  their  beating  breafts  demand  the  ft  rife, 
And  thiril  of  glory  quells  the  love  of  life. 
Ko  vulgar  fears  can  Britifh  minds  controulx 
Heat  of  revenge  and  noble  pride  of  foul 
O'erlook'd  the  foe,  advantag'd  by  his  poft, 
Le/ren  his  numbers,  and  contract  his  hoft  ; 


Though  fens  and  Hoods  pofTefs  the  middle  fpace; 
That  unprovok'd  they  would  have  R-ar'd  to  pal?, 
Nor  fens  nor  floods  can  flop  Britannia's  bands, 
When  herproudfoe  rang'd  ontheirbordersftands. 

But  oh,  ray  Mil  fe,  what  numbers  wilt  thoufind 
To  ling  the  furious  troops  in  battle  join'd  ! 
Methinks  I  bear  the  drum'*  tumultuous  found 
The  victor's  fhouts  and  dying  groans  confound, 
The  dreadful  burft  of  cannon  rend  the  ikies, 
And  all  the  thunder  of  the  battle  rife.  [provM, 
'Twas  then    great  Marlb'io's  mighty  foul  was 
That,  in  the  fhock  of  charging  bolls  unmov'd, 
Amidft  confufion,  horror,  and  defpair, 
•Examin'd  all  the  dreadful  fcenes  of  war: 
In  peaceful  thought  the  field  of  death  furvey'd, 
To  fainting  fquadrons  fent  the  timely  aid, 
Infpir'd  repuls'd  battalions  to  engage, 
And  taught  the  doubtful  battle  where  to  rage. 
So  when  an  angel  by  divine  command 
With  rifing  tempefts  makes  a  guilty  land, 
Such  as  of  late  o'er  pale  Britannia  pafs'd, 
Calm  and  ferene  he  drives  the  furious  blaft  ; 
And,  pleased  th'  Almighty's  orders  to  perform, 
Rides  in  the  whirlwind,  and  directs  the  ftorm. 

But  fee  the  haughtyhoufehold-troopsad  vance ! 
The  dread  of  Europe,  and  the  pride  of  France. 
The  war's  whole  art  each  private  foldier  knows, 
And  with  a  general's  love  of  conqueft  glows  j 
Proudly  he  marches  on,  and  void  of  fear 
Laughs  at  the  fhaking  of  the  Britifh  fpe;.r  : 
Vain  infolence  !  with  native  freedom  brave, 
The  meaneft  Briton  (boras  the  highefl  flave  j 
Contempt  and  fury  fire  their  fouls  by  turns, 
Each  nation's  glory  in  each  warrior  burns; 
Each  fights,  as  in  his  arm  th'  important  day 
And  ^11  the  fate  of  his  great  monarch  lay  : 
A.  thoufand  glorious  actions,  that  might  claim 
Triumphant  laurels,  and  immortal  fame, 
C'onfus'd  in  crowds  of  glorious  actions  lie, 
And  troops  of  heroes  undiftinguifhed  die. 
()  Dormer,   how  can  I  behold  thy  fate, 
And  not  the  wonders  of  thy  youth  relate  ! 
How  can  I  fee  the  gay,  the  brave,  the  young, 
Fall  in  the  cloud  of  war,  and  lie  unfung  ! 
In  joys  of  conqueft  he  refigns  his  breath, 
And,  fill'd  with  England's  glory,fmiles  in  death. 

The  rout  begins,  Hie  Gallic  fquadrons  run  ; 
CompeH'd  in  crowds  to  meet  the  fate  they  Ihun, 
Thoufamis  of  fiery  Heeds  withwoundstransfix'd, 
Floating  in  gore,  with  their  dead  matters  mix'd, 
'Midit  iicapsoffpearsandftandardsdriv'n  around, 
Lie  in  the  Danube's  bloodywhirlpools  drown'd. 
Troopsofboldyouths,bornon  the  diftant  Soane, 
Or  founding  borders  of  the  rapid  Rhone, 
Or  where  the  Seine  her  flowYy  fields  divides, 
Orwhcre  theLoire  thro' winding vinevardsglides, 
In  heaps  the  rolling  billows  fweep  away,    [vcy. 
And  into  Scythian  fcas  their  bloated  corps  con- 
From   Blenheim's   tow'rs,  the  Gatil  with  wild 
Beholds  the  various  havoc  of  the  fight;  [affright 
His  waving  banners,  that  (b  oft  had  fcood 
Planted  in  fields  of  death  and  ftreams  of  blood, 
So  wont  the  guarded  enemy  to  reach, 
And  rife  triumphant  in  the  fatal  breach, 

Of 
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Or  pierce  the  broken  foe's  remoteft  lines, 
The  hardy  veteran  with  tears  refigns. 

Unfortunate  Tallard  !   Oh,  who  can  name 
The  nangs  of  rage,  of  forrow  and  of  fhame, 
That  with  mix'd  tumult  in  thy  boibm.  fwell'd, 
When  ririt   thou  faw'lt  thy  braveit  troops  re- 
pelled, 
Thine  only  lbn  pierc'd  with  a  deadly  wound, 
Clrok'd  in  his  blood,  andgafping  on  the  ground ; 
Thyfelf  in  bondage  by  the  victor  kept ! 


No  toils  are  painful  that  can  danger  (hew, 
No  climes  unlovely  that  contain  a  foe. 

The  roving  Gaul,to  his  own  bounds  reftrain'd, 
Learns  to  encamp  within  his  native  land : 
But,  foon  as  the  victorious  holt  he  fpies, 
From  hill  to  hill,  from  ftream  to  llream  he  flies, 
Such  dire  imprelTions  in  his  heart  remain 
Of  Marlborough's  ("word,  and  Hochftet's  fatal 

plain  : 
In  vain  Britannia's  mighty  chief  befets 
Their  (hady  coverts  and  obfcure  retreats  j 


The  chief,  the  father,  and  the  captive  wept 

An  Englilh  Mufe  is  touch'd  with  generous  woe,  They  fly  the  conqueror's  approaching  fame, 
And  in  th'  unhappy  man  forgets  the  foe  !  (That  bears  the  force  of  armies  in  his  name. 

Greatly  diftrefs'd,  thy  loud  complaints  forbear,  I    Auftria's  young  monarch,  whole  imperial  fway 
Blame  not  the  turns  of  fate,  and  chance  of  war;!  Sceptres  and  thrones  are  deftin'd  to  obey, 


Give  thy  brave  foes  their  due,  nor  blufh  to  own 
The  fatal  field  by  fuch  great  leaders  won, 
The  field  whence  fam'd  Eugenio  bore  away 
Only  the  fecond  honours  of  the  day.  [fell 

With  floods  of  gore  that  from  the  vanquifh'd  j  What  tides  ot  glory  to  his  bofom  ran, 
The  marfhes  ftagnate,  and  the  rivers  fwell.         J  Clafp'd  in  the  embraces  of  the  godlike  man  ! 
Mountains  of  Ham  lie  heap'd  upon  the  ground,  How  were  his  eyes  with  pleafing  wonder  fix'd 
Or  'midft  the  roarings  of  the  Danube  drown'd;jTo  fee  fuch  fire  withfo  much  fweetnefs  mix'd, 


Whofe  boafted  anceftry  fo  high  extends 
That  in  the  Pagan  gods  his  lineage  ends, 
Comes  from  afar,  in  gratitude  to  own 
The  great  fupporter  of  his  father's  throne  : 


Whole  captive  holts  the  conqueror  detains 
In  painful  bondage,  and  inglorious  chains  j 
Ev'n  fhofe  who  'fcape  the  fetters  and  the  fword, 
Norfeek  the  fortunes  of  a  happier  lord, 
Theij  raging  King  dilhonours,  to  complete 
Marlborough's  great  work,  and  finifh  the  defeat 


Such  eafy  greatnefs,  fuch  a  graceful  port, 
So  turn'd  and  finifh'd  for  the  camp  or  court ! 
Achilles  thus  was  form'd  with  ev'ry  grace, 
And  Nireus  fhone  but  in  the  fecond  place  j 
Thus  the  great  father  of  Almighty  Rome 
(Divinely  flufh'd  with  an  immortal  bloom 


From  Memminghen's  high  domes,  and  Aug- '  That  Cytherea's  fragrant  breath  beftow'd) 


fburg's  walls, 
The  ditlant  battle  drives  th'  infulting  Gauls  j 
Fteed  by  the  terror  of  the  victor's  name, 
The  reicued  ftates  his  great  protection  claim; 


In  all  the  charms  of  his  bright  mother  glow'd. 
The  royal  youth,  by  Marlborough's  prefence 
charm'd, 
Taught  by  his  counfels,  by  his  actions  warm'd, 


Whillt  Uim  th'  approach  of  her  deliverer  waits, ,  On  Landau  with  redoubled  fury  falls, 


And  longs  to  open  her  obfequious  gates. 

The  hero's  breait  Hill  fwell  s  with  great  defigns, 
In  ev'ry  thought  the  tow'ring  genius  mines  : 
If  to  the  foe  his  dreadful  courle  he  bends 
O'er  the  wide  continent  his  march  extends; 
If  lieges  in  his  labouring  thoughts  are  form'd, 
Camps  are  aflaulted,  and  an  army  ltorm'd ; 
If  to  the  fight  his  active  ibul  is  bent, 
The  fate  of  Europe  turns  on  its  event. 
What  diilant  land,  what  region,  can  afford 
An  action  worthy  his  victorious  fword  ? 
Where  will  he  next  the  flying  Gaul  defeat, 
To  make  the  feries  of  his  toils  complete  ? 


Difcharges  all  its  thunder  on  his  frails ; 

O'er  mines  and  caves  of  death  provokes  the  fight, 

And  learns  to  conquer  in  the  hero's  fight. 

The  Britilh  chief  for  mighty  toils  renown 'd, 
Increas'd  in  titles,  and  with  conquefts  crown'd, 
To  Belgian-  coafts  his  tedious  march  renews, 
I  And  the  long  windings  of  the  Rhine  puriues, 
1  Clearing  its  borders  from  ufurping  foes, 
And  bleit  by  refcued  nations  as  he  goes. 
J  Treves  fears  no  more,  freed  from  its  dire  alarms  5 
And  Traerbach  feels  the  terror  of  his  arms  : 
Seated  on  rocks  her  proud  foundations  fhake, 
While  Marlborough  prefFes  to  the  bold  attack, 


Where  the  fwoln  Rhine  rufliing  with  all  its  [Plants  all  his  batt"ries,bids  his  cannon  roar, 
Divides  the  holtile  nations  in  its  courfe,   [force  And  (hews  how  Landau  mighthave  falrnbefore. 
While  each  contracts  its  bounds,or  wider  grows,  Scar'd  at  his  near  app roach. ,  great  Louis  fears 
Enlarg'd  or  flraighten'd  as  the  river  flows, 
On  Gallia's  fide  a  mighty  bulwark  Hands, 
That  all  the  wide  extended  plain  commands; 


Vengeance  referv'd  for  his  declining  years, 
Forgets  his'thirft  of  imiverfal  fway, 
And  fcarce  can  teach  his  fubjects  to  obey ; 
Twice,  iince  the  war  was  kindled,  has  it  tried  His  arms  he  finds  on  vain  attempts  employ'd, 
The  victor's  rage,  and  twice  has  chang'd  its  fide ;  1  Th'  ambitious  projects  for  his  race  deilroy'd, 
As  oft  whole  armies,  with  the  prize  o'erjoy'd,     The  works  of  ages  funk  in  one  campaign, 


Have  the  long  fummer  on  its  walls  employ'd. 
Hither  our  mighty  chief  his  arms  directs, 
Hence  future  triumphs  from  the  war  expects; 
And  though  the  dog-liar  had  its  courle  begun, 
Carries  his  arms  Hill  nearer  to  the  fun : 
Fix'd  on  the  glorious  action  he  forgets 
The  change  of  fealbns,  and  Lncreafe  of  h§at» ; 


And  lives  of  millions  facrirlc'd  in  vain. 

Such  are  th'  effects  of  Anna's  royal  cares ; 
By  her,  Britannia,  great  in  foreign  wars, 
Ranges  thro'  nations,  wherefoe'er  disjoin'd, 
Without  the  wonted  aid  of  fea  and  wind. 
By  her  the  unfetter'd  liter's  ftates  are  free, 
A*nd  tafte  the  fwects  of  Englifh  liberty  •. 

B  b  2  But 
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But  who-can  tell  the  joys  of  thofe  that  lie 
Beneath  the  conftant  influence  of  her  eye  \ 
Whild  in  diftufive  fhow'rs  her  bounties  fail 
Like  Heaven's  indulgence,  and  defcend  on  allj 
Secure  the  happy,  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd, 
Makeev'ryfubjectglad,anda  whole  people  bleft. 
.    Thus  would  I  fain  Britannia's  wars  rehearfe, 
In  the  fmooth  records  of  a  faithful  verfe; 
That,  if  fuch  numbers  can  o'er  time  prevail, 
May  tell  pofterity  the  wond'rous  tale. 
When  actions,  unadorn'd,  are  faint  and  weak, 
Cities  and  countries  muft  be  taught  to  fpeak  ; 
Gods  may  defcend  in  fictions  from  the  fkies, 
And  rivers  from  their  oozy  beds  arife ; 
Fiction  may  deck  the  truth  with  fpurious  rays, 
And  round  the  hero  call  a  borrow'd  blaze  : 
Marlborough's  exploits  appear  divinely  bright, 
And  proudly  fhine  in  their  own  native  light; 
Rais'd  of  themfelves,  their  genuine  charms  they 
boaft ;  [molt. 

And  thole  who  paint  them  trueft,  praife  them 


Book  It. 


§  41.     An  Allegory  en  Man.     ParnelL 

A  thoughtful  being,  long  and  fpare, 
Our  race  of  mortals  call  him  Care, 
(Were  Homer  living,  well  he  knew 
What  name  the  gods  have  call'd  him  to©)  ; 
With  fine  mechanic  genius  wrought, 
And  Iov'd  to  work,  though  no  one  bought. 
This  being,  by  a  model  bred 
In  Joves's  eternal  fable  head, 
Contrived  a  lhape  empowered  to  breathe, 
And  be  the  worldling  here  beneath. 

The  man  rofe  flaring,  like  a  fiake, 
Wondering  to  fee  himielf  awake  ! 
Then  look'd  fo  wife,  before  he  knew 
The  bufinefs  he  was  made  to  do, 
That,  pleas'd  to  fee  with  what  a  grace 
He  gravely  fhew'd  his  forward  face, 
Jove  talk'd  of  breeding  him  on  high, 
An  under-fomething  of  the  fky. 

But  ere  he  gave  the  mighty  nod, 
Whichever  binds  a  poet's  god 
(For  which  his  curls  ambrofial  fhake, 
And  mother  Earth's  obligee!  to  qnake)$ 
He  f.iw        mother  Earth  arife  ; 
She  ftoo    confefs*d  oefore  his  eyes  ; 
But  not  with  what  we  read  fhe  wore  j 
*A  caftle  for  a  crown  before, 
Kor  with  long  ftreets  and  longer  roads 
Dangling  behind  her,  like  commodes  : 
As  yet  with  wreaths  alone  (lie  drefs'd, 
And  traii'd  a  landicape-painted  veil. 
Then  fchrice  fhe  rais'd,  as  Ovid  find, 
And  th-ice  fhe  bow'd  her  weighty  head. 

Her  honours  made— Great  Jove,  fhe  cried, 
This  thing  was  fafhion'd  from  my  fide: 
His  hands,  his  heart,  his  head  are  mine  ; 
Then  what  liaft  thou  to  call  him  thine  ? 

Nay,  rather  afk,  the  Monarch  faid, 
W  ;  .  boots  his  hand,  bis  heart,  his  head, 
W  "e  v  hat  I  gave  remov'd  aw  \y  : 
Thy  part's  an  idle  fhape  of  clay. 
2 


Halves, more  than  halves !  cried  honefl  Care, 
Your  pleas  would  make  your  titles  fair  ; 
You  claim  ti\e  body,  }rou  the  foul, 
But  I,  who  join'dthem,  claim  the  whole* 

Thus  with  the  gods  debate  began, 
On  fuch  a  trivial  caufe  as  man. 
And  can  celeflial  tempers  rage  ? 
Quoth  Virgil,  in  a  later  age. 

As  thus  they  wrangled,  Time  came  by 
(There's  none  that  paint  him  fuch  as  I : 
For  what  the  fabling  ancients  fung 
Makes  Saturn  old  when  Time  was  young)  ; 
As  yet  his  winters  had  not  filed 
Their  filver  honours  on  his  head  ; 
He  juft  had  got  his  pinions  free 
From  his  old  fire,  Eternity. 
A  ferpent  girdled  round  he  wore, 
The  tail  within  the  mouth  before  J 
By  which  our  almanacs  are  clear 
That  learned  Egypt  meant  the  year.  * 

A  ftalf  he  carried,  where  on  high 
A  glafs  was  fhl'd  to  meafure  by, 
As  amber  boxes  made  a  fhow 
For  heads  of  canes  an  are  ago. 
His  veil,  for  day  and  night,  was  pied ; 
A  bending  fickle  arm'd  his  fide ; 
And  Spring's  new  months  his  train  adorrt 
The  other  Seafons  were  unborm 

Known  by  the  gods,  as  near  he  draws, 
They  make  him  umpire  of  the  caufe. 
O'er  a  low  trunk  his  arm  he  bid, 
Where  fince  his  hours  a  dial  made  ; 
Then,  leaning,  heard  the  nice  debate. 
And  thus  proriouncM  the  w&rds  of  Fate: 

Since  body  from  the  parent  Earth, 
And  foul  from  Jove  receiv'd  a  birth, 
Return  they  where  they  firft  began  ; 
But,  fince  their  union  makes  the  man, 
Till  Jove  and  Earth  fhatt  part  theie  twb, 
To  Care,  who  join'd  them,  man  is  due* 

He  laid,  ancl  fbrung  with  fwift  ea 
To  trace  a  circle  for  the  year  5 
Where  ever  fince  the  Seafons  wheel, 
And  tread  on  one  another's  hee). 

'Tis  well,  laid  Jove  |  and,  k-v  con  fen  t, 
Thund'ring  he  fhook  the  firmament. 
Our  umpire  Time  fhall  have  his  way; 
With  Care  I  let  the  creature  flay: 
Let  bufinefs  vex  him,  av'rice  blind, 
Let  doubt  and  knowledge  rack  his 
Let  error  act,  opinion  fpeak, 
And' want  afflict,  and  fickneftb-.-eak, 
And  anger  burn,  dejection  chill. 
And  joy  diftract,  and  for  row  kill; 
Till,  arm'd  by  Care,  and  taught  to  mow, 
Time  draws  the  long  deffructive  blow  -, 
And  wafted  man,  whole  quick  decay 
Comes  hurrying  on  before  his  day, 
Shall  only  find  by  this  decree, 
The  foul  flies  foofter  back  to  me. 


in  in  d, 


§  42.    The  Book-lVorrn.     ParncJl. 
Come  hither,  boy,  we'll  hunt  tc-day 
Fhe  1  o  k-worm,  rtiv'ning  beult  of  prey  ! 

Product 
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Produc'd  by  parent  Earth,  at  odds, 
As  Fame  reports  ir,  with  the  gods. 
Him  frantic  hunger  wildly  drives 
Againft  a  thoufrnd  authors'  lives: 
Through  all  the  fields  of"  wit  he  flies  i 
Dreadful  his  wk-.vitli  cluit'ring  $yt :., 
With  horns  without,  and  tuiks  within, 
And  fcales  to  ierve  him  for  a  Ikin. 
Obferve  him  nearly,  leil  he  climb 
To  wound  the  bards  of  ancient  time, 
Or  down  the  vale  of  Fancy  go, 
To  tear  ibme  modern  wretcn  below. 
On  ev'ry  cc~ner  fix  thine  eye, 
Or  ten  to  one  he  flips  thee  by. 
See  where  his  teeth  a  pa Cage  eat : 
We'll  roue  him  from  the  deep  retreat. 
But  who  the  fnelter's  fore'd  to  give  ? 
"Tis  (acred  Vi'rgU,  as  I  live; 
From  leaf  to  leaf,  from  fong  to  fong, 
Jic  draws  the  tadpole  form  along  ; 
He  mounts  the  gilded  edge  before  ; 
He's  up,  he  feuds  the  cover  o'er; 
He  turns,  he  doubles,  there  he  pafs'd  ; 
And  here  we  have  him,  caught  at  laft,, 

Infatiate  brute,  whole  teeth  abufe 
The  fweeteft  fervants  of  the  Mule  1 
(Nay,  never  offer  to  deny, 
I  took  thee  in  the  fact  to  fly.) 
His  roles  nipt  in  ev'ry  page, 
My  poor  Anacreon  mourns  thy  rage; 
By  thee  my  Ovid  wounded  lies  j 
By  thee  my  Lelbia's  fparrow  dies  ; 
Thy  rabid  teeth  have  half  deifroy'd 
The  work  of  love  in  Biddy  Floyd  j 
They  rent  Belinda's  locks  away, 
.And  fpoil'd  the  Blouzelind  oi  Gay, 
For  all,  for  ev'ry  tingle  deed, 
Relentlefs  juftice  bids  thee  bleed. 
Then  fall  a  vi£tim  to  the  Nine, 
Myfelf  the  priefl,  my  deik  the  (hrine. 

Bring  Homer,  Virgil,  TaiTo  near, 
To  pile  a  fscred  aitar  here  : 
Hold,  boy,  thy  hand  outruns  thy  wit, 
You've  reach'd  the  plays  that  Dennis  writ: 
You've  reach'd  me  Philips'  ruftic  itrain  j 
Fray  take  your  mortal  Bards  again. 

Come,  bind  the  victim — there  he  lies, 
And  here  between  his  num'rous  eyes 
This  venerable  duli  I  lay, 
From  manufcripts  juil  fwept  away. 

The  goblet  in  my  hand  I  take 
(For  the  libation's  yet  to  make) 
A  health  to  poets  ail  their  days, 
May  they  have  bread,  as  well  as  praife  3 
Senfe  may  they  feek,  and  leis  engage 
In  papers  fiil'd  with  party  rage  : 
But,  if  their  riches  fpoil  their  vein, 
Ye  Mufes,  make  them  poor  again. 

Now  bring  the  weapon,  yonder  blade, 
With  which  my  tuneful  pens  are  made. 
I  ltrike  the  fcales  that  arm  thee  round, 
And  twice  and  thrice  I  print  the  wound  j 
The  facred  altar  floats  with  red, 
And  now  he  dies,  and  now  he's  dead. 


How  like  the  fon  of  Jove  I  Hand, 
This  Hydra  ftretch'd  beneath  my  hand  I 
Lay  bare  the  rnon iter's  entrails  here, 
To  fee  what  dangers  threat  the  year  r 
Ye  gods !  what  lo*mets  on  a  wench  ! 
What  lean  tr  inflations  out  of  French! 
'Tis  plain  this  lobe  is  founfou/id, 
S prints  before  the  months  go  round. 

But  hold— before  I  clofe  the  fcene, 
The  facred  altar  £hould  be  clean. 
Oh  ha4  I  Shadvvell's  fecond  bays, 
Or,  Tate,  thy  pert  and  humble  lays  ! 
(Ye  pair,  forgive  me,  when  I  vow 
J  never  mifVd  your  works  till  now) 
I'd  tear  the  leaves  to  wipe  the  lhrine 
(That  only  way  you  pleafe  the  Nine  ;) 
But  fince  I  chance  to  want  thefe  two, 
I'll  make  the  longs  of  Durfey  do. 

Rent  from  the  corpie,  on  yonder  pin 
I  hang  the  fcales  that  brae'd  it  in  $ 
I  hang  my  ltudious  morning  gown, 
And  write  my  own  infeription  dawn: 

"  This  trophy  from  the  Python  won, 
"  This  robe  in  which  the  deed  was  done, 
"  Thefe,  Parnell,  glorying  in  the  feat, 
"  Hung  on  thejf  Ihelves,  the  Mufes'  feat. 
M  Here  ignorance  and  hunger  found 
"  Large  realms  of  wit  to  ravage  round. : 
*(  Here  ignorance  and  hunger  fell, 
"  Two  foes  in  one  I  fent  to  hell. 
M  Ye  poets,  who  my  labours  fee, 
<*  Come  fhare  the  triumph  all  with  me  \ 
(t  Ye  critics  !  born  to  vex  the  Mufe, 
M  To  mourn  the  grand  ally  you  lofe." 


§  43.     An  Imitation  of  feme  French  Verfes. 

Parnell. 

Relektless  Time  !  deftroying  power, 

Whom  itone  and  brafs  obey, 
Who  giv'lt  to  ev'ry  flying  hour 

To  work  fome  new  decay 5 

Unheard,  unheeded,  and  unfeen, 

Thy  fecret  faps  prevail, 
And  ruin  man,  a  nice  machine, 

By  nature  form'd  to  fail. 

My  change  arrives  j  the  change  I  meet 

Before  I  thought  it  nigh : 
My  fpring,  my  years  of  plea fu re,  fteet, 

And  all  their  beauties  die. 

In  age  I  fearch,  and  only  find 

A  poor  unfruitful  gain- 
Grave  wifdom  ftalking  flow  behind, 

Opprefs'd  with  loads  of  pain. 

My  ignorance  could  once  beguile, 

And  fancied  joys  infpire  ; 
My  errors  cherhVd  hope  to  fmile 

On  newly-born  defire. 

But  now  experience  (hew?       ■  ]  i.s, 

For  which  i  fondly  fought, 
Not  worth  th    ,ong  impatient  wi& 

And  ardour  of  the  thought, 

&  b  J5  My 
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My  youth  met  Fcrtune  fair  array 'd  ; 

In  all  her  pomp  fhe  fhone, 
And  might  perhaps  have  well  effay'd 

To  make  her  gifts  my  own  ; 

But  when  I  faw  the  bleffings  fhow'r 

On  fome  unworthy  mind, 
I  left  the  chace,  and  own'd  the  pow'r 

Was  jn.llly  painted  blind. 

I  pafs'd  the  glories  which  adorn 

The  fplendid  courts  of  kings ; 
And,  while  the  perfons  mov'd  my  fcorn, 

I  rofe  to  fcorn  the  things. 

My  manhood  felt  a  vigorous  fire, 

By  love  increas'd  the  more  ; 
But  years  with  coming  years  confpire 

To  break  the  chains  I  wore. 

In  weaknefs  fafe,  the  fex  I  lee 

With  idle  luftre  mine ; 
For  what  are  all  their  joys  to  me, 

Which  cannot  now  be  mine  ! 

But  hold — I  feel  my  gout  decreafe 

My  trouble?  laid  to  reft  ; 
And  truths  which  would  dilhirb  my  peace 

Are  pajnful  truths  at  belt.  ' 

Vainly  \hs  time  I  have  to  roll 

In  fad  renedtion  flies  ! 
Ye  fondling  pafllons  of  my  foul ! 

Ye  fweet  deceits  !  arife. 

I  wifely  change  the  fcene  within 

To  things  that  us'd  to  pleaie  ; 
In  pain,  philofophy  is  fpleen  ; 

In  health,  'tis  only  eafc. 

$  44.     AdAviicos*.    R.  Weft. 

Yes,  happy  youths,  on  Camus'  fedgy  fide, 
You  feel  each  joy  that  friendfhip  can  divide  ; 
>',ach  realm  of  fcience  and,  of  art  explore, 
And  with  the  ancient  blend  the  modern  lore. 
Studious  alone  to  learn  whate'er  may  tend 
To  raife  the  genius,  or  the  heart  to  mend  ; 
Now  pleas'd  along  the  cloiller'd  walk  you  rove, 
And  trace  the  verdant  mazes  of  the  grove, 
Where  focial  oft,  and  oft  alone,  you  choofe 
To  catch  the  zephyr,  and  to  court  the  Mufe. 
,  Meantime  at  me  (while  all  devoid  of  art 
Theie  lines  give  back  the  image  of  my  heart) — 
At  me  the  pow'r,  that  ton'ies'or  1bon  or  late, 
Or  aims,  or  feems  to  aim,  the  dart  of  fate  ; 
from  you  remote,  methinks,  alone  I  fland, 
Like  fome  fjid  exile  in  a  clsiert  land : 
Around  no  friends  their  lenient  care  to  join 
In  mutual  warmth,  and  mix  their  heart  with 

mine. 
Or  real  pains,  or  thofe  which  (fancy  raife, 
Forever  blot  the  funfhine  0$  my  days  5 
To  ficknefs  (till,  and  itill  to  grief  a  prey, 
Health  turns  from  me  her  rofy  face  away. 
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what   fin,  ere  life  begins  to 


Juft  Hcav'n! 
bloom, 
Devotes  my  head  untimely  to  the  tomb  ? 
Did  e'er  this  hand  again  it  a  brother's  life 
Drug  thedire  bowl,or  point  the  murd'rous  knife? 
Did  e'er  this  tongue  theflanderer'stale  proclaim, 
Or  madly  violate  my  Maker's  name  ? 
Did  e'er  this  heart  betray  a  friend  or  foe, 
Or  know  a  thoughtbut  all  the  worldmight  know? 
As  yet,  jufl  ftarted  from  the  lifts  of  time, 
My  growing  years  have  fcarcely  told  theirprime  j 
Uielels,  as  yet,  through  life  I've  idly  run, 
No  pleafures  tailed,  and  few  duties  done. 
Ah  who,  ere  autumn's  mellowing  funs  appear, 
Would  pluck  the  promife  of  the  vernal  year  j 
Or,  ere  the  grapes  their  purple  hue  betray, 
Tear  the  crude  duller  from  the  mourning  (pray  ? 
Stern  pow'r  of  Fate,  whole  ebon  fceptre  rules 
The  Stygian  deferts  and  Cimmerian  pools, 
Forbear,  nor  rafhly  finite  my  youthful  heart, 
A  vi6lim  yet  unworthy  of  thy  dart  ; 
Ah,  flay  till  age  fhall  Waft  my  withering  face, 
Shake  in  my  head,  and  falter  in  my  pace  j 
Then  aim  the  fhaft,  then  meditate  tfie  blow, 
And  to  the  dead  my  willing  (hade  fhall  go. 

How  weak  is  Man  to  Reafon's  judging  eye  \ 
Born  in  this  moment,  in  the  next  we  die  ; 
Part  mortal  clay,  and  part  ethereal  fire, 
Too  proud  to  creep,  too  humble  to  afpire, 
I  In  vain  our  plans  of  happinefs  we  raife, 
I  Pain  is  our  lot,  and  patience  is  our  piaife; 
Wealth,  lineage,  honours,  conquefl,  or  a  throne, 
;  Are  what  the  wife  would  fear  to  call  their  own, 
i  Health  is  at  bell  a  vain  precarious  thing, 
And  fair-fae'd  youth  is  ever  on  the  wing; 
'Tis  like  the  ftream  befide  whole  wat'ry  bed 
Some  blooming  plant  exalts  his  flow'ry  head; 
Nurs'd  by  the  wave  thefpreadmg  branches  rife, 
Shade  all  the  ground,  and  flourifh  to  the  fkies  ; 
The  waves  the  while  beneath  in  ftcret  flow, 
And  undermine  the  hollow  bank  below  : 
Wide  and  more  wide  the  waters  urge  their  way, 
Bare  all  the  roots,  and  on  their  fibres  prey ; 
Too  late  the  plant  bewails  his  foolifh  pride, 
And  finks,  untimely,  in  the  whelming  tide. 

But  why  repine  ?  Does  life  deferve  my  figh  ? 
Few  will  lament  my  lofs  whene'er  I  die. 
For  thofe,  the  wretches  I  defpife  or  hate, 
I  neither  envy  nor  regard  their  fate.         [ Tpread 
For  me,  whene'er  all-conqu'ring    Death   fhall 
His  wings  around  my  unrepining  head, 
1  care  not:  tho'  this  face  be  feen  no  more, 
The  world  will  pafs  as  cheerful  as  before  j 
Bright  as  before  the  day-ftar  will  appear, 
The  fields  as  verdant,  and  the  fkies  as  clear; 
Nor  florms  norcomets  will  my  doom  declare, 
Nor  figns  on  earth,  nor  portents  in  the  air ; 
Unknown  and  filent  will  depart  my  breath, 
Nor  nature  e'er  take  notice  of  my  death. 
Yet  fome  there  are  (ere  fpent  my  vital  days) 
Within  whole  breafts  my  tomb  I  wifh  to  raife. 

iov'd 


#  Aimoft  all  Tihullus's  Elegy  is  imitated  ;n  this  little  Piece,  from  whence  his  tranfition  to  Mr.  Pope's 
ijrtUr  is  vtiy  artfully  contrived,  and  be f peaks  a  degree  of  judgment  much  beyond  Mr.  Weft's  years. 
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Lov'd  in  my  life,  lamented  in  my  end,  I  Then  while  the  gardens  take  my  fighta 

Their  praife  would  crown  me,  as  their  precepts  I  With  ail  the  colours  of  delight  j 
mend  :  [dear  ;  While  filver  waters  glide  along, 


To  them  may  thefe  fond  lines  my  name  eu- 
Not  from  the  poet  but  the  friend  lincere. 


§  45.     Hymn  to  Contentment.     Parnell. 

Lovely,  lafting  peace  of  mind  ! 
Sweet  delight  of  human  kind  ! 
Heavenly  horn,  and  bred  on  high, 
To  crown  the  favVwts  of  the  iky, 
With  more  of  happinefs  below 
Than  victors  in  a  triumph  know  ! 
Whither,  oh  whither  art  thou  fled, 
To  lay  thy  meek  contented  head  ? 
What  happy  region  dolt  thou  pleaie 
To  make  the.  feat  of  calms  and  eaie  ? 

Ambition  fearches  all  its  fphere 
Of  pomp  and  Hate,  to  meet  thee  there : 
Increasing  avarice  would  find 
Thy  preience  in  its  gold  enlhrin'd  : 
The  bold  advent  ier  ploughs  his  way 
Through  rocks,  amid  ft  the  foaming  lea, 
To  gain  thy  love  $  and  then  perceives 
Thou  wert  not  in  the  rocks  and  waves : 
The  lilent  heart  which  grief  aflails, 
Treads  lb  ft  and  lonefome  o'er  the  vales, 
Sees  dailies  open,  rivers  run, 
And  feeks  (as  I  have  vainly  done) 
Amuling  thought;  but  learns  to  know 
That  fojitude's  the  nurfe  of  woe. 
No  real  happinefs  is  found 
In  trailing  purple  o'er  the  ground ; 
Or  in  a  4bul  exalted  high, 
To  range  the  circuit  of  the  Iky, 
Convene  with  liars  above,  and  know 
All  Nature  in  its  forms  below ; 
The  reli  it  feeks,  in  feeking  dies; 
And  doubts  at  lalt  for  knowledge  rife. 

Lovely,  lafting  Peace,  appear  ; 
This  world  itfelf,  if  thou  art  here, 
Is  once  again  with  Eden  bleft, 
And  man  contains  it  in  his  brealt. 

'Twas  thus,  as  under  lhade  I  ftood, 
I  fung  my  wilhes  to  the  wood, 
And  loll  in  thought,  no  more  perceiv'd 
The  branches  whifper  as  they  wav'd: 
It  feem'd  as  all  the  quiet  place 
Confefs'd  the  prefence  of  his  grace, 
When  thus  Hie  fpoke  :  Go  rule  thy  will, 
Bid  thy  wild  paflions  all  be  Hill ; 
Know  God,  and  bring  thy  heart  to  know 
The  joys  which  from  religion  flow ; 
Then  ev'ry  grace  lhall  prove  its  guefl, 
And  Til  be  there  to  crown  the  rell. 

Oh  !  by  yonder  molly  feat, 
In  my  hours  of  fweet  retreat, 
Might  I  thus  my  foul  employ, 
With  fenfe  of  gratitude  and  joy : 
Rais'd,  as  ancient  prophets  were, 
In  heavenly  vifion,  praife,  and  pray'r  \ 
Pleafing  all  men,  hurting  none, 
?leas'd  and  bleft  with  God  alone j 


To  pleafe  my  ear,  and  court  my  fong  ; 
I'll  lift  my  voice  and  tune  my  firing, 
And  thee,  Great  Source  of  Nature,  ling. 

The  fun  that  walks  his  airy  way, 
To  light  the  world  and  give  the  day ; 
The  moon  that  mines  with  borrow'd  light  j 
The  ftars  that  gild  the  gloomy  night  i 
The  feas  that  roll  unnumber'd  waves  j 
The  wood  that  lprcads  its  lhady  leaves  j 
The  field  whofe  ears  conceal  the  grain* 
The  yellow  treafure  of  the  plain :  i 

All  of  thefe,  and  all  I  fee, 
Should  be  fung,  and  fung  by  me: 
They  l'peak  their  Maker  as  they  can, 
But  want  and  alk  the  tongue  of  man. 

Go  fearch  among  your  idle  dreams, 
Your  buly  or  your  vain  extremes  \ 
And  find  a  lire  of  equal  blifs, 
Or  own  the  next  besrun  in  this. 


§  46.     An  Addrefi  to  Winter,     Cowper, 

Oh  Winter!  ruler  of  th'  inverted  year, 
Thy  fcatter'd  hair  with  fleet  like  alhes  filPd, 
Thy  breath  congeal'd  upon  thy  lips,  thy  cheeks 
Fringed  with  a  beardmadewhite  with  other  lhows. 
Than  thole  of  age;  thy  forehead  wrapt  in  clouds; 
A  leaflets  branch  thy  fceptre ;  and  thy  throne 
A  Hiding  car  indebted  to  no  wheels, 
But  urg'd  by  llorms  along  its  ilippery  way  ; 
I  love  thee,  all  unlovely  as  thou  fee  m' ft, 
And  dreaded  as  thou  art.  Thou  hold'il  the  fun, 
A  pris'ner  in  the  yetundawning  eaft, 
Short'ning  his  journey  between  morn  and  noon, 
And  hurrying  him  impatient  of  his  ilay 
Down  to  the  rofy  well:  But  kindly  ili'J 
Compenfating  his  lofs  with  added  houis 
Of  focial  converfe  and  inllruclive  eaie, 
And  gathering  at  fhort  notice  in  one  group 
The  family  difpers'd,  and  fixing  thought, 
Not  lefs  difpers'd  by  day-light  and  its  cares. 
I  crown  thee  king  of  intimate  delights, 
Fire-lide  enjoyments,  home-born  happinefs, 
And  all  the  comforts  that  the  lowly  roof 
Of  unditlurb'd  retirement,  and  the  hours 
Of  long  uninterrupted  evening  know.    - 
No  rattling  wheels  Hop  Ihort  before  thele  gates  j 
No  powder'd  pert,  proficient  in  the  art 
Of  founding  an  alarm,  auaults  thefe  doors 
Till  the  Itreet  rings.     No  ftationary  Heeds 
Coughtheirown  knell, whileheedlefs  of  thefound^ 
The  filent  circle  fan  themfelves,  and  quake  ; 
But  here  the  needle  plies  its  bufy  talk, 
The  pattern  grows,  the  well-depicTed  flow'r 
Wrought  patiently  into  the  fnowy  lawn, 
Unfokkits  bofom,  buds,  and  leaves,  and  fprigs* 
And  curling  tendrils,  gracefully  difpos'd, 
Follow  the  nimble  finger  of  the  fair, 
A  wreath  that  cannot  fade,  of  flowers  that  blow 
With  moll  fuccefs  when  all  befides  decay. 
The  poet's  or  hiftoriaji's  page,  by  one 
Bb  4 
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Made  vocal  for  th*  amufement  of  the  reft  :  i  >  rom  Nature's  bounty — that  humane  addrefs. 

i'c  rich  r  -\v.d  fweetneis,  without  which  no  pleafure  is 


ThcfprighUyiyre,  whpfetreafure  of  (Veet 

The  touch  from  many  a  trembling  chord  makes 


In  converfe,  either  ftarv'd  by  cold  refervc, 
Or  flufH'd  with  fierce  difpute,  a  lertfeleis  brawl  j. 


And  the  clear  voice  fymphoruqus,  yet  difHn&J  Yet,  being/ree,  I  love  thee  :  For  the  fake 


And  ii;  the  charming  ftnfe  triumphant  ftiii, 
Beguile  the  night,  and  fet  a  keener  edge 
On  fejaaj*  incjuihy  ;  the  threaded  flee! 
Plies  fwiftly,  and  unfelt  the  taflc  proceeds. 
The  volume  closM,  the  cufiomary  rites 
Of  the  laic  meal  commence.     A  Roman  meal, 
Such  as  the  miicrefs  of  the  workl  once  found 
JDdieioua,  when  her  patriots  of  high  note, 
Perhaps  by  moon-^ght,  at  their  humble  doors, 
And  under  an  old  paje's  donieftic  ihade, 
Enjoy'd,  fpare  fea-t,  a.  radifh  and  an  ej 
Piicourfe  entiles,  not  trivial,  yet  not  da;!, 
Nor  fuch  as  with  a  frown  forbids  the  rls.y 
Of  fancy,  or  prefcribes  the  found  of  mirth. 
$&>#  do  we  madly,  like  an  impious  worM, 
"Who  deem  religion  p&rertfy,  and  the  God 
That  made  them  an  in' Rider  on  their  joys, 
Start  at  his  awful  name,  or  deem  his  praife 
A  jarring  note.     Themes  of  a  graver  tone 
Exciting  oft  our  gratitude  and  love, 
While  we  retrace  with  memory's  pointing  wand. 
That  calk  the  pail  to  our  exact  review, 
The  dapgers  we  have  'fcap'd,  the  broken  fn  are,- 
The  difappointed  foe,  deiiv'raacc  found 
Unlook'd  for,  life  preferv*d  and'peace  reitor'd, 
Fruits  qf  Omnipotent  eternal  love. 
Oh  evening"  worthy  of  the  gods !  exclaim' d 
The  Sabine  bard.     Oh,  evenings !  I  reply, 
"Merc  to  be  pr.Vd  and  coveted  than  yours, 
As  more  illumin'd  and  with  nobler  truths, 
Tktt  I,  aj$  Mine,  and  thofe  we  love,  enjoy. 


U 


§  47.     Liberty   renders    England,  prejerahls 
ether  Nations,  nowithjixndhig  Tax^s,  &e* 

Cowper. 

*Trs  Liberty  alone  that  gives  the  now'r 
Df  'fleeting  life  its  luftre  and  perfume, 
And  we  are  weeds  without  it.     All  conitraint, 
Except  what  wifdom  lays  en  evil  men, 
Is  evil,  l;urts  the  faculties,  impedes 
Their  prog  re  fs  in  the  road  of  fcience ;  blinds 
The  eye-fight  of  difcovery,  and  begets 
In  thole  that  fuffer  it  a  fordid  mind 
Jkdlial,  a  meagre  intellect,  unfit 
To  be  the  tenant  of  man's  noble  form. 
Thee  therefore,  itiU,  blame-worthy  as  thou  art, 
With  all  thy  lofs  of  empire,  and  though  fqueez'd 
JJy  public  exigence  till  annual  food 
Fail?  for  the  craving  hunger  of  the  irate, 
Thee  I  account  ftill  happy,  and  the  chief 
Among  the  nations,  feeing  thou  art  free  ! 
..anve-  nook  of  earth  !   thy  clime  is  rude, 
cte  with  vapours,  and  diipofes  much 
AH  hearts  to  fadnefs,  arid  none  more  than  mine ; 
1  hiae  unadult'vate  manners  are  lefs  loft 
.And  pLuiinle.  than  focial  life  requires, 
And  t:eu  haft  need  of  dilciplinc  and  art 
To  give  thee  what  politer  r:ante  receives 


1  at  one  feature,  can  be  well  content] 
Difgrac\l  as  thou  halt  been,  poor  as  thou  art, 
To  feek  no  fublunary  reft  befi.de. 
But,  once  enfiav'd,  farevvel  !   I  could  endure 
Chains  no  where  patiently ;  wd  chains  at  home,, 
Where  I  am  free  by  birthright,  not  at  all- 
Then  what  were  left  of  icughneis  in  thegraia 
Of  Britifh  natures,  wanting  its  excufe 
That  it  belongs  to  freemen,  would  difguft 
And  (hock  me.  I  ihouid  then  with  double  pain 
Feel  all  the  rigour  of  thy  fickle  clime  j 
And  if  I  mult  bewail  theblelling  loft 
For  which  our  Hampdens  and  our  Sidneys  bledj, 
I  would  at  leail  bewail  it  under  ikies 
Milder,  among  a  people  lefs  auilere, 
In.fccnes  which  having  never  known  me  free, 
Would  not  reproach  me  with  the  lofs  I  ielt. 


§  48.     Deftription  of  a  Poet.     Cowper. 

I  know  the  mind  that  feels  indeed  the  fire 
The  mufe  imparts,  and  can  command  the  lyre, 
Acts  with  a  force  and  kindles  with  a  zeal, 
Whate'er  the  theme,  that  others  never  fcel. 
If  human  woes  her  fait  attention  claim, 
A  tender  fympathy  pervades  the  frame  \ 
She  pours  a  feniibility  divine 
Along  the  nerve  of  ev'ry  feeling  line. 
But  if  a  dttd  not  tamely  to  be  borne 
Fire  indignation,  and  a  fenfe  of  fcorn, 
The  firings  are  fwent  with  fuch  apow'r,fo!oud> 
The  ftorm  ofmufic  makes  the  aitoninVd  crowd. ' 
So  when  remote  futurity  is  brought 
Before  the  keen  enquiry  of  her  thought, 
A  terrible  fagacity  informs 
The  Poet's  heart,  he  looks  to  diftant  ftorms, 
Tie  hears  the  thunder  ere  the  tempeft  low'rs, 
And,   arm'd  with  ftrength  furpailing  human, 

pow'rs, 
Seizes  events  ai.  yet  unknown  to  man, 
And  darts  his  foul  into  the  dawning  plan. 
Hence,  in  a  Roman 'mouth,  the  graceful  name 
Of  Prophet  and  of  Poet  was  the  fame  j 
Hence  Britifh  poets  too  the  priefthood  fhar'd, 
And  ev'ry  hallow'd  Druid  was  *  bard. 


§  49- 


Love  Elegies. 

ELEGY 


l> 


'Tis  night,  dead  night;  and  o'er  the  plain 
Darknefs  extends  her  ebon  ray, 

While  wide  along  the  gloomy  fcene 
Deep  filence  holds  her  iblemn  fvvay. 

Throughout  the  earth  no  cheerful  beam 
The  melancholic  eye  rurveys. 

Save  where  the  worm's  fantaftic  gleam 
The  'flighted  traveller  betrays. 
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The  lavage  race  (fo  heaven  decrees) 

No  longer  through  the  foreit  rove  ; 
AH  nature  reits,  and  not  a  breeze 

Disturbs  the  itillnels  of  the  crroye. 
AH  nature  reils;  in  Sleep's  foft  anna 

The  vi,  ts  his  care  : 

Sleep,  th  ng  of  forrow  charms, 

And  heals  all  iadnefs  but  defpuir. 

Defpair  alone  her  powY  den: 

And,  v  bdraws  his  rays, 

Tot.  i  diftra&ed  flits, 

Or  chterlefs  through  th.-*  d^ .  s  • 

Or,  !  b-yard's  horrors  led, 

While  fearful  echoes  buril  around, 
[bine  cold  llcne  he  leans  bis       ..'., 
Or  throws  his  body  on  the  ground  : 

me  fuch  drear  and  fojemn  fcene, 
Some  friendly  powY  direct  my  way, 
Where  pale  misfortune's  hagg  n, 

ight  to  i.. 

Wrapp'd  ii  the  folitary  glocm, 

Retir'd  from  life's  fantaftic  crc  », 
Keiign'd  l'ii  wait  my  rinai  doom, 

And  bid  the  buiy  world  adieu. 
The  world  has  now  no  joy  for  me, 

Nor  can  life*  now  one  pleafure  boaft : 
Since  ail  my  eyes  delir'd  to  lee, 

My  wi(h|  my  hope,  my  ail,  is  left; 
Since  me,  fo  fo.m'd  to  j/ieafe  and  blefs, 

So  wife,  fo  innocent,  lo  fair, 
Whofe  converie  fweet  made  forrow  lefs, 

And  brighten'd  all  the  gloom  of  care— $ 

Since  me  is  left.     Ye  powYs  divine, 
What  have  I  done,  or  thought  or  faid  ? 

O  fay,  what  horrid  act  of  mine 

Has  drawn  this  vengeance  on  my  head ! 

Why  mould  Heaven  favour  Lycon's  claim  ? 

Why  are  my  heart's  bell  withes  crois'd  ? 
"What  fairer  deeds  adorn  his  name  ? 

What  nobler  merit  can  he  b;: 

tt  higher  worth  in  him  was  found 
My  true  heart's  fervice  to  outweigh? 
A  fenfelefs  fop  !  a  dull  compound 
Of  fcarcely  animated  Clay  : 

He  drefs'd  indeed,  he  dane'd  with  eafe, 

And  charm'd  her  by  repeating  o'er 
Unmeaning  raptures  in  her  praife, 

That  twenty  fools  had  told  before: 
But  I,  alas  !  who  thought  all  art 

My  pafiion's  force  would  meanly  prove, 
Could  only  boaft  an  honeil  heart, 

And  claim'd  no  merit  but  my  love. 

Have  I  not  fat — ye  confeious  hours, 
Be  witnefs — while  my  Steilafung 

From  morn  tu  eve,  with  all  my  pow'rs 
Rapt  in  th'  enchantment  of  her  tongue  ! 

Ye  confeious  hours  that  faw  me  Hand 
Entranc'd  in  wonder  and  furprife, 

In  lilent  rapture  nrefs  her  hand, 

With  pallion  burlting  from  my  eyes— 
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Have  I  not  lov'd  ?  O  earth  and  heaven! 
..re  now  is  all  my  youthful  boalr  j 
The  dear  exchange  I  hop'd  was  given 

For  (lighted  fame  and  fortune  ioit  ? 
Where  now  the  joys  that  once  were  mine  ? 

Where  all  my  hopes  of  future  b.. 
Mult  I  thole  joys,  thole  hopes,  relign  ? 

Is  all  her  friendship  come  to  this? 

Mull  then  each  woman  faithlefs  prove, 
And  each  fciid  lover  be  undone  ? 
vows  no  more  I  Almighty  lene, 
J      The  lad  remembrance  let  me  ihun  I 

1  It  will  not  be  :  my  honeft  heart 

The  dear  lad  image  ttili  retains  ; 
And,'ipite  o.  fpite  of  a    , 

The  dreadful  memory  remains. 

Ye  Pov/'rs  divine,  whofe  wond'rous  flulV 
Deep  i  1  .nb  of  time  can  fee, 

Behold,  I  bend  me  to  your  will, 

>t  dare  arraign  your  high  decree. 

Let  her  be  bleit  with  health,  with  eafe, 
With  all  your  bounty  has  in  Itore  -y 

Let  forrow  cloud  my  future  days  j 
Be  Stella  bleft;  I  alk  no  more. 

But,  lo  !  where  high  in  yonder  eaft 
The  ltar  of  morning  mounts  apace  ! 

Hence !  let  me  fly  th'  unwelcome  gueft, 
And  bid  the  Mufe's  labour  ceaie. 


ELEGY     II. 

When,  young,  life's  journey  I  began, 
The  glittering  profpecf.  charm'd  my  eyes, 

I  faw  along  th'  extended  plan 
Joy  after  joy  fuccefllve  rife; 

And  Fame  her  golden  trumpet  blew  ; 

And  PowY  dilmay'd  her  gorgeous  charms; 
And  Wea'th  engag'd  my  wandering  view  -} 

And  Pleafure  woo'd.  me  to-her  arms  j 

To  each  by  turns  my  vows  1  paid, 

As  Folly  led  me  to  admire  ; 
While  Fancy  magnilied  each  lhade, 

And  Hope  increas'd  each  fond  defire. 

But  foon  I  found  'twas  all  a  dream • 
And  learn'd  the  fond  purfuit  to  Ihun, 

Where  few  can  reach  their  purpos'd.  aim, 
And  thoufands  daily  are  undone : 

And  Fame,  I  found,  was  empty  air  5 
And  Wealth  and  Terror  for  her  gueft; 

And  Pleafure's  path  was  itrewn  with  Care ; 
And  PowY  was  vanity  at  beft. 

Tir'd  of  the  chace,  I  gave  it  o'er ; 

And,  in  a  far  fequeiter'd  lhade, 
To  Contemplation's  lober  pow'r 

My  youth's  next  fervices  I  paid. 

There  Health  and  Peace  adorn'd  the  fcene  ; 

And  oft,  indulgent  to  my  prayY, 
With  mirthful  eye  and  frolic  mien, 

The  Mufe  would  deign  to  vilit  there. 

There 
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There  would  fhe  oft  delighted  rove 
The  flow'r-enameird  vale  along  ; 

Or  wander  with  me  through  the  grove, 
And  liilen  to  the  woodlark ■«  fong  : 

Or  "mid  the  foreft's  awful  gloom, 

Whilft  wild  amazement  rill'd  my  eyes, 

Recal  paft  ages  from  the  tomb, 
And  bid  ideal  worlds  arife. 

Thus  in  the  Mufe's  favour  blefl, 

One  with  alone  my  foul  could  frame, 

And  Heaven  beftow'd,  to  crown  the  reft, 
A  friend,  and  Thyrfis  was  his  name : 

For  manly  conftancy  and  truth, 

And  worth,  unconfeious  of  a  ftain, 

He  bloom'd  the  flow'r  of  Britain's  youth  j 
The  boaft  and  wonder  of  the  plain. 

Still  with  our  years  our  friendship  grew; 

No  cares  did  then  my  peace  deilroy  ; 
Time  brought  new  blefTings  as  he  flew, 

And  ev'ry  hour  was  wiig'd  with  joy. 

But  fooa  the  blifsful  fcene  was  loft, 
Soon  did  the  fad  reverie  appear  j 

Love  came,  like  an  untimely  froft, 
To  blaft  the  promife  of  my  year. 

I  few  young  Daphne's  angel  form 
(Fool  that  I  was  !   I  Weft  the  (mart) 

And  while  I  gaz'd,  nor  thought  of  harm, 
The  dear  infection  fciz'd  my  heart. 

She  was,  at  lead  in  Damon's  eyes, 
Made  up  of  lovelinefs  and;  gjfcace  ; 

Iltr  heart  a  ftrangtr  to  di (guile, 
Her  mind  as  perfect  as  her  face. 

To  hear  her  fpeak,  to  fee  her  move 
(Unhappy  I,  alas  !  the  while), 

Her  voice  was  joy,  her  look  was  love, 
And  Heaven  was  open'd  in  her  fmile  ! 

She  heard  me  breathe  my  amorous  prayers, 
She  liiten'd  to  the  tender  ftrain, 

She  heard  my  fighs,  fhe  faw  my  tears, 
And  feern'd  at  length  to  lb  are  my  pain. 

She  laid  fhe  lov'd — and  I,  poor  youth  ! 

(How  fbon,  alas  !  can  hope  perfuade) 
Thought  all  fhe  (aid  no  more  than  truth  j 

And  all  my  love  was  well  repaid. 

In  joys  unknown  to  courts  or  kings, 
With  her  I  (at  the  livelong  day, 

And  laid  and  look'd  fuch  tender  things 
As  none  befide  could  look  or  fay  I 

How  foon  can  Fortune  fhift  the  fcene, 
And  all  our  earthly  blifs  deftroy  ! 

Care  hovers  round,  and  Grief's  fell  train 
Still  treads  upon  the  heels  of  Joy. 

My  age's  hope,  my  youth's  beft  boaft, 
My  foul's  chief  blefling  and  my  pride, 

In  one  fad  moment  all  were  loft, 

And  Daphne  charg'd,  and  Thyrfis  died  ! 


Oh  !  who  that  heard  her  vows  erewhile, 

Could  dream  thofe  vows  were  infincere  ! 
Or  who  could  frhink,  that  faw  her  fmile, 

That  fraud  could  find  admittance  jllere ! 
Yet  fhe  was  falfe — my  heart  will  break  ! 

Her  fraud,  her  perjuries  were  fuch — 
Some  other  tongue  than  mine  muft  fpeak — 

I  have  not  power  to  fay  how  much  ! 

Ye  fwains,  hence  warn'd,  avoid  the  bait, 
O  fhun  her  paths,  the  trait'refs  fhun  \ 

Her  voice  is  death,  her  fmile  is  fate; 
Who  hears  or  fees  her  is  undone. 

And  when  Death's  hand  fhall  clofe  my  eye,, 
(For  foon,  I  know,  the  day  will  come) 

O  cheer  my  fpirit  with  a  figh, 

And  grave  thefe  lines  upon  my  tomb  : 

THE      EPITAPH. 

Consigk'd  to  duft,  beneath  this  ftone, 
In  manhood's  prime,  is  Damon  laid  ;■ 

Joylef's  he  liv'd,  and  died  unknown, 
In  bleak  misfortune's  barren  fhade. 

Lov'd  by  the  Mufe,  but  lov'd  in  vain, 
'Twas  beauty  drew  his  ruin  on  ; 

He  faw  young  Daphne  on  the  plain ; 
He  lov'd,  believ'd,  and  was  undone  I 

His  heart  then  fun;c  beneath  the  ftorm 
(Sad  meed  of  unexampled  truth  !) 

And  Sorrow,  like  an  envious  worm, 
Devoured  the  bloffom  of  his  youth. 

Beneath  this  ftone  the  youth  is  laid—* 

O  greet  his  afhes  with  a  tear! 
May  heaven  with  bleflings  crown  his  fhade, 

And  grant  that  peace  he  wanted  here  ! 


§  50.     An  EJfay  on  Poetry  *.  Buckingham. 

Of  all  thofe  arts  in  which  the  wife  excel, 
Nature's  chief  mafter-piece  is  writing  well : 
No  writing  lifts  exalted  man  fo  hieh 
As  facred  and  foul-moving  Poefy  : 
No  kind  of  work  requires  lb  nice  a  touch  ; 
And,  if  well  finilh'd,  nothing  fhines  fo  much., 
But  Heaven  forbid  we  fhould  be  fo  profan*, 
To  grace  the  vulgar  with  that  noble  name  !■ 
'Tis  not  a  flafh  of  fancy,  which  fometimes, 
Dazzlingourminds,  fetsoff  the flighteft  rhymes^ 
Bright  as  a  blaze,  but  in  a  moment  done ; 
True  wit  is  everlafting,  like  the  fun  ;       [tir'd, 
Which,  though  fometimes  behind  a  cloud  re- 
Breaks  out  again,  and  is  by  all  admir'd. 
Numberand  rhyme,  and  that  harmonious  found 
Which  not  the  niceft  ear  with  har/hnefs  wound, 
Are  necefTary,  yet  but  vulgar  arts  ; 
And  all  in  vain  thefe  fuperficial  parts 
Contribute  to  the  ftruclure  of  the  whole, 
Without  a  genius  too,  for  that's  the  foul : 
A  fpirit  which  infpires  the  work  throughout, 
As  that  of  nature  moves  the  world  about; 

A  flame 


*  The  EfThy  on  Satire,  which  was  written  by  this. noble  author  and  Mr.  Dryden,  is  printed  among 
the  Foems  of  the  latter. 
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A  flame  that  glows  amidft  conceptions  fit  ; 
Even  fomething  of  divine,  and  more  than  wit; 
Itfelf  unieen,  yet  all  things  by  it  lhewn, 
Defcribing  all  men,  but  defcrib'd  by  none. 
Where doitthou dwell  ?  whatcavernsofthebrain 
Can  fuch  a  vail  and  mighty  thing  contain  ? 
Whenl,atvacant  hours, in  vainthyabiencemourn, 
Oh !  where  doit  thou  retire  ?  and  why  doft  thou 

return, 
Sometimes  with  powerful  charms  to  hurry  me 

away, 
From  plea  lures  of  the  night  and  buflnefs  of  the 

day  r 
Even  now  ,  too  far  tranfported,  I  am  fain 
To  check  thy  tourfe,and  ufe  the  needful  rein. 
As  all  is  dulnefs  when  the  fancy's  bad  ; 
So,  without  judgment,  fancy  is  but  mad  : 
And  judgment  has  a  boundleis  influence 
Not  only  in  the  choice  of  words,  or  fenle, 
But  on  the  world,  on  manners,  and  on  men  ; 
Fancy  is  but  the  feather  of  the  pen: 
Reafon  is  that  fublhmtial  ufeful  part 
Which  gains  the  head,  while  t'other  wins  the 

heart. 
Here  I  ihajl  all  the  various  forts  of  verfe, 
And  the  whole  art  of  poetry,  rehearfe ; 
But  who  that  talk,  would  after  Horace  do  ? 
The  bell  of  mailers  and  examples  too  ! 
Echoes  at  belt,  all  we  crm  fay  is  vain ; 
Dull  the  defign,  and  fruitlefs  were  the  pain. 
'Tis  true,  the  ancients  we  may  rob  with  eafe; 
But  who  with  that  mean  fhift  himfelfcan  pleale, 
Without  an  aclor's  pride?  A  player's  art 
Is  above  his  who  writes  a  borrow'd  part. 
Yet  modern  laws  are  made  for  latter  faults, 
And  new  abfurdities  infpire  new  thoughts; 
What  need  has  Satire  then  to  live  on  theft, 
When  fo  much  frefh  occalion  Hill  is  left  ? 
Fertile  our  lbil,  and  full  of  rankefl  weeds, 
And  monfters  worfe  than  ever  Nilus  breeds. 
But  hold — the  fool  ihall  have  no  caufe  to  fear  ; 
'Tis  wit  and  fenle  that  are  the  fubjeit  here: 
Defects  of  witty  men  deferve  a  cure  ; 
And  thofe  who  are  fo  will  ev'n  this  endure. 

Firft  then  of  Songs  which  now  fo  much  abound; 
Without  his  fong  no  fop  is  to  be  found; 
A  moll  offennve  weapon,  which  he  draws 
On  all  he  meets,  againlt  Apollo's  laws: 
Though  nothing  feems  more  eafy,  yet  no  part 
Of  poetry  requires  a  nicer  art : 
For  as  in  rows  of  richell  pearl  there  lies 
Many  a  blemilh  that  efcapes  our  eyes, 
The  leaft  of  which  defects  is  plainly  lhewn 
In  onefmall  ring,  and  brings  the  value  down — 
So  fongs  mould  be  to  juft  perfection  wrought ; ) 
Yet  where  can  one  be  feen  without  a  fault  ? 
Exact  propriety  of  words  and  thought;  J 

Exprefiion  eafy,  and  the  fancy  high  ; 
Yet  that  not  leem  to  creep,  nor  this  to  fly ; 
No  words  tranfpos'd,  but  in  fuch  order  all, 
As  wrought  with  care,  yet  feem  by  chance  to  fall. 


Here  as  in  all  things  elfe,  is  mod  unfit, 
Bare  ribaldry,  that. poor  pretence  to  wit ; 
Such  naufeous  fongs  by  a  late  author*  made, 
Call  an  unwilling  cenfure  on  his  ihade. 
Not  that  warm  thoughts  of  the  tranfporting  joy 
Can  Ihock  the  chaltelt,  or  the  nicelt  cloy  ; 
But  words  obfeene,  too  g;ols  to  move  delire, 
Like  heaps  of  fuel  only  choke  the  fire. 
On  other  themes  he  well  deferves  our  praife  ; 
But  palls  that  appetite  he  meaat  to  raife. 

Next,  Elegy,  of  fweet  but  folemn  voice, 
And  of  a  fubjeel  grave  exacts  the  choice; 
The  praife  of  beauty,  valour,  wit,  contains  ; 
And  there  too  oft  defpairing  love  complains : 
In  vain,  alas  !  for  who  by  wit  is  mov'd  ? 
That  Phcenix-fhe  delerves  to  be  belov'd  ; 
But  noijy  non fenle,  and  fuch  fops  as  vtx 
Mankind,  take  molt  with  that  fantaltic  lex. 
This  to  the  praife  of  thofe  who  better  knew  ; 
The  many  raife  the  value  of  the  few. 
But  here  (as  all  our  fex  too  oft  have  tried) 
Womenhave  drawn  mywandY:.".gthoughtsafide. 
Their  greateft  fault,  who  in  this  kind  have  writ, 
Is  not  defect,  in  words,  or  want  of  wit : 
But   fhould    this   Mufe  harmonious    numbers 
And  ev'ry  couplet  be  with  fancy  fili'd  ;  [yiek'j 
If  yet  a  juft  coherence  be  not  made 
Between  each  thought ;  and  the  whole  model  laid 
So  right,  that  ev'ry  line  maj'  higher  rife, 
Like  goodly  mountains,  till  they  reach  the  Ikies  ; 
Such  trifles  may  perhaps  of  late  have  pafs'd, 
And  may  be  lik'd  awhile,  but  never  lafl  ; 
'Tis  epigram,  'tis  point,  'tis  what  you  will,    ^ 
But  not  an  Elegy,  nor  writ  with  lkill, 
No  f  Panegyric,  nor  a  X  Cooper's  Hill.  j 

A  higher  flight,  and  of  a  happier  force, 
Are  Odes  :  the  Mules'  moll  unruly  horfe, 
That  bounds  fo  fierce,  the  rider  has  no  reft, 
He  foams  at  mouth,  and  moves  like  one  pof- 
The  poet  here  mult  be  indeed  infpir'd     [lels'd* 
With  fury  too,  as  well  as  fancy  fir'd. 
Cowley  might  boafl  to  have  perform'd  this  part, 
Had  he  with  nature  join'd  the  rules  of  art; 
But  fometimesdic~tionmean,or  verfe  ill-wrought, 
Deadens,  or  clouds,  his  noble  frame  of  thought. 
Though  all  appear  in  heat  and  fury  done, 
The  language  Hill  mull  foft  and  eafy  run. 
Thefe  laws  may  found  a  little  too  fevere : 
But  judgment  yields,  and  fancy  governs  here ; 
Which,  though  extravagant,  this  Mufe  allows, 
And  makes  the  work  much  eafier  than  it  fhews. 

Of  all  the  ways  that  wifefl  men  could  find 
To  mend  the  age,  and  mortify  mankind, 
Satire  well  writ  has  moll  fuccefsiul  prov'd, 
And  cures,  becaufelhe  remedy  is  lov'd. 
'Tis  hard  to  write  on  fuch  a  fubjeel  more, 
Without  repeating  things  faid  oft  before : 
Some  vulgar  errors  only  we'll  remove, 
That  ftain  a  beauty  which  we  fo  much  love. 
Of  chofen  words  fome  take  not  care  eaough, 
And  think  they  fhould  be  as  the  fubjedl  rough ; 

This 


*  The  Earl  of  Rochefter 

to  this  nobleman  were  fpurious. 


•It  may  be  ©bferved,  however,  that  many  of  the  worfl  fongs  afcribetf 
T  Waller's.  %  Denham's. 
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This  poem  muft  be  more  exa&ly  made, 

And  fharpeft  thoughts  in  fmoctheft  words  con- 

vey'd. 
Some  think,  if  (harp  enough,  they  cannot  fail, 
As  if  their  only  buiinefs  was  to  rail  : 
But  human  frailty  nicely  to  unfold, 
Diftinguifhes  a  fatyr  from  a  fcold. 
Rage  you  muft  hide,  and  prejudice  lay  down  ; 
A  iatyr's  fmile  is  (harper  than  his  frown  : 
So  while  you  feem  to  ilight  {bine  rival  youth, 
Malice  itielf  may  paft  fom.etim.es  for  truth. 
The  Laureat  *  here  may  juftly  claim  our  praife, 
CrownM  '  y  Mac  Flecknoe  f  with  immortal  hays; 
Yet  once  his  Pegalus  X  has  borne  dead  weight, 
Rid  by  fome  lumpifh  miniiter  of  ftate. 

Here  reft  my  M  ufe,  fufpend  thy  caresawhile  ; 
A  more  important  taflc  attends  thy  toil. 
As  fome  young  eagle,  tiiat  defigns  to  fly 
A  long  unwonted  journey  through  the  Iky, 
Weighs  all  the  dangerous  enterprile  before, 
O'er  what  wide  lands  and  leas  £be  is  to  fear  ; 
Doubts  her  own  flrerigth  fa  far,  and  juiily  fears 
The  lofty  road  oi  ati*y  travellers  ; 
But  yet  incited  by  fome  bold  deft:  n, 
That  does  her  hopes  beyond  her  fears  incline, 
Prunes  ev'ry  feather,  views  herfeif  with  care, 
At  laft,  refolv'd,  (he  cleaves  the  yielding  air  9 
Away  fiie  Hies,  fo  ftrong,  fo  high,  lb  fait, 
She  lefltns  to  us,  and  is  loft  at  laft  : 
So  (though  too  weak  for  Inch  a  weighty  thing) 
The  Mufe  infpires  a  (harper  note  to  fing. 
And  why  fhould  truth  offend,  when  only  told 
To  guide  the  ignorant,  and  warn  the  bold  ? 
On,  then,  my  Mule;  advent'roufly  engage 
To  give  inftructions  that  concern  the  stage. 

The  unities  of  action,  time,  and  place, 
Which,  if  obfervM,  give  plays  lb  great  a  grace, 
Are,  tho*  but  little  praftis'd,  too  well  known 
To  be  taught  here,  where  we  pretend  alone 
From  nicer  faults  to  purge  the  preient  age, 
-Lefs  obvious  errors  of  the  Englifa  fhge. 

Firft,  then,  Soliloquies  had  need  be  few, 
Extremely  ihort,  and  fpoke  in  pafiion  too. 
Our  lovers  talking  to  themieives,  for  want 
Of  others,  make  the  pit  their  confidant; 
Nor  is  the  matter  mended  yet,  if  thus 
They  mitt  a  friend,  only  to  tell  it  us  ; 
Th*  occaiion  ihould  as  naturally  fall, 
As  when  Bellario  confefies  all  §. 

Figures  of  fpeech,  which  poets  think  fo  fine 
(Art's  needlefs  varnifh  to  make  nature  fhine) 
All  are  but  paint  upon  a  beauteous  face, 
And  in  descriptions  only  claim  a  place  : 
But,  to  make  rage  declaim,  and  grief  dilcourfe, 
From  lovers  in  defpair  fme  things  to  force, 
Muft  needs  fucceed ;  for  who  can  choofe  but  pity 
A  dying  hero  miferably  witty  ? 
But  oh!  the  Dialogues,  where  jeft  and  mock 
Aieneld  up  like  a  reft  at  fhuttle-cock  j 
Or<lfe  like  bells  eternally  they  chime  j 
They  figh  in  fimile  and  die  in  rhyme. 


What  things   are  thefe  who  would  be  poets 

thought, 
By  nature  not  infpir'd,  nor  learning  taught  ? 
Some  wit  they  have,  and  therefore  may  deferve 
A  better  courfe  than  this,  by  which  they  flarvc : 
But  to  write  plays  !  why,  'tis  a  bold  pretence 
To  judgment,  breeding,  wit,  and  eloquence: 
Nay  more :  for  they  muft  look  within,  to  find 
rhofe  fecret  turns  of  nature  in  the  mind. 
Without  this  part,  in  vain  would  be  the  whole, 
And  but  a  body  all,  without  a  foul, 
All  this  united  yet  but  makes  a  part 
Or'  Dialogue,  that  great  and  pow'rful  art, 
Now  almolt  loft,  which  the  old  Grecians  knew, 
From  whom  the  Romans  fainter  copies  drew, 
Scarce  comprehended  fincebut  by  a  few. 
Plato  and  Lucian  are  the  belt  remains 
Of  all  the  wonders  which  this  art  contains  ; 
Yet  to  ourfelves  we  juftice  muft  allow, 
Shakefpear  and  Fletcher  are  the  wonders  now; 
Confider  then,  and  read  them  o'er  and  o'er; 
Go  fee  them  play'd,  then  read  them  as  before  ; 
For  though  in  many  things  they  grolsiy  fail, 
Over  our  paffions  (till  they  fo  prevail, 
That  our  own  grief  by  theirs  is  roc{c'd  afleep  j 
The  dull  are  fore'd  to  feel,  the  wife  to  weeo. 
Their  beauties  imitate,  avoid  their  faults; 
Firft,  on  a!  plot  employ  thy  careful  thoughts ; 
Turn  it,  with  time,  a  thoufand  fev'ral  ways  3 
'/This  oft,  alone,  has  given  fuccefs  to  plays. 
Reject  that  vulgar  error  (which  appears 
So  fair)  of  making  perfect  characters; 
There's  nofuch  thing  in  nature,and  you'll  draw 
A  faultlefs  monfter-—which  the  world  ne'er  faw. 
Some  faults  muft  be,  that  his  misfortunes  drew, 
I3ut  fuch  as  may  deferve  companion  too. 
Be  fides  the  main  defign  compos 'd  with  art, 
Each  moving  feene  muft  be  a  plot  apart; 
Contrive  each  little  turn,  mark  ev'ry  place, 
As  painters  firft  chalk  out  the  future  face : 
Yet  be  not  fondly  your  own  (lave  for  this, 
But  change  hereafter  what  .appears  amifs. 
Think  not  fo  much  where  mining  thoughts 
to  place, 
As  what  a  man  would  fay  in  fuch  a  cafe  : 
Neither  in  comedy  will  thisfufhee, 
The  player  too  muft  be  before  your  eyes ; 
And,  though  'tis  drudgery  to  ftoop  fo  low», 
To  him  you  muft  your  fecret  meaning  (hew. 
Expofe  no  (ingle  fop,  but  by  the  load 
More  equally,  and  fpread  the  folly  broad  ; 
Mere  coxcombs  are  too  obvious :  oft  we  fee 
A  fool  derided  by  as  bad  as  he : 
Hawks  fly  at  nobler  game ;  in  this  low  way, 
A  very  owl  may  prove  a  bird  of  prey. 
Small  poets  thus  will  one-poor  fop  devour: 
But  to  collect,  like  bees,  from  ev'ry  flow'r, 
Ingredients  to  compofe  that  precious  juice 
Which  ferves  the  world  forpleafure  and  for  ufe, 
In  fpite  of  faction — this  would  favour  get ; 
But  Falftaff  ||  ftands  inimitable  yet. 

Another 


*  Mr.  Dryden.  t  A  famous  fatiricn!  Poem  of  his. 

^  In  Philafter*,  a  play  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 


t  A  poem  called  the  Hind  and  Panther. 
The  rnatchlefs  character  cf  Shakefpear. 
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Another  fafclt  which  often  may  befall, 
Is,  when  the  wit  of  fome  great  poet  fhall 
So  overflow,  that  is,  be  none  at  all,  j 

That  e*en  his  fools  fpeak  fenfe,  as  if  pofTeft, 
And  each  by  infpiration  breaks  his  ielf. 
If  once  the  juftnefs  of  each  part  be  loft, 
Well  may  we  laugh,  but  at  the  poet's  coll. 
That  filly  thing  men  call  iheer-wit  avoid, 
With  which  our  age  fo  naufeoufly  is  cloy'd: 
Humour  is  arl;  wit  (liould  be  only  brought 
To  turn  agreeably  feme  proper  thought. 

But  fince  the  poets  we  of  late  baVd  known 
Shine  in  no  dnefs  fo  much  as  in  their  own, 
The  betier,  by  example,  to  convince, 
Caff,  but  a  view  on  this  wrong  lide  of  (en(e. 

Firft,  a  foliloquy  is  calmly  made, 
Where  ev*ry  reaibn  is  exactly  weigh'd  ; 
Which  once  perform \\,  moft  op jtortunely  comes 
Some  hero  frighted  at  the  noife  of  drum 
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Nature's  whole  ftrength  united  !  endlcfs  fame, 
And  univerial  fhouts,  attend  their  name  ! 
Read  Homer  once,  and  youcan  read  no  more, 
For  all  books  elfe  appear  fo  mean,  fo  poor, 
Verfe  will  feem  prole ;  but  ftifl  periift  to  read, 
And  Homer  will  be  all  the  books  you  need. 
Had  Bo  flu  never  Writ,  the  world  had  ftill 
Like  Indians  view'd  this  wond'rous  piece  of 

fkill  ; 
As  fomething  of  divine  the  work  adrmVd, 
Not  hop'd  to  be  infbucted,  but  infpir'd: 
But  he,  difclofmg  facfed  myfteries, 
Has  fhewn  where  all  the  mighty  magic  lies ; 
:rib*d  the  feeds,  and  in  what  order  fown, 
have  to  Inch  a  vale  proportion  grown, 
from  fome  angel  he  the  fecret  knew, 
Who  through  this  labyrinth  has  lent  the  clue. 

But  what,  ah-:s !  avails  it  poor  mankind 
To  fee  this  promis'd  land,  yet  flay  behind  ? 


Tor  her  fweet  fake,  whom  at  firft  fight  he -loves,!  The  way  is  fhewn,  but  who  h.vj  ftrength  to  go  ? 
And  all  in  metaphor  his  paffion  proves ;  Who  can  all  fciences  profoundly  kne 


iph( 
:  i'ome  fed  accident,  though  yet  unknown. 
Parting  this  pair,  to  leave  the  ftoain  alone  j 
-He  ftraight  grows  jealous,  tho'  we  know  not  Whole  jn it  difceiliment,  Virgil-like,  is  iuch> 


profoundly  know  ? 
Me  fancy  flies  beyond  weak  Reafon's  fight, 
And  yet  has  judgment  to  direct  it  right  ? 


wny  : 

Then,  to  oblige  his  rival,  needs  will  die: 
But  firft  he  makes  a  fpeech,  wherein  he  tells 
The  anient  nymph  how  much  his  flame  excels; 
And  yet  bequeaths  her  generoufly  now 
To  that  lov'd  rival  whom  he  does  not  know  ! 
Who  ftraight  appears ;  but  who  can  fate  with- 
Too  late,  alas  !  to  hold  his  hafty  ha«d,  [Hand  ? 
That  juft  has  given  himfeif  the  cruel  ftroke  ! 
At  which  his  very  rival's  heart  is  broke: 
He,  more  to  his  new  friend  than  miilrefs  kind 
Moft  fadly  mourns  at  being  left  behind  ; 
Of  fuch  a  death  prefers  the  pleafing  charms 
To  lovej  and  living  in  a  lady's  arms. 
What  fhameful  and  what  monftrous  things  are 

thefe  ! 
And  then  they  rail  at  thofethey  cannot  pleafe: 
Conclude  us  only  partial  to  the  dead, 
And  grudge  the  lign  of  old  Ben  Jonfon's  head  3 
When' the  intrinfic  value  of  the  ftage 
Can  fcarce  be  judg'd  but  by  a  following  age  : 
For  dances,  flutes,  Italian  longs,  and  rhyme 
May  keep  up  finking  nonfenfe  for  a  time; 
But  that mtift  fail,which  nowfo much  o'er-rules. 
And  fenfe  no  longer  will  fubmit  to  fools. 

By  painful  fleps  at  laft  we  labour  up 
Parnaffus*  hill,  on  whofe  bright  airy  top 
The  epic  poets  fo  divinely  fhew, 
And  with  juft  pride  behold  the  reft  below. 
Heroic  poems  have  a  juft  pretence 
To  be  the  utmoft  ftretch  of  human  fenfe  j 
A  work  of  fuch  ineftimable  worth, 
There  are  but  two  the  world  has  yet  brought 

forth! 
Homer  and  Virgil  I  with  what  facred  awe 
Do  thofe  merefounds  theworld's  attention  draw! 
Juft  as  a  changeling  feems  below  the  reft 
Of  men,  or  rather  is  a  two-legg'd  beaft, 
%~)  thefe  gigantic  fouls,  amaz'd,  we  find 
As  much  above  the  reft  of  human  kind  I 


Never  to  fay  too  little  or  too  much  ? 
Let  fuch  a  man  begin  without  delay  ; 
But  he  mull  do  beyond  what  I  can  fay  ; 
Muft  above  TaflVs  lofty  flights  prevail, 
Succeed  where  Spenfer  and  ev'n  Milton  fail. 


§  51. 


The  Chace.     Somerville. 
BOOK    I. 

THE    ARGUMENT. 


The  fubjeel  prep'. fed.  Addrefs  to  his  Royal  Highnefs 
the  Prince.  'The  origin  of  hunting.  The  rude 
andunpolijhed  manners  of  the  fir fi  hunters.  Beafls 
at  Jirf  hunted  fc  food and  fiacrifi.ee.  The  grant 
made  by  God  10  man  of  the  beajls,  &c»  The 
regular  manner  oj  hunting  firfi  brought  into  this 
ijland  by  the  Normans.  The  befl  hounJj  and  befi 
horfes  bred  here.  The  advantage  of  this  exer- 
cife  to  us,  as  iflanders.  AdJrefs  to  gentlemen  of 
efiates.  Situation  rf '  th:  kennel,  and  its  federal 
courts.  The  di  \  erfion  and  employ  ?ncnt  of  hounds 
in  the  kennel.     The  different  forts  of  hounds  for 

*  each  different  chace.  Defcription  of  a  perfect 
hound.  Of  fixing  and  for  ting  of  hounds  ;  the 
middle  fized  hound  recommended.  Of  the  large 
deep-mouthed  hound  for  hunting  the  Jla*  and 
ctter.  Of  the  lime-hound;  their  ufe  en  the  bor- 
ders of  England  and  Scotland.  A  phyfeal  ac- 
count offcents.  Of  good  and  bad  fcenting  days. 
AJhort  admonition  to  my  brethren  of  the  couples. 

The  Chace  I  fing,  hounds,  and  their  various 

breed, 
And  no  lens  various  ufe.  O  thou,  great  Prince  I 
Whom  Cambria's  tow  Ting  hills  proclaim  their 

lord, 
Deign  thou  to  hear  my  bold  inftractive  fong. 
While  grateful  citizens  with  pompous  fnow, 
£ear  the  triumphal  arch,  rieh  with  th'  exploits 
Of  thy  illuftrious  houfe,  while  virgins  pave 
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Thy  way  with  flow'rs,  and  as  the  Royal  Youth 
tailing  they  view,  admire,  and  ligh  in  vain  j 
While  crowded  theatres,  too  fondly  proud 
Of  their  exotic  minftrels  and  fhrill  pipes, 
The  price  of  manhood,  hail  thee  with  a  long, 
And  airs  foft  warbling;  my  hoarfe-f  bundinghurn 
Invites  thee  to  the  Chace,  the  (port  of  kings  j 
Image  of  war  without  its  guilt.     The  Mute 
Aloft  on  wing  fhall  lbar,  conduct  with  care 
Thy  foaming  courier  o'er  the  fleepy  rock, 
Or  on  the  river  bank  receive  thee  iafe. 
Light  bounding  o'er  the  wave  from  (hure  tofhore, 
Be  thou  our  great  proteclor,  gracious  Youth  t 
And  if,  in  future  times,  fome  envious  prince, 
■Carelefs  of  right,  and  guileful,  mould  invade 
Thy  Britain's  commerce,  or  mould  ltrive  in  vain 
To  wrelt  the  balance  from  thy  equal  hand, 
Thy  hunter-train,  in  cheerful  green  array'd 
(A  band  undaunted,  and  in  una  to  toils), 
Shall  compafs  thee  around,  die  at  thy  feet. 
Or  hew  thy  pafTage  thro'  th'  embattled  foe, 
And  clear  thy  way  to  fame  :  infpir'd  by  thee, 
The  nobler  chace  of  glory  mail  purfue 
Thro'  fiie,  and  fmoke,  and  blood,  and  fields  of 
death. 
Nature,  in  her  productions  flow,  afpires 
By  jult  degrees  to  reach  perfection's  height  j 
So  mimic  Art  works  leifurely,  till  Time 
Improve  the  piece,  or  wife  Experience  give 
The  proper  finifhing.    When  Nimrod  bold, 
That  mighty  hunter  !   firft  made  war  on  beafts, 
And  ftain'd  the  woodland  green  with  purple  dye, 
New  and  unpolihYd  was  the  huntfman's  art  ; 
No  flated  rule,  his  wanton  will  his  guide. 
With  clubs  and  Hones, rude  implements  of  war ! 
He  armM  his  lavage  bands,  a  multitude 
Untrain'd  :  of  twining  oiiers  form'd,  they  pitch 
Their  artlefs  toils,  then  range  the  delert  hills, 
And  fcour  the  plains  below :  the  trembling  herd 
Start  at  th'  unufual  found,  and  clam'rousfhout 
Unheard  before;  furpris1d,alas  !  to  find    [lord, 
"Man  now  their  foe,  whom  erfl  they  deem'd  their 
But  mild  and  gentle,  and  by  whom  as  yet 
Secure  they  grazed.  Death  flretches  o'erthe  plain 
Widewailing,andgrimSlaughter,redwithblood, 
TTrgM  on  by  hunger  keen,  they  wound,theykill ; 
Their  rage  licentious  kn©ws  no  bound ;  at  lafl, 
Encumber'd  with  their  fpoils,  joyful  they  bear 
Upon  their  moulders  broad  the  bleeding  prey. 
Part  on  their  altars  fmokes,  a  facrifice       [hand 
To  that  all-gracious  Pow'r  whofe  bounteous 
Supports  his  wide  creation ;  what  remains, 
Oji  living  coals  they  broil,  inelegant 
Of  tafte,  norikill'das  yet  in  nicer  arts 
Of  panaper'd  luxury.    Devotion  pure, 
And  flrong  necemty,  thus  iirlt  began 
The  chace  ot  beafts ;  tho'  bloody  was  the  deed, 
Yet  without  guilt:  for  the  green  herb  alone 
Unequal  to  fufrain  man's  Jab'rin^  race, 
Now  ev'ry  moving  thing  that  liv'd  on  earth 
Was  granted  him  tor  food  *.    So  juft  is  Heav'n, 
To  give  us  in  proportion  to  our  wants. 


Or  chance  or  induflry  in  after  times 
Some  i'ew  improvements  made,  but  fhort  as  yet 
Of  due  perfection.     In  this  ifle  remote 
Our  painted  anceflors  were  flow  to  learn  : 
To  arms  devote,  in  the  politer  arts 
Norfkill'd  nor  fhidious;  till  from  Neuflria'scoafts 
Victorious  William  to  more  decent  rules 
Subdued  our  Saxon  fathers,  taught  to  fpeak 
The  proper  dialect,  with  horn  and  voice 
To  cheer  the  bufyhound, whofe  well-known  cry 
His  lilt  liing  peers  approve  with  joint  acclaim. 
From  him  luccellive  huntfmen  iearn'd  to  join 
In  bloody  focial  leagues  the  multitude 
Difpers'd,  to  lize,  to  fort  their  various  tribes  ; 
To  rear,  feed,  hunt,  and  difciplinc  the  pack. 
Hail,  happy  Britain  !  highly  favour'd  ifle, 
And  Heaven's  peculiar  care  !  to  thee  'tis  given 
To  train  the fprightly  fteed,  more  fleet  than  thole 
Begot  by  winds,  or  the  celeftial  breed 
That  bore  the  great  Pelides  thro'  the  prefs 
Of  heroes  arm'd, and  broke  theircrowded  ranks, 
Which  proudly  neighing,  with  the  fun  begins 
Cheerful  his  courfe,  and,  ere  his  beams  decline, 
Has  meafur'd  half  thy  furface  unfatigued. 
In  thee  alone,  fair  land  of  Liberty  I 
Is  bred  the  perfecl  hound,  in  fcent  and  fpeed 
As  yet  unrivall'd,  while  in  other  clime* 
Their  virtue  fails,  a  weak  degen'rate  race. 
In  vain  malignant  fleams  and  winter  fogs 
Load  the  dull  air,  and  hover  round  our  coafls  ; 
The  huntfman,  ever  gaj  ,  robufl,  and  bold, 
Defies  the  noxious  vapour,  and  confides 
In  this  delightful  exercife  to  raifo 
His  drooping  head,  and  cheer  his  heart  with  joy. 
Ye vig'rous youths!  by  imiling Fortune bleft 
With  large  demefnes,  hereditary  wealth, 
Heap'd  copious  by  your  wife  forefathers'  care, 
Hear  and  attend  !  while  I  the  means  reveal 
T' enjoy  thefepleafures,  for  the  weak  too  hVong, 
Too  coltly  for  the  poor:  to  rein  the  Meed 
Swift  ftretchingo'er  the  plain,  tocheer  the  pack 
Op'nirg  in  concerts  of  harmonious  joy, 
But  breathing  death.  What  tho'  the  gripe  fevere 
Of  brazen-filled  Time,  and  flow  Difcale 
Creeping  thro'  ev'ry  vein,  and  nerve  unflrung, 
Afflict:  my  ihatter'd  frame,  undaunted  flill,    . 
Fix'd  as  a  mountain  -aili  that  braves  the  bolts 
Of  angry  Jove,  tho'  blafted,  yet  unfaJlen; 
Still  can  my  foul  in  Fancy's  mirror  view 
Deeds  glorious  once,  recall  the  joyous  fcene 
In  all  its  fplendours  deck'd,  o'er  the  full  bowl 
Recount  my  triumphs  pari,  urge  others  on 
With  hand  and  voice,andpoint  the  winding  way; 
Pleas'd  with  that  focial  (weet  garrulity, 
The  poor  difhanded  veteran's  fole  delight. 

Firft  let  the  kennel  be  the  huntfman's  care, 
Upon  fome  little  eminence  erecl, 
And  fronting  to  the  ruddy  lawn ;  its  coutfs 
On  either  hand  wide  op'ningtoreceive  [fhines, 
The  fun's  all-cheering  beams,  when  mild  he 
Andgilds  the  mountain  tops:  for  much  the  pack 
(Rous'dfromtheirdarkalcoves)dcligbttoilvetch 

And 
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Begun,  combat  enfues:  growling  they  fnarl, 
Then,ontheirkaunchcs  rear'd,rainpanttheyleize 
Each  others  throats  ;  with  teeth  and  claws  in  gore 
Befmear'd,theywound,theytear,rillontheground 
Panting,  half  dead,  the  conquer'd  champion  lies; 


Then  fudden  all  the  bafe  ignoble  crow* 


And  ba(k  in  his  invigorating;  ray. 

Warn'd  by  the  dreaming  light,  and  merry  lark, 

Forth  ru(h  the  jolly  clan  ;   with  tuneful  throats 

They  carol  loud,  and  in  grand  chorus  join'd 

Salute  the  new-born  day:  for  not  alone 

The  vegetable  world,  but  men  and  brutes 

Own  his  reviving  influence,  ami  joy  jLoud-clam'rm£,feizethehelplefs,worriedwretch, 

At  his  approach.  Fountain  of  Light !   if  chance  1  And,  thirfting  for  his  blood,  drag  different  ways 

Some  envious  cloud  veil  thy  refulgent  brow,        His  mangled  carcafs  on  th'  enfanguin'd  plain. 

In  vain  the  Mutes'  aid  ;  untouched,  undrung,      O  breads  of  pity  void  !  t'opprefs  the  weak, 

!To  point  your  vengeance  at  the  fnendlefs  head, 

I  And  with  one  mutual  cry  in  Cult  the  fallen ! 

!  Emblem  too  juit  of  man's  degenerate  race. 
Others  apart,  by  native  inftintt  led, 

;  Knowing  indructor!  'mong  the  ranker  grafs 


Lies  my  mute  harp,  and  thy  de/ponding  bard 
Sits  darkly  muting  o'er  the  unrinilh'd  lay. 

Let  no  Corinthian  pillars  prop  the  dome; 
A  vain  expence,  on  charitable  deeds 
Better  dilpos'd,  to  clothe  the  tatterM  wretch 


Who  (brinks  beneath  the  blait,  to  feed  the  poor!  Cull  each  falubrious  plant,  with  bitter  juice 
Pinch'd  with  afflictive  want.    For  ufe,  not  date,  *  Concoctive  ftor'd,  and  potent  to  allay 
Gracefully  plain,  let  each  apartment  rife.  JEach  vicious  ferment.     Thus  the  hand  divine 

O'er  all  let  cleanlinefs  prelide,  no  fcraps  Of  Providence,  beneficent  and  kind 

Beitrew  the  pavement,  and  nohalf-pick'dbones  JTo  all  his  creatures,  for  the  brutes  prefcribes 
To  kindle  fierce  debate,  or  to  dilguft  A  ready  remedy,  and  is  himfelf 

That  nicer  fenfe  on  which  the  fportfman's  hope  !  Their  great  Phyfician.  Now  grown  ftiff  with  age 
And  all  its  future  triumphs  mull  depend.  j  And  many  a  painful  chace,  the  wife  old  hound, 

Soon  as  the  growling  pack  with  eager  joy  IRegardlefs  of  the  frolic  pack,  attends 

Have  lapp'd  their  fmoking  viands,  morn  or  eve,  |  His  mailer's  fide,  or  (lumbers  at  his  eafe 


From  the  full  ciilern  lead  the  ductile  dreams, 
To  wa(h  thy  court  well  pav'd,nor  fpare  thypains; 
For  much  to  health  will  cleanlinefs  avail. 
Seek'ft  thou  for  hounds  to  climb  the  rockyfeeep, 
Andbrulh  th'  entangled  covert,whofe  nicefcent 
O'er  greafy  fallows  and  frequented  roads 
Can  pick  the  dubious  way  ?  Banifli  far  off 
Each  noifome  flench  ;  let  no  often  five  fmell 
Invade  thy  wide  inciofure,  but  admit 
The  nitrous  air  and  purifying  biveze. 

Water  and  fhade  no  lefs  demand  thy  care. 
In  a  large  fquare  th'  adjacent  field  inclofe ; 
There  plant,  in  equal  ranks,  thefpreading  elm 
Or  fragrant  lime  ;  mod  happy  thy  deiign, 
If  at  the  bottom  of  thy  fpacious  court 
A  large  canal,  fed  by  the  cryltal  brook, 
From  its  transparent  bofom  ihall  reflect 
T'hy  downward  (tructure  and  inverted  grove. 
■Here,  when  the  fun's  too  potent  gleams  annoy 
The  crowded  kennel ;  and  the  drooping  pack, 
Reftlefs  and  faint,  loll  their  unmoiden'd  tongues, 
And  drop  their  feeble  tails  ;  to  cooler  (hades 
Lead  forth  the  panting  tribes:  foon  (halt  thcufind 
The  cordial  breeze  their  fainting  hearts  revive: 
Tumultuous  foon  they  plunge  into  the  dream, 
There  lave  their  reeking  fides  ;  with  greedy  joy 
Gulp  down  the  flying  wave;  this  way  and  that 


Beneath  the  bending  fhade :  there  many  a  ring 
Runs  o'er  in  dreams ;  now  on  the  doubtful  foil 
Puzzles  perplex'd,  or  doubles  intricate, 
Cautious  unfolds  j  then  wing'd  with  alibis  fpeed 
Bounds  o'er  the  lawn  to  feize  his  panting  prey, 
And  in  imperfect  whimp'ring  fpeaks  his  joy. 
A  difPrent  hound  forev'ry  diff'rent  chace 
Select  with  judgment ;  nor  the  tim'rous  hare 
O'eraiatch'd  deftroy,  but  leave  that  vile  offence 
To  the  mean  murd'rous,  courfing  crew,  intent 
On  blood  and  fpoil.      O,  blaft  their  hopes,  juft 
And  all  their  painful  drudgeries  repay  [Heav'n ! 
With  difappointment  and  fevere  remorfej 
But  hu(band  thou  thy  pleafures,  and  give  fcope 
To  all  her  fubtle  play.     By  nature  led, 
A  thoufand  fhifts  (he  tries  :  t'  unravel  thefe 
Th'  induftrious  beagle  twills  his  waving  tail, 
Thro'  all  her  labyrinths  purfues,  and  rings 
Her  doleful  knell.    See  there  with  count'nance 

blithe, 
And  with  a  courtly  grin,  the  fawning  hound 
Salutes  thee  cow'ring  ;  his  wide  op'ning  nofe 
Upwards  he  curls:  and  his  large  (loe-black  eyes 
Melt  in  foft  blandimments  and  humbled  joy  ; 
His  glofly  (kin,  or  yellaw  pied,  or  blue, 
In  lights  or  (hades  by  Nature's  pencil  drawa, 
Reflects  the  various  tints  ;  his  ears  and  legs, 


From(horetolhoretheyfwim,whileclamourloud  jFleck'd  here  and  there,  in  gay  enamell'd  pride 


And  wild  uproar  torment  the  troubled  flood  : 
Then  on  the  (iinny  bank  they  roll  and  llretch 
Their  dripping  limbs,  or  elle  in  wanton  rings 
Courfing  around,  purfuing  andpurfued, 
The  merry  multitude  difporting  play. 

But  here  with  watchful  and  obfervant  eye 
Attend  their  frolics,  which  too  often  end 


Rival  the  fpeckled  pard ;  his  ruin-grown  tail 
O'er  his  broad  back  bends  in  an  ample  arch  : 
On  (boulders  clean  upright  and  firm  he  dands: 
His  round  cat-foot,  ftraight  hams,  and  wide- 

fpread  thighs, 
And  his  low  dropping  ched,  confefs  his  fpeed, 
Hie  drength,his  wind,  or  on  the  (teepyhill 


In  bloody  broils  and  death.    High  o'er  thy  head  [Or  far  extended  plain  ;  in  ey"ry  parr 
Wave  thy  refounding  whip,  and  with  a  voice      jSo  well  proportion^,  that  the  nicer  ikill 
Fierce  menacing  o'er-rule  the  ilern debate,  jOf  Phidias  himfelf  can't  blame  thy  choice : 

And  quench  their  .kindling  rage;  for  oft,in  (port  jOf  lit  oh  comj^cfp  thy  pack.    But  .here  a  mean 

Ob  ferve, 
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Obferve,  nor  the  large  hound  prefer,  of  fize 
Gigantic  ;  he  in  the  thick-woven  covert 
Painfully  tugs,  or  in  the  thorny  brake 
Torn  andembarrafs'd  bleeds:  but  if  too  fmall, 
The  pigmy  brood  in  ev'ry  furrow  fwims  \ 
Moil'd  in  the  clogging  clay,  panting  they  lag 
Behind  inglorious  j  or  elfe  fhiv'ring  creep, 
Benumb'd  andfaint,beneath  the  fhelteringthorn: 
For  hounds  of  middle  fize,  afrive  and  ftrong, 
Will  better  anfwerall  thy  various  ends, 
And  crown  thy  pleafing  labours  with  fuccefs. 

As  fome  brave  captain,  curious  and  exa6t, 
By  his  lix'd  ftandard  forms  in  equal  ranks 
His  gay  battalion,  as  one  man  they  move 
Step  after  ftep,  their  fize  the  fame;  their  arms 
Far  gleaming  dart  the  fame  united  blaze  : 
Reviewing  generals  his  merit  own  \ 
How  regular!  how  juft!  and  all  his  cares 
Are  well  repaid  if  mighty  George  approve  : 
So  model  thou  thy  pack,  if  honour  touch 
Thy  gen'rous  foul,and  the  world's  juft  applaufe. 
But  above  all  take  heed,  nor  mix  thy  hounds      » 
Of  different  kinds ;  difcordant  founds  (hail  grate 
Thy  ears  offended,  and  a  Jagging  line 
Of  babbling  curs  difgrace  thy  broken  pack. 
But  if  th'  amphibious  otter  be  thy  chace, 
Or  ftately  flag  that  o'er  the  woodland  reigns  ; 
Or  if  th*  harmonious  thunder  of  the  field 
Del  ight  thy  ravifh'd  ears  ;  the  deep-flew'd  hound 
Breed  up  with  care,  ftrong,  heavy,  flovv,  but  fure; 
Whofe  ears  down-hanging  from  his  thick  round 
head  [voice 

Shall  fweep  the  morning  dew,  whofe  clanging 
"Awake  the  mountain  Echo  in  her  cell, 
And  fhakethe  forefts  :  the  bold  talbot  kind, 
Of  thefe  the  prime,  as  white  as  Alpine  mows, 
And  great  their  ufe  of  old.     Upon  the  banks 
Of  Tweed,  flow  winding  thro'  the  vale,  the  feat 
Of  war  and  rapine  once,  ere  Britsns  knew 
The  fweets  of  peace,  or  Anna's  dread  commands 
To  Lifting  leagues  the  haughty  rivals  aw'd, 
There  dwelt  a  pilf 'ring  race,  well  train'd  and 
In  all  the  myfteries  of  theft,  the  fpoil        [fkill'd 
Their  only  fubftance,  feuds  and  war  their  Iport; 
Nor  more  expert  in  every  fraud ful  art 
Th'  arch  felon  *  was  cf  old,  who  by  the  tail 
Drew  back  his  loving  prizs:  in  vain  his  wiles, 
In  vain  the  fhelter  of  the  covVing  rock, 
In  vain  the  footy  cloud  and  ruddy  flames 
That  ifiued  from  his  mouth :  for  fbon  he  paid 
His  forfeit  life  ;  a  debt  how  juftly  due 
To  wrong'd  Alcides  and  avenging  Heav'n  ! 
Veil'd  in  the  fhadesof  night  they  ford  the  ftream. 
Then  prowling  far  and  near,  whatever  they  feizt 
Becomes  their  prey  5  norflocks  nor  herds  arefafe. 
Nor  ftalis  protect  the  fteer,nor  ftrong  barrM  doors 
Secure  the  fav'rite  horfe.     Soon  as  the  morn 
Keveals  his  wrongs,  with  ghaibly  vifage  wan 
The  plunder'd  owner  ftands,  and  from  his  lips 
A  thottfund  thronging  curfes  burfl  their  way  : 
He  calls  his  ftoufailies,  and  in  a  line 
His  faithful  hound  lie  leads,  then  with  a  voice 


That  utters  loud  his  rage,  attentive  cheers : 
Soon  the  fagacious  brute,  his  curling  1 
Flourifh'd  in  air,  low  bending  plies  around 
His  bufy  nofe,  the  fteaming  vapour  fnuffa 
Inquiiltive,  nor  leaves  one  turf  untried, 
Till,  confeious  of  the  recent  'trains,  his  heart 
Beats  quick  ;  his  muffing  nofe,  his  active  tail, 
Attefi  his  joy,  then  with  deep  opening  mouth; 
That  makes  the  welkin  tremble,  he  proclaims 
Th'  audacious  felon  •.  foot  by  foot  he  marks 
His  winding  way,  while  all  the  lift'ning  crowd 
Applaud  his  reas'nings.     O'er  the  wat'ry  ford, 
Dry  fandy  heaths,  and  ftony  barren  hi" Is, 
O'er  beaten  paths  with  men  and  hearts  diftain'd, 
Unerring  he  purines,  till  at  the  cot 

iVd,  and  feizing  by  his  guilty  throat 
The  catirf  vile,  redeems  the  captive  prey  : 
So  exouifirely  delicate  his  fenfe  !  [quire 

Should  fome  more  curious  fportftnan  here  en- 
Whence  this  fagacity,this  wond'rous  povv'r 
Of  tracing  ftep  by  ftep  or  man  or  brute  ? 
What  guide  invifible  points  out  their  way 
O'er  the  dank  marfh,  bleak  hjll,and  fandy  plain  ? 
The  courteous  Mufe  fnall  the  dark  caufe  reveal. 
The  blood  that  from  the  heart  inccflant  rolls 
In  many  a  crimfon  tide,  then:  here  and  there 
In  fmaller  rills  difparted,  as  it  flows 
Propell'd,  the  ferous  particles  evade 
Thro'  th'  open  pores,  and  with  the  ambient  air 
Entangling  mix.     As  fuming  vapours  rife, 
And  hang  upon  the  gently-purling  brook, 
There  bythe  incumbent  atmofphere  comprefs'd, 
The  panting  chace  grows  warmer  as  he  flies, 
And  thro'  the  net-work  of  the  (kin  perfpires, 
Leaves  a  long  ft  reaming  trail  behind,  which  by 
The  cooler  air  condensed,  remains,  unlefs 
By  fome  rude  ftorm  difpers'd,  or  ra  rifled 
Bythe  meridian  fun's  intenfer  heat. 
To  ev'ry  fnrub  the  warm  erHnvia  cling, 
Hang  on  the  grafs,  Ihipregnafe  earth  and  flcies. 
With  npftrils  op'ning  wide,  o'er  hill,  o'er  dale, 
The  vig'rous  hounds  purfue,  with  ev'ry  breath 
Inhale  the  grateful  fteam,  quick  pleafures  fting 
Their  tingling  nerves,  while  they  their  thanks 

repay, 
And  in  triumphant  melody  ccr.fefs 
rhe  titillating  joy.     Thus  on  the  air 
Depend  the  hunter's  hopes.  When  ruddy  ftreaks 
At  eve  forbode  a  bluft'ring  ftormy  day, 
Orlow'ringcloudsblacken  the  mountain's  brow; 
When  nipping  frofts,  and  the  keen  biting  blalto 
Of  the  dry  parching  eaft,  menace  the  trees, 
With  tender  bloflbms  teeming;  kindly  fpate 
Thy  fleeping  pack,  in  their  warm  beds  of  ft  raw 
Low-finking  at  their  eafe  !    liftlefs  they,  fhrink 
Into  fome  dark  recefs>  nor  hear  thy  voice, 
Fho'  oft  invok'd  $  or  haply  if  thy  call 
Roufe  up  the  ftumb'ring  tribe  with  heavy  eyes, 
Glaz'd,   lifelefs,  dull,   downward   they    drop 

their  tails 
Inverted  t  high  on  their  bent  backs  erect 
rheir pointed briftles ftare,  or  'mongihe  tufts 

Of 
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Of  ranker  weeds  each  ftomach-healing  plant 
Curious  they  crop,  Tick,  fpiritlefs,  forlorn, 
Thefc  inaulpicious  days  on  other  cures 
Employthyprecious hours;  th' imp-ovingfriend 
With  open  arms  embrace,  and  from  his  lips  _ 
Glean  fcience,  feafon'd  with  good-natur'd  wit: 
But  if  th'  inclement  ikies  and  angry  Jove 
Forbid  the  pleafmg  interconrfe,  thy  books 
Invite  thy  ready  hand;  each  (acred  page 
Rich  with  the  wife  remarks  of  heroes  old. 
Converfe  familiar  with  the  illuftrious  dead  ; 
With  great  examples  of  old  Greece  or  Rome 
Enlarge  thy  free-bom  heart,  and  blefs  kind 
That  Britain  yet  enjoys  dear  Liberty,  [Heaven 
That  balm  of  life,  that  fweeteft  bleffing,  cheap 
Tho'purchasMwithourbiood.Well-bredjpohte, 
Credit  thy  calling.  See  !  how  mean,  how  low, 
The  booklefs  faunt'ring  youth,  proud  of  the 
That  dignifies  his  cap,  his  flourilh'd  belt,  [ikut 
And  rufty  couples  jingling  by  his  fide ! 
Be  thou  of  other  mould  ;  and  know  that  foch 
Tranfporting  pleafures  were  by  heaven  ordain'd 
Wisdom's  relief,  and  Virtue's  great  reward. 
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THE     ARGUMENT. 


Of  the  power  of  injliv.cl  in  brutes.  Two  remark- 
able inftances  in  tbe  hunting  of  the  roebuck,  and 
in  the  hare  going  to  feat  in  the  morning.  Of 
the  variety  of  feats  or  forms  cf  the  hare,  ac- 
cording to  the  changes  oj  the  feafun,  weather,  or 
wind.  Defcription  of  the  hare -hunting  in  all  its 
parts,  interfperj'ed  wJb  rules  to  be  obfer-ved  by 
tbofe  who  follow  that  chace.  Tranftion  to  the 
Afiatic  way  oj  hunting,  particularly  the  magni- 
ficent manner  of  the  Great  Mogul,  and  other 
'Tartarian  princes,  taken  from  Monf.eur  Bernier, 
and  the  Hijlory  cf  Gengi/kan  the  Great.  Con 
eludes  with  a  jhort  reproof  of  tyrants  andoppref- 
fors  of  mankind. 

Nor  will  it  lefs  delight  th'  attentive  fage, 
T'  obferve  that  inftinct  which  unerring  guides 
The  brutal  race,  which  mimics  realbn\s  lore, 
And  oft  tranfeends.     Heaven -taught,  the  roe- 
buck fwift 
Loiters  at  eafe  before  the  driving  pack, 
And  mocks  their  vain  purfuit,  nor  far  he  flies : 
But  checks  his  ardour,  till  the  (learning  fcent 
That  frefliens  on  the  blade  provokes  their  rage. 
Urg'd  to  their  fpeed,  his  weak  deluded  foes 
Soon  flag  fatigu'd;  ftrain'd  to  excefs,  each  nerve, 
Each  flacken'd  finew,  fails:    they  pant,  they 
foam:  [hills 

Then  o'er  the  lawn  he  beunds,  o'er  the  high 
Stretches  fecure,  and  leaves  the  fcattcr'd  crowd 
To  puzzle  in  the  diftant  vale  below. 

'Tis  inftinft  that  directs  the  jealous  hare 
To  choofe  her  foft  abode.    With  ftep  revers'd 
She  forms  the  doubling  maze ;  then,  ere  the  morn 
Peeps  thro'  the  clouds,  leaps  to  her  clofe  recefs. 

As  wandering  Ihepherds  on  th' Arabian  plains 
Jfo  fettled  refidence  obferve,  but  flyU 


Their  moving  camp;  new  on  fome  cooler  hill* 
With  cedars  crown'd,courttherefrefhingbreeze; 
And  then  below,  where  trickling  ftreams  diitii 
From  fome  penurious  fource,  their  thirft  all 
And  feed  their  fainting  flocks :  fo  the  wife  hares 
Oft  quit  their  fea':s,  left  fome  more  curious  eye 
Should  mark  their  haunts,  and  by  dark  treache- 
rous wiles 
Plot  their  deftruction ;  or  perchance  in  hopes 
Of  plenteous  forage,  near  the  ranker  mead 
Or  matted  blade  wary  and  clofe  they  fit. 
When  fpring  mines  forth,  feafonof  love  and  joy, 
In  the  moift  marfh,  'mong  beds  of  rallies  hid, 
They  cool  their  boilmg  blood.  .  When  fummer 

funs 
Bake  the  cleft  earth,  to  thick  wide-waving  fields 
Of  corn  full  grown  they  lead  their  helplefsyoungi 
But  when  autumnal  torrents  and  fierce  rains 
Deluge  the  vale,  in  the  dry  crumbling  bank 
Their  forms  they  delve,  and  cautioufly  avoid 
The  dripping  covert:  yet  when  winter's  cold 
Theirlimbsbenumbs,thitherwithfpeed  returned, 
In  the  long  grafs  they  fculk,  or  Ihrinking  creep 
Among  the  wither'd  leaves :  thus  changing  itill 
As  fancy  prompts  them,  or  as  food  invites. 
But  ev'ry  feafon  carefully  obferv'd, 
Th'  inconftant  winds,  the  fickle  element, 
The  wife  experienc'cl  huntfman  foon  may  find 
His  fubtle,  various  game,  nor  waites  in  vain 
His  tedious  hours,  till  his  impatient  hounds, 
With  disappointment  vex'd,  each  fpringing  lark 
Babbling  purfue,  far  fcatter'd  o'er  the  fields. 

Now  golden  Autumn  from  her  open  lap 
Her  fragrant  bountieslhow'rs;  the  fields  are  (horn: 
Inwardly  fmiling  the  proud  farmer  views 
The  riling  pyramids  that  grace  his  yard, 
And  counts  his  large  increaie:  his  barns  are  ftor'd; 
And  groaning  ftaddles  bend  beneath  their  ioad. 
All  now  is  free  as  air,  and  the  gay  pack 
In  the  rough  briftly  Hubbies  range  nnhlam'd. 
No  widow's  tears  o'erflow,  no  fecret  curfe 
Swells  in  the  farmer's  breafr,  which  his  pale  lips 
Trembling  conceal,  by  his  fierce  landlord  aw'dj 
Eut  courteous  now  he  levels  ev'ry  fence, 
Joins  in  the  common  cry,  and  haloos  lead, 
Charm'd  with  the  rattling  thunder  cf  the  field, 
O  bear  me,  fome  kind  pow'r  invilible! 
To  that  extended  lawn,  where  the  gay  court 
View  the  fwift  racers  ftretching  to  the  goal ; 
Games  more  renown 'd,  and  a  far  nobler  train, 
Than  proud  Elean  fields  could  boaft  of  old  j 
Oh  were  a  Theban  lyre  not  wanting  here, 
And  Pindar's  voice,  to  do  their  merit  right ! 
Ortothole  fpacious  plains  where  theltrain'd  eye, 
In  the  wide  profpedf.  loft,  beholds  at  laft 
Sarum's  proud  fpire,  that  e'er  the  hills  afcends, 
And  pierces  thro'  the  clouds:  or  to  thy  downs, 
Fair  Cotfwold  1  where  the  well-breath'd  beagle 

climbs-, 
With  matchlefs  fpeed,  thy  gi'een  afpiring  brow, 
And  leaves  the  lagging  multitude  behind. 

Hail,  gentle  Dawn  !■  mild  bimhing  goddefs, 

Rejoic'd  I  fee  thy  purple  mantle  fpread    [hail! 

O'er  half  the  Ikies;  gems  pave  thy  radiant  way, 

C  <?  And 
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And  orient  pearls  from  ev'ry  fhrub  depend. 
Farevvel,  Cieora  !  here,  deep  funk  in  down, 
Slumber  fecure,  with  happy  dreams  amus'd, 
Til!  grateful  fleams  mall  tempt  thee  to  receive 
Thy  early  meal  ;  or  thy  officious  maids, 
The  toilette  plac'd,  flia.ll  urge  thee  to  perform 
Th'  important  work.     Me  other  joys  invite; 
The  horn  fonorous  calls,  the  pack  awak'd 
Their  matins  chant,  nor  brook  my  long  delay; 
My  courier  hears  their  voice:  fee  there!  with  ears 
And  tail  erecT,  neighing  he  paws  the  ground : 
Fierce  rapture  kindles  in  his  redd'ning  eyes, 
And  boils  in  ev'ry  vein.     As  captive  boys, 
Cow'd  by  the  rilling  rod  and  haughty  frowns 
Of  pedagogues  fevere,  from  their  hard  talks 
If  once  difmifs'd,  no  limits  can  contain 
The  tumult  rais'd  within  their  little  breafts, 
But  give  a  loofe  to  all  their  frolic  play ; 
So  from  their  kennel  rum  the  joyous  pack ; 
A  thoufand  wanton  gaieties  exprefs 
Their  inward  ecflacy,  their  pleafmg  fport 
Once  more  indulg'd,  and  liberty  reilor'd. 
The  riling  fun,  that  o'er  th"  horizon  peeps, 
As  many  colours  from  their  glofly  fkins 
Beaming  reflects,  as  paint  the  various  bow 
When  April  fhow'rs  defcend.  Delightful  fcene ! 
Where  all  around  is  gay — men,  horfes,  dogs  ; 
And  in  each  fmiling  countenance  appears 
Frefh  blooming  health,  and  univerial  joy. 

Huntfman!  lead  on:  behind  the  cluit'ring  pack 
Submifs  attend,  hear  with  refpect  thy  whip 
Loud  clanging,  and  thy  harfher  voice  obey. 
Spare  not  the  draggling  cur  that  wildly  roves, 
But  let  thy  brifk  affiltant  on  his  back 
Imprint  thy  j&ft  refentments;  let  each  lafli 
Bite  to  the  quick,  till  howling  he  return, 


Untraceable,  nor  hear  thy  chiding  voice. 
Now  gently  put  her  off;  fee  how  <!irec~t  [bring 
To  her  known  mew  fhe  flies  !  Here,  huntfman, 
(But  without  hurry)  all  thy  jolly  hounds, 
And  calmly  lay  them  in.     How  low  they  ftoop, 
And  feemtoplough  the  ground !  then  all  at  once 
With  greedy  nonrils  muff  the  fuming  fteam 
That  glads  their  fluttering  hearts.  As  winds  let 

loofe 
From  the  dark  caverns  of  the  bluft'ring  god, 
They  burit  away,  and  lweep  the  dewy  lawn. 
Hope  gives  them  wings,  while  file's  ipurr'd  on 
by  fear.  [woods, 

The  welkin  rings,  men,  dogs,  hills,  rocks,  and 
In  the  full  concert  join.  Now,  my  brave  youths! 
Stripped  for  the  chace,  give  all  your  fouls  to  joy. 
See  how  their  courfers,  than  the  mountain  roe 
More  fteet,  the  verdant  carpet  Ikim !  thick  clouds 
Snorting  they  breathe,  their  mining  hoofs  fcarce 
The  grafs  unbruis'd;  with  emulation  fir'd  [print 
They  (train  to  lead  the  field,  top  the  barr'd  gate, 
O'er  the  deep  ditch  exulting  bound,  and  brufh 
The  thorny-twining  hedge:  the  riders  bend 
O'er  their  arch'd  necks;  withfteadyhands  by  turns 
Indulge  their  fpeed,  or  moderate  their  rage. 
Wherearetheirforrows,difappointments,wrongs, 
Vexations,  ficknefs,  cares  ?  All,  all  are  gone  I 
And  with  the  panting  winds  lag  far  behind. 

Huntfman!  her  gait  obferve;  if  in  wide  rings 
She  wheel  her  mazy  way,  in  the  fame  round 
Perfifting  frill,  ihe'll  foil  the  beaten  tract ; 
But  if  fhe  fly,  and  with  the  fav'ring  wind 
Urge  her  bold  courfe,  left  intricate  thy  talk  ; 
Pufli  on  thy  oack.  Like  fome  poor  exil'd  wretch, 
The  frighted  chace  leaves  her  late  dear  abodes, 
O'er  plains  remote  (he  ftretcb.es  far  away, 


And  whining  creep  amid  the  trembling  crowd.]  Ah,  never  to  return!  for  greedy  Death 


Here  on  this  verdant  fpot,  where  Nature  kind 
With  double  bleffings  crowns  the  farmer's  hopes, 
Where  flow'rs  autumnal  fpring,  and  the  rank 
Affords  the  wand Ying hares  a  rich  repair,  [mead 
Throw  off  thy  ready  pack.  See  where  they  fpread, 
And  range  around,  and  dafh  the  giitt'nng  dew  ! 
If  fome  flaunch  hound,  with  his  authentic  voice, 
Avow  the  recent  trail,  the  joftling  tribe 
Attend  his  call,  then  with  one  mutual  cry 
The  welcome  news  confirm,  and  echoing  hills 
Repeat  the  pleafmg  tale.     See  how  they  thread 
The  brakes,  and  up  yon  furrow  drive  along  ! 
But  quick  they  back  recoil,  and  wifely  check 
Their  eager  hafte ;  then  o'er  the  fallow'd  ground 
How  leilurely  they  work,  and  many  a  paufe 
Th'harmonious  concert  breaks;  till,more  affur'd, 
With  joy  redoubled  the  low  valleys  ring. 
What  artful  labyrinths  perplex  their  way  ! 
Ah  !  there  fhe  lies;  how  clofe  !  fhe  pants;  fhe 
If  now  fhe  lives:  fhetremblesasfhefits,    [doubts 
With  horror  feiz'd.     The  wither'd  grafs  that 
Around  her  head,  of  the  fame  ruffet  hue,  [clings 
Almoft  deceiv'd  my  fight,  had  not  her  eyes 
With  life  full-beaming  her  vain  wiles  betray'd. 
At  diftance  draw  thy  pack;  let  all  be  hufh'd; 
No  clamour  loud,  no  frantic  joy,  be  heard ; 
Left  the  wild  hound  run  gladding  o'er  the  plain 


Hov'ring  exults,  fecure  to  iieze  his  pre)'-. 

Hark!  from  yon  covert,  where  thofe tpw'ring 
Above  the  humble  copfe  afpiring  rile,      [oaks 
What  glorious  triumphs  burft  in  ev'ry  gaie 
Upon  our  ravifli'd  ears  !  The  hunters  ihout, 
The  clanging  horns  fwell  their  fweet  winding 

notes, 
The  pack  wide  op'ning  load  the  trembling  air 
With  various  melody;  from  tree  to  tree 
The  propagated  cry  redoubling  bounds  ; 
And  winged  zephyrs  waft  the  floating  joy 
Thro*  all  the  regions  near.     Afflictive  birch 
No  more  the fchool -boy  dreads;  his  prifon  broke, 
Scamp'ring  he  flies,  nor  heeds  his  matter's  call. 
The  weary  traveller  forgets  his  road,       [leaves 
And  climbs  the  adjacent  hill.    The  ploughman 
Th'  unfmifh'd  furrow;  nor  his  bleating  flocks 
Are  now  the  fhepherd's  joy.  Men,  boys,  and  girls, 
Detert  the  unpeopled  village;  and  wild  crowds 
Spread  o'erthe  plain,  by  the  fweet  phrenfy  feiz'd. 
Look  how  flie  pants !  and  o'er  yon  op'ning  glade 
Slips  glancing  by  ;  while  at  the  further  end 
The  puzzling  pack  unravel  wile  by  wile, 
Maze  within  maze  ?  The  covert's  utmoft  bound 
Slily  fhe  fkirts;  behind  them  cautious  creeps, 
And  in  that  very  track  fo  lately  flain'd 
By  all  the  (teaming  crowd,  feems  to  purfue 
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The  foes  (he  flies.     Let  cavillers  deny   [more  ; 
That  brutes  have  realbn ;  lure  'tis  fomething 
*Tis  Heaven  directs,  and  ftratagems  infpire 
Beyond  the  (hort  extent  of  human  thought. 
But  hold — I  fee  her  from  the  covert  break; 
Sad  on  yon  little  eminence  ihe  lit.-; 
Intent  (he  liftens  with  c.ie  ear  erect. 
Pond'ring  and  doubtful  what  new  courfe  to  take. 
And  how  to  '(cape  the  rierce  blood-thirily  crew 
That  ftill  urge  on,  and  it  ill  in  vol  lies  loud 
Infult  her  woes,  and  mock  her  fore  diftrefs. 
As  now  in  louder  peals  the  loaded  winds 
Bring  on  the  gathering  ftorm,  her  fca.s  prevail, 
And  o'erthe  plain,  and  o'er  the  mountain's  ridge> 
Away  the  flies ;  nor  (hips  with  wind  and  tide, 
And  all  their  canvas  wings,  feud  half  fo  faft. 
Once  more,  ye  jovial  train  !  your  courage  try, 
And  each  clean  courier's  (peed.  We  fcour  along 
In  pleafing  hurry  and  confufion  tofs'd  ; 
Oblivion  to  be  wiih'd !  The  patient  pack 
Hang  on  the  fcent  unwearied:  up  they  climb, 
And  ardent  we  purfue:  our  lab'ring  ileeds 
We  prefs,  we  gore ;  till,  once  the  fummit  gain'd. 
Painfully  panting,  there  we  breathe  awhile; 
Then  like  a  foaming  torrent  pouring  down 
Precipitant,  we  fmoke  along  the  vale. 
Hapny  the  man  who  with  unrivall'd  fpeed 
Can  pafs  his  fellows,  and  with  pleafure  view 
The  draggling  pack  !  how  in  the  rapid  courfe 
Alternate  they  prefide,  and  joftling  pufli 
To  guide  the  dubious  fcent;  how  giddy  youth 
Oft  blabb'ring  errs,  by  wifer  age  reprov'd; 
How,  niggard  or  his  ilrength,  the  wife  old  hound 
Hangs  in  the  rear,  till  fome  important  point 
Roule  all  his  diligence,  or  till  the  c 
Sinking  he  finds;  then  to  the  head  he  fprings, 
With  third  of  glory  fir'd,  and  wins  the  prize. 
Huntfman  !  take  heed;  they  ftop  in  full  career: 
Yon  crowding  flecks,  that  at  a  diftance  gaze, 
Have  haply  foil'd  the  turf.     See  that  old  hound, 
How  bufily  he  works,  but  dares  not  trull 
His  doubtful  fenfe!  Draw  yet  a  wider  ring. 
Hark  !  now  again  the  chorus  tills  ;  as  bells, 
Sallied  awhile,  at  once  their  peal  renew, 
And  high  in  air  the  tuneful  thunder  rolls. 
See  how  they  tofs,  with  animated  rage 
Recov'ring  all  they  loft!  That  eager  hafte 
Some  doubling  wile  forefhews.     Ah  !   yet  once 
more  [either  hand 

They  're  check' d — hold  back  with  fpeed— on 
They  flourifh  round — ev'n  yet  periift — 'tis  right: 
Away  they  fpring;  the  raffling  ftubbles  bend 
Beneath  the  driving  ftorm.  Now  the  p,or  chace 
Begins  to  flag,  to  her  lalt  (biffs  redue'd. 
From  brake  to  brake  me  flies,  and  viiitsall  [cure, 
Her  well-known  haunts,where  oncelherang'd  fe- 
With  love  and  plenty  bleft.  See !  there  ihe  goes ; 
She  reels  along,  and  by  her  gait  betrays 
Her  inward  weaknefs.  See  how  black  ihe  looks  ! 
The  (weal  that  clogs  th'  obftru&ed  pores  fcarce 
A  languid  fcent.  And  now  in  open  view  [leaves 
See  !  fee!  (lie  flies;  each  eager  hound  exerts 
His  utmoft  fpeed,  and  ftretches  ev'ry  nerve. 
How  quick  fte  turns,  their  gaping  jaws  eludes, 


&nd  yet  a  moment  lives,  till  round  inclos'd 
By  all  the  greedy  pack,  with  infant  fcreams 
She  yields  her  breath,  and  there  relu&ant  dies! 
So  when  the  furi  jus  Bacchanals  afiail'd 
Threician  Orpheus,  poor  ill-fated  bard  !  [banks 
Loud  was  the  cry;  hills,  woods,  and  Hebrus' 
Returned  their  clam' rous  rage:  diftrefs'd  he  flies, 
Shifting  from  place  to  place,  but  flies  in  vain; 
For  eager  they  purfue;  till  panting,  faint, 
By  noiiy  multitudes  o'erpower'd,  he  finks 
To  the  relentlefs  crowd  a  bleeding  prey  ! 

The  huntfman  now,  a  deep  incifion  made, 
Shakes  out  with  hands  impure,  and  dames  down 
Her  reeking  entrails  and  yet  quiv'ring  heart. 
Thefe  claim  the  pack,  the  bloody  perquifite 
Foralltheirtoils.  Stretch'd  en  the  ground  (he  lies 
A  mangled  corfe;  in  her  dim-glaring  eyes 
Cold  Death  exults,  and  ftiffens  ev'ry  limb. 
Aw'd  bythethreat'ningwhip,  the  furious  hounds 
Around  her  bay,  or  at  their  matter's  foot 
Each  happy  fav'rite  courts  his  kind  applaufe, 
With  humble  adulation  cow'ring  low. 
All  now  is  joy.     With  cheeks  full-blown  they 

wind 
Her  folemn  dirge,  while  the  loud-opening  pack 
The  concert  fwell,  and  hills  and  dales  return 
The  fadly-pleaiing  founds.  Thus  the  poor  hare, 
A  puny  daftard  animal !  but  vers'd 
In  fubtle  wiles,  diverts  the  youthful  train. 
But  if  thy  proud  afpiring  foul  diidains 
So  mean  a  prey,  delighted  with  the  pomp, 
Magnificence  and  grandeur,  of  the  chace; 
Hear  what  the  Mule  from  faithful  record  lings. 

Why  on  the  banks  of  Gemna,  Indian  ftream, 
Line  within  line,  rife  the  pavilions  proud, 
Their  filken  ftreamers  waving  in  the  wind  ? 
Why  neighs  the  warrior  horfe?  From  tent  to  tent 
Why  prefs  in  crowds  the  buzzing  multitude? 
Why  mines  the  poliih'd  helm  and  pointed  Ian  ce, 
This  way  and  that  far  beaming  o'er  the  plain  ? 
Nor  Vifapour  nor  Golconda  rebel, 
Nor  the  great  Sophy,  with  his  num'rous  hoft, 
Lays  wafte  the  provinces,  nor  glory  fires 
To  rob  and  to  deftroy,  beneath  the  name 
And  fpecious  guile  of  war.     A  nobler  caufe 
Calls  Aurengzebe  to  arms.     No  cities  fack'd, 
No  mother's  tears,  no  helplefs  orphan's  cries, 
No  violated  leagues,  with  iharp  remorfe 
I  Shall  fting  the  conlcious  viclor,  but  mankind 
Shall  hail  him  good  and  juft  :  for  'tis  on  beafts 
;  He  draws  his  vengeful  fword  ;  on  beafts  of  prey, 
1  Full-fed  with  human  gore.  See,  fee,  he  comes  i 
Imperial  Delhi,  op'ning  wide  her  gates, 
Pours  out  her  thronging  legions,  bright  in  arms 
And  all  the  pomp  of  war.    Before  them  found 
Clarions  and  trumpets,  breathing  martial  airs 
And  hold  defiance.     High  upon  his  throne, 
Borne  on  the  back  of  his  proud  elephant, 
Sits  the  great  chief  of  Timur's  glorious  race; 
Sublime  he  fits  amid  the  radiant  blaze 
Of  gems  and  gold.    Omrahs  about  him  crowd, 
And  rein  the  Arabian  fteed,  and  watch  his  nod, 
And  potent  rajahs,  who  themfelves  preiide 
O'er  realms  of  wide  extent  t  but  here  fubmifs 
C  c  2  Their 
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Their  homage  pay,  alternate  kings  and  Haves  ! 
Next  thefe,  with  prying  eunuchs  girt  around, 
The  fair  fultanas  of  his  court}  a  troop 
Of  choien  beauties,  but  with  care  conceal'd 
From  each  intrufive  eye;  one  look  is  death. 
Ah  !  cruel  eaftern  law!   (had  kings  a  pow'r 
But  equal  to  their  wild  tyrannic  will) 
To  rob  us  of  the  fun's  ail -cheering  ray 
Were  lefs  fevere.   The  vulgar  clofe  the  march, 
Slaves  and  artificers;  and  Delhi  mourns 
Her  empty  and  depopulated  ftreets. 
Now  at  the  camp  arriv'd,  with  ftern  review 
Thro-'  groves  of  fpears  from  file  to  file  he  darts 
His  (harp  cxperienc'd  eye,  their  order  marks, 
Each  in  his  ftation  rang'd,  exadl  and  firm, 
Till  in  the  boundleis  line  his  fight  is  loft. 
Not  greater  multitude.;  in  arms  appear'd 
On  thefe  extended  plains,  when  Amnion's  fon 
With  mighty  Porns  in  dread  battle  join'd, 
The  vaflal  world  the  prize ;  nor  was  that  hoft 
More  numerous  of  old  which  the  Great  King* 
Pour'd  out  onGrcece  fromall  th'unpeopled  Eaft, 
That  bridg'd  the  Hellefpont  from  fhoreto  ihore. 
And  drank  the  rivers  dry.  Meanwhile  in  troops 
The  bury  hunter-train  mark  out  the  ground. 
A  wide  circumference,  full  many  a  league  . 
In  compafs  round  ;    woods,  rivers,  hiiis,  and 
Large  provinces,  enough  to  gratify        [plains. 
Ambition's  higheft  aim,  could  reafon  bound 
Man's  erring  will.     Now  fit  in  clofe  divan 
The  mighty  chiefs  of  this  prodigious  hoft; 
He  from  the  throne  high-eminent  prefides, 
Gives  out  his  mandates  proud,  laws  of  the  chace, 
From  ancient  records  drawn.With  rev'rence  low, 
And  proltrate  at  his  feet,  the  chiefs  receive 
His  irreverlible  decrees,  from  which 
To  vary  is  to  die.     Then  his  brave  bands 
Each  to  his  ftation  leads,  encamping  round 
Till  the  wide  circle  is  completely  fonn'd. 
Wheredecentorderreigns,what  thefe  command 
Thofe  execute  with  fpeed  and  punctual  care, 
In  all  the  ftricreft  difcipline  of  war, 
As  if  fome  watchful  foe,  with  bold  infult, 
Hunglow'ringo'ertheircamp.  The  high  refolve 
That  flies  on  winjs  thro'  all  th'  encircling  line 
Each  motion  fteers,  and  animates  the  whole. 
So,  by  the  fun's  attractive  pow'r  controll'd, 
The  planets  in  their  inheres  roll  round  his  orb; 
On  all  he  minis,  and  rules  the  great  machine. 
Ere  yet  the  morn  difpels  the  fleeting  mifts, 
The  fignal  given  by  the  loud  trumpet's  voice, 
Now  high  in  air  th'  imperial  ftandard  waves, 
Emblazon'd  rich  with  gold  and  glitt'ring  gems, 
And  like  a  fheet  of  fire  thro'  the  dun  gloom 
Streaming  meteorous.     The  foldiers'  ihouts 
And  all  the  brazen  inftruments  of  war, 
With  mutual  clamour  and  united  din 
Fill  the  large  concave,  while  from  camp  to  camp 
They  catch  the  varied  founds,  floating  in  air. 
Round  all  the  wide  circumference  tigers  fell 
Siirink  at  the  noife  j  deep  in  his  gloomy  den 
The  lion  ftarts,  and  models  yet  unchew'd 


Drop  from  his  trembling  jaws.  Now  all  at  once 
Onward  they  march  embattled,  to  the  found 
Of  martial  harmony;  fifes,  cornets,  drums, 
That  roufe  the  fleepy  foul  to  arms  and  bold 
Heroic  deeds.     In  parties  here  and  there, 
Dttach'd  o'er  hill  and  dale,  the  hunters  range 
Inquilitive;  llrong  dogs,  that  match  in  fight 
The  bold  eft  brute,  around  their  mafters  wait, 
A  faithful  guard.     No  haunt  unfearch'd,  they 
From  ev'ry  covert,  and  from  ev'ry  den,  [drive 
The  lurking  favages.     Incefiant  ihouts 
Re-echo  thro'  the  wood^,  and  kindling  fires 
Gleam  from  the  mountain  tops :  the  foreft  feems 
One  mingling  blaze:  like  flocks  of  i'heep  they  fly 
Before  the  flaming  brand  :  fierce  lions,  pards, 
Boars  tigers,  bears,  and  wolves,  a  dreadful  crew 
Of  grim  llood-thirlty  foes!  Growling  along 
They  ftaik  indignant,  but  fierce  vengeance  ftill 
Hangs  pealing  on  their  rear,  and  pointed  fpears 
Prefent  immediate  death.     Soon  as  the  night, 
Wrapp'd  in  her  fable  veil,  forbids  the  chace, 
They  pitch  their  tents  in  even  ranks  around 
The  circling  camp.  The  guards  are  plac'd,  and 
At  proper  alliances  afcending  rife,  [fires 

And  paint  th'  horizon  with  their  ruddy  light. 
So  round  fome  ifland's  fhore  of  large  extent, 
Amid  the  gloomy  horrors  of  the  night, 
The  billows  breaking  on  the  pointed  rocks 
Seem  all  one  flame,  and  the  bright  circuit  wide 
Appears  a  bulwark  of  furrounding  fire. 
What'dreadful  bowlings  and  what  hideous  roar 
Difturb  thofe  peaceful  fhades !  where  erftthebird 
That  glads  the  night  had  cheer'd  the  lift'ning 

groves 
With  Aveet  complainings.  Thro' the  filent  gloom 
Oft  they  the  guards  aflail ;  as  oft  repell'd 
They  fly  reluctant,  with  hot-boiling  rage 
Stiyig  to  the  quick,  and  mad  with  wild  defpair. 
Thus,  day  by  day,  they  ftill  the  chace  renew, 
At  night  encamp  ;  till  now  in  ftraiter  bounds 
The  circle  lefiens,  and  the  beafts  perceive 
The  wall  that  hems  them  in  on  ev'ry  fide. 
And  now  their  fury  burfts,  and  knows  nomean ; 
Frommantheyturn,andpointtheirill-judg'drage 
Again  ft  their  fellow  brutes.  With  teeth  and  claws 
The  civil  war  begins;  grappling  they  tear; 
Lions  on  tigers  prey,  and  bears  on  wolves; 
Horrible  difcord!  till  the  crowd  behind 
Shouting  purfue,  and  part  the  bloody  fray. 
At  once  their  wrath  fubfides  ;  tame  as  the  lamb 
The  lion  hangs  his  head;  the  furious  pard, 
Cow'd  and  fubdued,  flies  from  the  face  of  man, 
Nor  beai-;  one  glance  of  his  commanding  eye. 
So  abjecl  is  a  tyrant  in  diftrefs  ! 

At  laft,  within  the  narrow  plain  confin'd, 
A  lifted  field,  mark'd  out  for  bloody  deeds, 
An  amphitheatre  more  glorious  far         [heaps, 
Than  ancient  Rome  could  boaft,  they  crowd  in 
Difmay'd,  and  quite  appallM.     In  meet  array 
Sheath'd  in  refulgent  arms,  a  noble  band 
Advance ;  great  lords  of  high  imperial  blood, 
Early  refolv'd  t'  allert  their  royal  race, 

And 


*  Xerxes. 


Book  II. 


DIDACTIC,    DESCRIPTIVE,    &c. 


389 


And  prove  bygloriousdeedsthcirvalour's  growth 
Mature,  ere  yet  the  callow  down  has  fpread 
Its  curling  (hade.     On  bold  Arabian  deeds 
"With  decent  pride  they  fit,  that  fearlefs  hear 
The  lion's  dreadful  roar;  and  down  the  rock 
Swiftfhootingplunge,oro'erthemountain's  ridge 
Stretching  along,  the  greedy  tiger  leave 
Panting  behind.     On  foot  their  faithful  (laves 
With  jav'lins  arm'd  attend ;  each  watchful  eye 
Fix'd  on  his  youthful  care,  for  hi  in  alone 
He  fears ;  and,  to  redeem  his  life,  unmov'd 
Would  lofe  his  own.  The  mighty  Aurengzebe 
From  his  high-elevated  throne  beholds 
His  blooming  race,  revolving  in  his  mind 
What  once  he  was,  in  his  gay  fpring  of  life, 
When  vigour  ftrung  his  nerves.   Parental  joy 
Melts  in  his  eyes,  and  fluflies  in  his  cheeks. 
Now  the  loudtrumpttfounds  a  charge.The  lhouts 
Of  eager  hofts  thro"  all  the  circling  line, 
And  the  wild  howlings  of  the  beafts  within, 
Rend  the  weikin ;  the  nights  of  arrows  wing'd 
Withdeath,  and  jav'lins  launch'd  from  everyarm, 
Gall  fore  the  brutal  bands,  with  many  a  wound 
Gor'd  thro'  and  thro'.    Defpair  at  lait  prevails. 
When  fainting  nature  fhrinks,  and  roufes  all 
Their  drooping  courage.    Swell'd  with  furious 

rage, 

Their  eyes  dart  fire,  and  on  the  youthful  band 
They  ru(h  implacable.  They  their  broad  fhield  & 
Quick,  interpofe  ;  on  each  devoted  head 
Their  flaming  fauichions,  as  the  bolts  of  Jove 
Defcend  unerring.     Proltrate  on  the  ground 
The  grinning  monfters  lie,  and  their  foul  gore 
Defiles  the  verdant  plain.     Nor  idle  ftand 
Thetrufty  (laves;  with  pointed  fpears  they  pierce 
Thro*  theirtough  hides, orat  their  gapingmouths 
An  eafier  pafTage  find.     The  king  of  brutes 
In  broken  roarings  breathes  his  lad:;  the  bear 
Grumbles  in  death  ;  nor  can  his  fpotted  fkin, 
Tho'  fleek  it  thine,  with  varied  beauties  gay, 
Save  the  proud  pard  from  unrelenting  fate. 
The  battle  bleeds:  grim  Slaughter  [brides  alone 
Glutting  her  greedy  jaws,  grhiS  o'er  her  prey — 
Men,  horfes,  dogs,  fierce  beafts  of  ev'ry  kind, 
Aftrangepromifcuous  carnage,drench'd  inblood, 
And  heaps  on  heaps  amafs'd.  What  yet  remain 
Alive,  with  vain  affault  contend  to  break 
Th'  impenetrable  line.      Others,  whom  fear 
Infpires  with  felf-preferving  wiles,  beneath 
The  bodies  of  the  flam  for  ihelter  creep, 
Aghaft  they  fly,  or  hide  their  heads  difpers'd. 
And  now  perchance  (had  Heaven  but  pleas'd) 

the  work 
Of  death  had  been  complete,  and  Aurengzebe 
By  one  dread  frown  extinguifh'd  half  their  race ; 
When,  lo !  the  bright  fultanas  of  his  court 
Appear,  and  to  his  ravifh'd  eyes  difplay 
Thofe  charms  but  rarely  to  the  day  reveal 'd. 
Lowly  they  bend,  and  humbly  fue  to  lave 
The  vanquifh'd  hoft.     What  mortal  can  deny 
When  mppliant  Beauty  begs !  At  his  command 


To  feek  on  diftant  hills  their  late  abodes. 

Ye  proud  oppreffors'.whofe  vain  hearts  exult 
In  wantonnefs  of  pow'r  'gain  it  the  brute  race, 
Fierce  robbers  like  your'elves,  a  guiltlefs  war 
Wage  uncontroll'd  •  here  quench  your  third  of 

blc 
But  learn  from  Aurengzebe  to  fpare  mankind. 

BOOK    III. 

THE      ARGUMENT. 

Of  king  Edgar,  and  his  impofmg  a  tribute  cf 
ivcl-ves  beads  upon  the  kings  of  Wales  :  from 
hence  a  tranfition  to  fox -bunting,  <i>:bicb  is  de- 
feribed  in  all  its  farts.  Cenfure  cf  an  over- 
numerous  pack.  Of  the  federal  engines  to  de- 
fray foxes  and  other  *youd  Leafs.  'The  feel- 
trap  defcribed,  and  the  manner  of  uf.r.g  it. 
Difcription  cf  the  pi. fall  for  the  lion,  a::d  ano- 
ther for  the  elephant.  The  ancient  njcay  of  hunt- 
ing the  tiger  nx.th  a  mirror.  The  Arabian  man- 
ner of  hunting  the  wild  boar.  Defcription  of  the 
royal  fag-  chace  at  IVindfor  Foref.  Concludes 
avitb  an  addrefs  to  bis  Majefly,  and  an  eulogy 
upon  mercy. 

In  Albion's  ifle  when  glorious  Edgar  rejgn'd, 
He,  wifely  provident,  from  her  white  cliffs 
Launch'd  half  her  fore  (Is,  and  with  numerous 

fleets 
Cover'd  his  wide  domain  ;  there  proudly  rode 
Lord  of  the  deep,  the  great  prerogative 
Of  Britifh  menarchs:  each  invader  bold, 
Dane  and  Norwegian,  at  a  diftance  gaz'd, 
And,  difappointed,  gnauYd  his  teeth  in  vain. 
He  fcour'd  the  feas,  and  to  remoter!:  fhores 
With  fwelling  fails  the  trembling  corfair  fled. 
Rich  commerce  flourifh'd,  and  with  bufy  oars 
Daih'd  the  refounding  (urge.     Nor  lefs  at  land. 
His  royal  cares  ;  wife,  potent,  gracious  Prince! 
His  fubjects  from  their  cruel  foes  he  fav'd. 
And  from  rapacious  lavages  their  flocks. 
Cambria's  proud  kings  (tho'withreluctance)paid 
Their  tributary  wolves,  head  after  head, 
In  full  account  ;  till  the  woods  yield  no  more, 
And  all  the  rav'nous  r<ace  extinct  is  loft. 
In  fertile  paftures  more  fecurely  graz'd 
The  focial  troops,  and  ibon  their  large  increafe 
With  curling  fleeces  whiten'd  all  the  plains. 
But  yet,  alas  !  the  wily  fox  remain'd, 
A  fubtie,  pilf'ring  i'os,  prowling  around 
In  midnight  (hades,  and  wakeful  to  deftroy. 
In  the  full  fold  the  poor  defencelefs  lamb, 
Seiz'd  byhis  guileful  arts,with  fweet  warm  blood 
Supplies  a  rich  repaft.     The  mournful  ewe, 
Her  deareft  treafure  loft,  thro'  the  dun  night 
Wanders  perplex'd,and  darkling  bleats  in  vain; 
While  in  th'  adjacent  bufh  poor  Philomel 
(Herfeif  a  parent  once,  till  wanton  churls 
Defpoii'd  her  nefr.)  joins  in  hsr  loud  laments 
With  fweeter  notes  and  more  melodious  v      . 
For  thefe  nocturnal  thieves,  huntfman,  prepare 


Op'mng  to  right  and  left,  the  weil-frain'd  troops  Thy  fharpeil  vengeance.  Oh  !  how  glorious  'tis 
Leave  a  large  void  for  their  retreating  foes:       1  To  right  th'  opprefs'd, ; 


Away  they  fi  v,  on  wings  of  fear  upborne, 


and  bring  the  felon  vile 
To  juft  dilgrace !  Ere  yet  the  morning  peep, 
C  c  3  Or 
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Or  ftari  retire  from  the  firft  blufli  of  day, 
With  thy  far-echoing  voice  alarm  thy  pack, 
And  roufo  thy  bold  compeers :  then  to  the  copfe, 
Thick  with  entangling  grafs  or  prickly  furze, 
With  filence  lead  thy  many-colour1  d  hounds, 
In  all  their  beauty's  pride.  See  !  how  they  f&nge 
PiJpers'd,  how  bufily  this  way  and  that 
They  crofs,  examining  with  curious  nofe 
Each  likely  haunt.     Hark!  on  the  ding  I  hear" 
Their  doubtful  notes,  preluding  to  a  cry 
■More  nobly  full,  and  fwell'd  with  ev'ry  mouth. 
As  itraggling  armies  at  the  trumpet's  voice 
Prefs  to  their  ftandard,  hither  all  repair, 
And  hurry  thro1  the  woods  with  hafty  ftep, 
JRuftling  and  full  of  hope ;  now  driven  on  heaps 
They  pufh,  they  ftrive  ;  while  from  his  kennel 

fneaks 
The  confeious  villain.     See!  he  fculks  along 
Sleek  at  the  fhepherd's  coll,  and  plump  with  meals 
Purloin'd  i  fo  thrive  the  wicked  here  below. 
Tho'  high  his  brum  he  bears,  tho'  tipt  with  white 
It  gaily  mine,  yet  ere  the  fun  declin'd 
Recall  the  ihades  of  night,  the  pampered  rogue 
Shall  rue  his  fate  revers'd,  and  at  his  heels 
Behold  the  j u it  avenger,  fwift  to  feize 
His  forfeit  head,  and  thirfting  for  his  blood. 


What  lengths  we  pafs  !  where  will  the  wand'ring 

ci.'ice 
Lead  us  bewilder' d !  fmooth  as  fwallows  fkim 
'1  he  new-thorn  mead,  and  far  more  fwift  we  fly. 
See  my  brave  'pack  !  how  to  the  head  they  prefs, 
Jollling  in  clofe  array,  then  more  diffufe 
Obliquely  wheel;  whilefrom their  op'ningmouths 
The  voliied  thunder  breaks.  So  when  the  cranes 
Their  annual  voyage  fleer,  with  wanton  wing 
Their  figU  re  oft  they  change,  and  their  loud  clang 
From  cloud  to  cloud  rebounds.  How  far  behind 
The  hunter  crew,  wide  itraggling  o'er  the  plain  ! 
The  panting  courier  now  with  trembling  nerves 
Begins  to  reel  ;  urg'd  by  the  goring  fpur 
Makes  many  a  f! tint  effort :  he  lhorts,  he  foams  ; 
The  big  round  drops  runtricklingdownhisfides, 
With  lweat  and  blood  diftain'd.  Look  back  and 
The  ftrange  confuuon  of  the  vale  below,  [view 
Where  fore  vexation  reigns:  fee  yon  poor  jade  y 
In  vain  th'  impatient  rider  frets  and  fwears, 
And  galling  fpurs  harrow  his  mangled  fides  j 
He  can  no  more-,  his  ft  iff  unpliant  limbs 
Rooted  in  earth,  unmov'd  and  fix'd  he  ftands; 
For  ev'ry  cruel  curie  returns  a  groan, 
And  fobs, and  faints,and  dies!  Who  withoutgricf 
Can  view  that  pamper'd  fleed,  his  matter's  joy, 


Heavens  !  what  melodious  flrains !  how  beat  j  His  minion,  and  his  daily  care,  well  cloth'd, 


our  hearts, 

Big  with  tumultuous  joy !  the  loaded  gales 
Breathe  harmony  5  and  as  tempeft^drivLS 
From  wood  to  wood,  thro'  ev'ry  dark  recefs 
The  foreft  thunders,  and  the  mountains  make. 
The  chorus  fvveils ;  lefs  various  and  lefs  fweet 
The  trilling  notes,  when  in  thofe  very  groves 
The  feather'd  chorifters  falute  the  fpring, 
And  ev'ry  bufli  in  concert  joins ;  or  when 
The  matter's  hand,  in  modulated  air, 
Bids  the  loud  organ  breathe,  and  all  the  pow'rs 
Of  mufic  in  one  inltrument  combine, 
An  univerial  minftrelfy.     And  now 
In  vain  each  earth  he  tries  j  the  doors  are  barr'd 
Impregnable ;  nor  is  the  covert  lafe  : 
He  pants  for  purer  air.  Hark  !  what  loud  fhouts 
Re-echo  thro'  the  groves  !  he  breaks  away : 
Shrill  horns  proclaim  his  flight.  Each  draggling 

hound 
Strains  o'er  the  lawn  to  reach  the  diftant  pack. 
'Tis  triumph  all  and  joy.  Now,  my  'brave  youths ! 
Now  give  a  loofe  to  the  clean  gen'rous  fteed , 
Flourifh  the  whip,  nor  fpare  the  galling  fpur  j 
But  in  the  madnefs  of  delight  forget 
Your  fears.  Far  o'er  the  rocky  hills  we  range, 
And  dangerous  our  courfe  j  but  in  the  brave 
True  courage  never  fails.     In  vain  the  ftreams 
In  foaming  eddies  whirls  j  in  vain  the  ditch, 
Wide-gaping,  threatens  death.  Thecraggyfteep, 
Where  the  poor  dizzy  fhepherd  crawls  with  care, 
And  clings  to  ev'ry  twig,  gives  us  no  pain, 
But  down  we  fweep,  as  lloops  the  falcon  bold 
To  pounce  his  prey  :  then  up  th'  opponent  hill, 
By  the  fwift  motion  flung,  we  mount  aloft. 
So  fkips  in  winter-feas  now  Aiding  fink 
Adown  the  fteepy  wave :  then,  toft  on  high, 
Ride  on  the  billows,  and  defy  the  ftorm. 


Well  fed  with  ev'ry  nicer  care;  no  coft, 
No  labour  fpar'd ;  who,  when  the  flying  chace 
Broke  from  the  copfe,  without  a  rival  led 
The  num'rous  train  ;  now  a  fad  fpeclacle 
Of  pride  brought  low*  and  humbled  infolence, 
Drove  like  a  pannier'dafs,  and  icourg'd  along! 
Whilethefe,with  loofen'dreinsanddanglingheels 
Hang  on  their  reeling  palfreys,  that  fcarce  bear 
Their  weights ;  another  in  the  treach'rous  bog 
Lies  ilcuncTring,  half  ingulph'd.    What  biting 

thoughts 
Torment  th'  abandon'dcrew!  Old  Age  laments 
His  vigour  fpent:  the  tail,  plump,  brawny  youth 
Curfes  his  cumbrous  bulk,  and  envies  now 
The  fhort  pygmean  race  he  whilom  kenn'd 
With  proud  inflating  leer.     A  chofen  few 
Alone  the  fport  enjoy,  nor  droop  beneath 
Their  pleafmg  toils.  Here,  huntfman  !  from  this 

height 
Obferve  yon  birds  of  prey  :  if  I  can  judge, 
'Tis  there  the  villain  lurks:  they  hover  round, 
And  claim  him  as  their  own.  Was  I  not  right  ! 
See  !  there  he  creeps  along  ;  his  brufli  he  drags, 
Andfweeps  the  mire  impure :  from  his  wide  jaws 
His  tongueunmoiften'dhangs;  fymptomstoofure 
Of  fudden  death.     Ha  !  yet  he  flies,  nor  yields 
To  black  defpair.     But  one  loofe  more,  and  all 
His  wiles  are  vain.  Hark  !  thro'  yon  village  now 
The  rattlingclamour  rings.  The  barns,  thecots, 
And  leaflels  elms,  return  the  joyous  founds. 
Thro'  evr'y  homeltall,  and  thro'  ev'ry  yard, 
His  midnight  walks,  panting,  forlorn  he  flies: 
Thro'  evr'y  hole  he  fneaks,  thro'  ev'ry  jakes 
Plunging,  he  wades  befmear'd,  and  fondly  hopes 
In  a  fuperior  ftench  to  lofe  his  own  : 
But,  faithful  to  the  track,  th'  unerring  hound? 
With  peals  of  echoing  vengeance  clofe  purfue: 

And 
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And  now  diftrdVd,  no  fhelt'ring  covert  ne::r, 
Into  the  hen-rooit  creeps,  whole  walls  with  gore 
Diilahrd  atteft  his  guilt.  There,  villain  !  there 
Expect  thy  fate  deferv'd.  And  (bon  from  thence 
The  pack,  inquisitive,  with  clamour  loud, 
Drag  out  their  trembling  prize,  and  on  his  blood 
With  greyly  traafport  Feaft.     In  bolder  notes 
Each  founding  horn  proclaims  the  felon  dead, 
And  all  th1  affembled  village  fhouts  for  joy. 
The  farmer,  who  beholds  his  mortal  foe 
Stretch'd  at  his  feet,  applauds  the  glorious  deed, 
And  grateful  calls  us  to  a  fhort  repair.: 
In  the  full  glafs  the  liquid  amber  fmiles, 
Our  native  product;  and  his  good  old  mate 
"With  choiceft  viands  heaps  the  liberal  board, 
To  crown  our  triumphs  and  reward  our  toils. 
Here  mult  th' instructive  Mufe  (butwithrefpect) 
Cenfure  that  num'rous  pack,  that  crowd  of  (late, 
With  which  the  vain  profuilon  of  the  great 
Covers  the  lawn,  and  makes  the  trembling  copfe. 
Pompous  incumbrance  !  a  magnificence 
Ufelefs,  vexatious !  for  the  wily  fox, 
Safe  in  th1  increafing  number  of  his  foes, 
Kens  well  the  great  advantage  ;  {links  behind, 
And  (lily  creeps  thro1  the  lame  beaten  track, 
And  hunts  them  ftep  by  ftep ;  then  views  efcap'd, 
With  inward  ecftacy,  the  panting  throng 
In  their  own  footfteps  puzzled,  foil'd,  and  loft. 
So  when  proud  Eallern  kings  i'ummon  to  arms 
Their  gaudy  legions,  from  far  diftant  climes 
They  flock  in  crowds,  unpeopling  half  a  world ; 
But  when  the  day  of  battle  calls  them  forth 
To  charge  the  weil-train'd  foe,  a  band  compact, 
Of  chofen  veterans,  they  pre(s  blindly  on, 
In  heaps  confus'd,  by  their  own  weapons  fall, 
A  fmoking  carnage  fcatter'd  o'er  the  plain. 

Nor  hounds  alone  this  noxious  brood  deltroy ; 
Tlie  plunder' d  warrener  full  many  a  wile 
Devifes  to  entrap  his  greedy  foe, 
Fat  with  nocturnal  fpoils.     At  clofe  of  day 
Withfilence  drags  his  trail;  then, from  the  ground 
Pares  thin  the  clofe -graz'd  turf ;  there  with  nice 

hand 
Covers  the  latent  death,  with  curious  fprings 
Prepar'd  to  fly  at  once,  when'er  the  tread 
Of  man  or  beaft  unwarily  mail  prefs 
The  yielding  lurface.     By  the  indented  fteel 
With  gripe  tenacious  held,  the  felon  grins, 
And  ftruggles,  but  in  vain  :  yet  oft  'tis  known, 
When  ev'ry  art  has  fail'd,  the  captive  fox 
Has  (har'd  the  wounded  joint,  and  with  a  limb 
Compounded  for  his  life.     But  if  perchance 
In  the  deep  pitfall  plung'd,  there  's  no  efcape, 
But  unrepriev'd  he  dies;  and,  bleach'd  in  air, 
The  jeit  of  clowns,  his  reeking  carcafe  hangs. 

Of  thefe  are  various  kinds :  not  even  the  king 
Of  brutes  evades  this  deep-devouring  grave; 
But  by  the  wily  African  betray 'd, 
Heedlefs  of  fate,  within  its  gaping  jaws 
Expires  indignant.     When  the  orient  beam 
With  blufhes  paints  the  dawn,  and  all  the  race 
Carnivorous,  with  blood  full  gorafd,  retire 
Into  their  darkfome  cells,  there  (atiate  fnore 
O'er  dripping  offals,  and  the  mangled  limbs 


Of  men  and  beads,  the  painful  forefter, 
Climbs  the  high  hills,  whofe  proud  afpiring  tops, 
With  the  tall  cedar  crown'd  and  taper  fir, 
Aflail  the  clouds ;  there,  'mongthe  craggy  rocks 
And  thickets  intricate,  trembling  he  views 
His  footfteps  in  the  fand,  the  difmal  road 
And  avenue  to  death.     Hither  he  calls 
His  watchful  bands,  and  low  into  the  ground 
A  pit  they  fink,  full  many  a  fathom  deep; 
Then  in  the  midft  a  column  high  is  rear'd, 
The  butt  of  fome  fair  tree,  upon  whofe  top 
A  lamb  is  plac'd,  juft  ravilh'd  from  his  dam; 
And  next  a  wall  they  build.withftones  and  earth 
Encircling  round,  and  hiding  from  all  view 
The  dreadful  precipice.    Now  when  the  (hades 
Of  night  hang  low'nng  o'er  the  mountains  brow, 
And  hunger  keen,  and  pungent  thirft  of  blood, 
Roufe  up  the  flothful  beaft,  he  (hakes  his  fides, 
Slow-rifing  from  his  lair,  and  ftretches  wide 
His  rav'nous  paws,  with  recent  gore  diftain'd. 
The  forefl  trembles  as  he  roars  aloud, 
Impatient  to  deftroy.     O'erjoy'd  he  hears 
The  bleating  innocent,  that  claims  in  vain. 
The  (liepherd's  care,and  feeks  with  piteous  moan 
The  foodful  teat;  himfelf,  alas  !  defign'd 
Another's  meal.     For  now  the  greedy  brute 
Winds  him  from  far, and  leaping  o'er  the  mound 
To  feize  his  trembling  prey,  headlong  is  plung'd 
Into  the  deep  abyfs.     Proftrate  he  lies, 
Aftunn'd  and  impotent.     Ah  !  what  avail 
Thine  eyeballs  flaming  fire,  thy  length  of  tail 
That  lames  thy  broad  fides,  thy  jaws  befmear'd 
With  blood  and  offals  crude,  thy  fhaggy  mane 
The  terror  of  the  woods,  thy  (lately  port, 
And  bulk  enormous,  fince  by  ftratagem 
Thy  ftrength  is  foil'd !  Unequal  is  the  flrife, 
When  fov'reign  reafon  combats  brutal  rage. 

On  diftant  Ethiopia's  fun-burnt  coafts 
The  black  inhabitants  a  pitfall  frame, 
But  of  a  difTrent  kind,  and  diff'rent  ufe. 
With  (lender  poles  the  wide  capacious  mouth, 
And  hurdles  (light,theyclofe;  o'er  thefe  is  fpread 
A  floor  of  verdant  turf,  with  all  its  flow'rs 
Smiling  delufive,  and  from  ftricteft  fearch 
Concealing  the  deep  grave  that  yawns  below. 
Then  boughs  of  trees  theycut,withtemptingfruit 
Of  various  kinds  furcharg'd  ;  the  downypeach, 
The  cluil'ring  vine,  and  of  bright  golden  rind 
The  fragrant  orange.     Soon  as  evening  grey 
Advances  (low,  befprinkling  all  around 
With  kind  refrefhing  dews  the  thirlty  glebe, 
The  (lately  elephant  from  the  clofe  (hade 
With  ftep  majeftic  ftrides,  eager  to  tafte 
The  cooler  breeze,  that  from  the  fea-beat  (hore 
Delightful  breathes,  or  in  the  limpid  dream     ' 
To  lave  his  panting  fides  ;  joyous  he  fcents 
The  rich  repafl,  unweeting  of  the  death 
That  lurks  within.  And  foon  he  fporting  breaks 
The  brittle  boughs,  and  greedily  devours 
The  fruit  delicious.     Ah!  too  dearly  bought; 
The  price  is  life.  For  now  the  treach'rous  turf, 
Trembling,  gives  way;  and  the  unwieldly beaft, 
Self-linking,  drops  into  the  dark  profound. 
So  when  dilated  vapours  Struggling  heave 
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Th'inciimbentearthifchancethecavern'dground 
Shrinking  fublide,  and  the  thin  furface  yield, 
Downfinksatoncethepond'rousdome,ingulph'd 
With  all  its  tow'rs.     Subtle,  deluftve  Man ! 
How  various  are  thy  wiles  !  artful  to  kill 
Thy  favage  foes,  a  dull  unthinking  race  !  [pard 

Fierce  from  his  lair  lprings  forth  the  fpeckled 
Thirfting  for  blood,  and  eager  to  deitroy ; 
The  huntfman  flies,  but  to  his  flight  alone 
Confides  not:  at  convenient  diftance fix'd 
A  pclihYd  mirror  ltops  in  full  career 
The  furious  brute :  he  there  his  image  views ; 
Spots  againfr  foots  with  rage  improving  glow ! 
Another  pard  his  briflly  whiikers  curls, 
Grins  as  he  grins,  fierce-menacing,  and  wide 
Diflends  his  op'ning  jaws;  himfelf  againft 
Kimfelfoppos'd,andwithdreadvengeancearm*,d 
The  huntfman,  now  fecure,  with  fatal  aim 
Directs  the  pointed  fpear,  by  which  transfix'd 
He  dies,  and  with  him  dies  the  rival  fhade. 
Thus  man  innum'rous  engines  form'd  t'  afTail 
The  favage  kind  ;  but  moll  the  docile  horfe, 
Swift,  and  confederate  with  man,  annoys 
His  brethren  of  the  plains;  without  whofe  aid 
Tiie  hunter's  arts  were  vain,  unfkill'd  to  wage 
With  the  more  aclive  brutes  an  equal  war ; 
But,  borne  by  him,  without  the  well-train'd  pack 
Man  dares  his  foe,  on  wings  of  wind  fecure* 

Him  the  fierce  Arab  mounts,and  with  his  troop 
Of  bold  compeers  ranges  the  deferts  wild, 
Where  by  the  magnet's  aid  the  traveller 
Steers  his  untrodden  courfe,  yet  oft  on  land 
Is  wreck'd,  in  the  high-rolling  waves  of  fand 
Immers'd  and  loll;  while  thefe  intrepid  bands, 
Safe  in  their  horfes  fpeed,  outfly  the  ftorm, 
And,  fcoiiring  round,  make  men  and  beafts  their 
The  grifly  boar  is  fingled  from  his  herd,  [prey. 
As  large  as  that  in  Erimanthean  woods, 
A  match  for  Hercules.     Round  him  they  fly 
In  circles  wide,  and  each  in  paffing  fends 
-His  feather' d  death  into  his  brawny  fides: 
But  perilous  th'  attempt  j  for  if  the  fteed 
Haply  too  near  approach,  or  the  loofe  earth 
His  footing  fail,  the  watchful  angry  beaft 
Th'  advantage  f'pies,  and  at  one  fidelong  glance 
Rips  up  his  groin.    Wounded,  he  rears  aloft ; 
And,  plunging,  from  his  back  the  rider  hurls 
Precipitant;  then,  bleeding,  fpurns  the  ground, 
And  drags  his  reeking  entrails  o'er  the  plain. 
Meanwhile  the  furly  monfter  trots  along, 
But  with  unequal  fpeed  j  for  ftill  they  wound, 
Swift-wheeling  in  the  fpacious  ring.    A  wood 
Of  darts  upon  his  back  he  bears;  adown 
His  tortur'd  fides  the  crimfon  torrents  roll 
From  many  a  gaping  font;  and  now  at  laft 
Staggering  he  falls,  in  blood  and  foam  expires. 

But  whither  rolls  my  devious  Mufe,  intent 
On  antique  tales,  while  yetthe  royal  flag 
Unfung  remains  ?  Tread  with  refpectful  awe 
Windfor's  green  glades,  where  Denham,tuneful 

bard! 
Charm'd  once  thelift'ning  Dryads  with  his  fong, 
Sublimely  fweet.     Oh  grant  me,  facred  made  ! 
To  glean  fubmifs  what  thy  full  fickle  leaves, 


The  morning  fun, thatgildswithtremblingraya; 
Windfor's  high  tow'rs,  beholds  the  courtly  train 
Mount  for  the  chace,  nor  views  in  all  his  courfe 
A  fcene  fo  gay :  heroic  noble  youths, 
In  arts  and  arms  renown'd,  and  lovely  nymphs, 
The  fairefl  of  this  ifie,  where  beauty  dwells 
Delighted,  and  deferts  her  Paphian  grove 
For  our  more  favour'd  fhades — in  proud  parade 
Thefe  fhine  magnificent,  and  prefs  around 
The  royal  happy  pair.     Great  in  thcmfelves, 
They  fmile  fupenor,  of  external  mow 
Regardlefo,  while  their  inbred  virtues  give 
A  luftre  to  their  pow'r,  and  grace  their  court 
With  real  fplendours,  far  above  the  pomp 
Of  eaftern  kings  in  all  their  tinfel  pride. 
Like  troops  or  Amazons,  the  female  band 
Prarrce  round  their  cars,  not  in  refulgent  arms 
As  thofe  of  old  ;  unfkill'd  to  wield  the  fword 
Or  bend  the  bow,  thefe  kill  with  furer  aim. 
The  royal  offspring,  farreit  of  the  fair, 
Lead  on  the  fplendid  train.    Anna,  more  bright 
Than  fummer  funs,  or  as  the  lightning  keen, 
With  irrefiflible  effulgence  arm'd, 
Fires  ev'ry  heart:  he  mult  be  more  than  man 
Who  unconcern'd  can  bear  the  piercing  ray. 
Amelia,  milder  than  the  blufhing  dawn, 
With  fweet  engaging  air,  but  equal  pow'r, 
Infenfibly  fubdues,  and  in  foft  chains 
Her  willing  captives  leads.     Illuflrious  maids; 
Ever  triumphant !  whofe  victorious  charms, 
Without  the  needlefs  aid  of  high  defcent, 
Had  aw'd  mankind,  and  taught  the  world's  great 

lords 
To  bow  and  fue  for  grace.     But  who  is  he, 
Frefh  as  a  rofe-bud  newly  blown,  and  fair 
As  op'ning  lilies,  on  whom  ev'ry  eye 
With  joy  and  admiration  dwells  ?  See,  fee  I 
He  reins  his  docile  barb  with  manly  grace. 
Is  it  Adonis  for  the  chace  array 'd, 
OrBrirain'sfecondhope?  Hail,  blooming  youth! 
May  all  your  virtues  with  your  years  improve, 
Till  in  confummate  worth  you  mine  the  pride 
Of  thefe  our  days,  and  to  fucceeding  times 
A  bright  example  !  As  his  guard  of  mures 
On  the  great  Sultan  wait,  with  eyes  deject 
And  fix'd  on  earth,  no  voice,  no  found,  is  heard 
Within  the  wide  ferail,  but  all  is  hufli'd, 
And  awful  iilence  reigns ;  thus  (land  the  pack 
Mute  and  unmov'd,  and  cow'ringlow  to  earth, 
While  pafs  the  glitt'ring  court  and  royal  pair: 
So  difciplin'd  thofe  hounds,  and  fo  referv'd, 
Whofe  honour  'tis  to  glad  the  hearts  of  kings : 
But  foon  the  winding  horn  and  huntfman's  voice 
Let  loofe  the  gen'ral  chorus  j  far  around 
Joyfpreadsitswings,andthegaymorningfmiles. 

Unharbour'd  now,  the  royal  flag  forfakes 
His  wonted  lair;  he  fhakes  his  dappled  fides, 
And  toffes  high  his  beamy  head  ;  the  copfe 
Beneath  his  antlers  bends.  What  doubling  fhifts 
He  tries !  not  more  the  wily  hare ;  in  thefe 
Would  ftill  perfift,  did  not  the  full-mouth'd 

pack 
With  dreadful  concert  thunder  in  his  rear. 
The  woods  reply,  the  hunters'  cheering  fliouts 
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Float  thro'  the  glades,  and  the  wide  foreft  rings. 
How  merrily  they  chant !  their  noftrils  deep 
Inhale  the  grateful  fleam.     Such  is  the  cry, 
And  fuch  tlV  harmonious  din,  the  foldier  deems 
The  battle  kindling,  and  the  ilatefman  grave 
Forgets  his  weighty  cares :  each  age,  each  fex, 
In  the  wiid  transport  Joins :  luxuriant  joy, 
And  pleafure  in  excels,  iparkling  exult 
On  ev'ry  brow,  and  revel  unreftrain'd. 
Howhappyart  thou,Man  !  when  thou'rtnomore 
Thyfelf !  when  all  the  pangs  that  grind  thy  foul, 
In  rapture  and  in  fweet  oblivion  loft, 
Yield  a  fliort  interval  and  eafe  from  pain  ! 

See  thei'wift  courier  ft  rains,  his  mining  hoofs 
Securely  beat  the  folid  ground.     Who  now 
The  daag'rous  pitfall  fears,  with  tangling  heath 
High -overgrown  ?  or  who  the  quiv'ring  bog, 
Soft-yielding  to  the  ftep  ?  All  now  is  plain, 
Plain  as  the  ftrand  fea-lav'd,  that  ftretches  far 
Beneath  the  rocky  more.  Glades  crofting  glades, 
The  forell  opens  to  our  wond'ring  view : 
Such  was  the  king's  command.  Let  tyrants  fierce 
Lay  wafte  the  world  ;  his  the  more  glorious  part 
To  check  their  pride ;  and  when  the  brazen  voice 
Of  war  is  hufh'd  (as  erft  victorious  Rome) 
T'  employ  his  ftation'd  legions  in  the  works 
Of  peace;  to  fmooth  the  rugged  wildernefs, 
To  drain  the  ftagnate  fent  to  raife  the  Hope 
Depending  road,  and  to  make  gay  the  face 
Of  nature  with  th1  embellimments  of  art. 

How  melts  my  beating  heart,  as  I  behold 
Each  lovely  nymph,  our  iiland's  boaft  and  pride, 
Pufli  on  the  gen'rous  fteed,  that  ftrokes  along, 
O'er  rough,  e'er  fmooth,  nor  heeds  the  fteepy  hill, 
Nor  falters  in  th'  extended  vale  below ; 
Their  garments  loofely  waving  in  the  wind, 
And  all  the  flulh  of  beauty  in  their  cheeks ! 
While  at  their  fides  their  penfive  lovers  wait, 
Direcrtheirdubiouscourfe,  now  chill'd  with  fear 
Solicitous,  and  now  with  love  inrlam'd. 
Oh  grant  indulgent  Heaven  !  no  rifing  ftorm 
May  darken  with  black  wings  this  glorious  fcenei 
Should  fome  malignant  pow'rthus  dam  pour  joys, 
Vain  were  the  gloomy  cave,  fuch  as  of  old 
BetrayM  to  lawlefs  love  the  Tyrian  queen : 
For  Britain's  virtuous  nymphs  are  chafte  as  fair; 
Spotlefs,  unblam'd,  with  equal  triumph  reign 
In  the  dun  gloom  as  in  the  blaze  of  day. 
Nowthe  blown  flag  thro'  woods,  bogs,  roads,  and 
Has  meafur'd  half  the  foreft;  but,  alas!  [ftreams, 
He  flies  in  vain ;  he  flies  not  from  his  fears. 
Tho1  far  he  caft  the  ling'ring  pack  behind, 
His  haggard  fancy  ftill  with  horror  views 
The  fell  deftroyer;  ftill  the  fatal  cry 
Infults  his  ears,  and  wounds  his  trembling  heart. 
So  the  poor  fury-haunted  wretch  (his  hands 
In  gniltlefs  blood  diftain'd)  ftill  feems  to  hear 
The  dying  fhrieks;  and  the  pale  threatening ghoft 
Moves  as  he  moves,  and  as  he  flies  purfues. 
See  here  his  flot;  up  yon  green  hill  he  climbs, 
Pants  on  his  brow  awhile,  fadly  looks  back 
On  his  purfuers,  covVing  all  the  plain  ; 
But, wrung  with  anguifh,  bears  not  long  the  fight, 
Shoots  down  the  ikep,  and  fweats  along  the  vale ; 


Theremingleswiththeherd,whereonce he  reign 'd 
Proud  monarch  of  thegroves,whofeclafhingb-eani 
His  rivals  aw'd,  and  whole  exalted  pow'r 
Was  ftill  rewarded  with  fuccefsful  love. 
But  tbe  bale  herd  have  learn'd  the  ways  of  men; 
Averie  they  fly,  or  with  rebellious  aim 
Chafe  him  from  thence :  needlefs  their  imp 

deed, 
The  huntfman  knows  him  by  a  thoufand  marks, 
Black,and  imbofs'd;  nor  are  his  hounds  deceiv'dj 
Too  well  diftinguiih  thefe,  and  never  leave 
Their  once  devoted  foe :  familiar  grows 
His  fcent,  and  ftrong  their  appetite  to  kill. 
Again  he  flies,  and  with  redoubled  fpeed 
Skims  o'er  the  lawn  ;  ftill  the  tenacious  crew 
Hang  on  the  track,  aloud  demand  their  prey, 
And  pufh  him  many  a  league.     If  hap 
Too  far  efcap'd,  and  the  g:\y  courtly  train 
Behind  are  caft,  the  huntiinan's  clanging  whip 
Stops  full  their  bold  career:  pafTive  they  ftand, 
Unmov'd,  an  humble  and  obfequious  crowd, 
As  if  by  ftern  Medufa  gaz'd  to  ftones. 
So  at  their  general's  voice  whole  armies  halt 
In  full  purfuit,  and  check  their  thirft  of  blood. 
Soon  at  the  king's  command,  like  hafty  ftreams 
Damm'd  up  a  while,  they  foam  and  pour  along 
W  ith  frefh  recruiting  might.  The  flag, who  hop'd 
Hisfoeswere  loft,  now  ence  more  hears  aftunn'd 
The  dreadful  din  :  he  fhivers  ev'ry  limb; 
He  ftarts,  he  bounds:  each  bufh  p relents  a  foe. 
Prefs'd  by  the  frefh  relay,  no  paufe  allow'd, 
Breathlefs  and  faint,  he  falters  in  his  pace, 
And  lifts  his  weary  limbs  with  pain,  that  fcarce 
Suftain  their  load  :  he  pants,  he  fobs  appall'd ; 
Drops  down  his  heavy  head  to  earth,  beneath 
His  cumbrous  beams  opprefs'd.  But  if  perchance 
Some  prying  eye  furprife  him,  foon  he  rears 
Erect  his  tow'ring  front,  bounds  o'er  the  lawn 
With  ill-diflembied  vigour,  to  amufe 
The  knowing  forefter,  who  inly  fmiles 
At  his  weak  fhifts  and  unavailing  frauds. 
So  midnight  tapers  wafte  their  lalt  remains, 
Shine  forth  awhile,  and  as  they  blaze  expire. 
From  wood  to  wood  redoubling  thunders  roll, 
And  bellow  thro'the  vales ;  the  moving  ftorm* 
Thickens  amain,  and  loud  triumphant  fhouts, 
And  horns  fhrill  warbling  in  each  glade,  prelude 
To  his  approaching  fate.     And  now  in  view, 
With  hobbling  gait  and  high,  exerts  amaz'd 
What  ftrength  is  left :  to  the  laft  dregs  of  life 
Reduc'd,  his  fpirits  fail,  on  ev'ry  fide 
Hemm'd  in,  befieg'd ;  not  the  leaft  op'ning  left 
To  gleaming  hope,  th'  unhappy's  laft  referve. 
Where  fhall  he  turn,  or  whither  fly  r  Defpair 
Gives  courage  to  the  weak.     Refolv'd  to  die, 
He  fears  no  more,  but  rufhes  on  his  foes, 
And  deals  his  deaths  around;  beneath  his  feet 
Thefe  grovelling  lie,  thofe  by  his  antlers  gor'd 
Defile  th'  enfanguin'd  plain.  Ah,  fee  !  diitrefs'd 
He  rtands  at  bay  againft  yon  knotty  rru. 
That  covers  well  his  rear;  his  front  presents 
An  hoft  of  foes.     C  fhun.  ye  noble  train, 
The  rude  encounter,  and  believe  your  lives 
Your  country's  due  alone.    As  now  aloof 
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They  wing  around,  lie  finds  his  foul  uprais'd 
To  dare  fome  great  exploit ;  he  charges  home 
Upon  the  broken  pack,  that  on  each  fide 
Fly  diverfe ;  then  as  o'er  the  turf  he  (trains, 
He  vents  the  cooling  flream,  and  up  the  breeze 
Urges  his  courfe  with  eager  violence ; 
Then  takes  the  foil,  and  plunges  in  the  flood 
Precipitant:  down  the  mid  ftreams  he  wafts 
Along,  till  (like  a  fhip  diftrefs'd,  that  runs 
Into  fome  winding  creek)  clofe  to  the  verge 
Of  a  {malt  ifland,  for  his  weary  feet 
Sure  anchorage  he  finds,  there  fcnlks  immers'd: 
His  nofe  alone  above  the  wave  draws  in 
The  vital  air;  all  elfe  beneath  the  flood 
ConceaPd  and  loll,  deceives  each  prying  eye 
Of"  man  or  brute.     In  vain  the  crowding  pack 
Draw  on  the  margin  of  the  ftream,  or  cut 
The  liquid  wave  with  oary  feet,  that  move 
In  equal  time.     The  gliding  waters  leave 
No  trace  behind,  and  his  contracted  pores 
But  fparingly  perfpire :  the  huntfman  flrains 
His  lab' ring  lungs,  and  purls  his  cheeks  in  vain. 
At  length  a  blood- hound  bold,  ftudious  to  kill 
Andexquifite  of  fenfe,  winds  him  from  far; 
Headlong  he  leaps  into  the  flood,  his  mouth 
Loudop'ning  fpends  amain,  and  his  wide  throat 
Swells  evYy  note  with  joy;  then  fearlefs  dives 
Benea'ththewave,hangsonhishaunch,andwounds 
Tffunhappy  brute,  that  flounders  in  the  ftream, 
Sorely  diftrefs'd,  and  itruggling  drives  to  mount 
The  fteepy  fliore.     Haply  once  more  efcap'd, 
Again  he  flands  at  bay,  amid  the  groves 
Of  willows  bending  low  their  downy  heads. 
Outrageous  tranfport  fires  the  greedy  pack  ; 
Thefe  fwim  the  deep,andthofe  crawl  up  with  pain 
The  flipp'ry  bank,  while  others  on  firm  land 
Engage:  the  flag  repels  each  bold  affault, 
Maintains  his  poft,  and  wounds  for  wounds  re- 
As  when  fome  wily  corfair  boards  a  fhip  [turns. 
Full  freighted,  or  from  Afric's  golden  coafts 
Or  India's  wealthy  ftrand,  his  bloody  crew 
'  Upon  her  deck  he  flings ;  thefe  in  the  deep 
Drop  fhort,  and  fwim  to  reach  her  fceepy  fides, 
And  clinrincr  climb  aloft,  while  thofe  on  board 
Urge  on  the  work  of  fate  ;  the  mailer  bold, 
Prefs'd  to  his  lait  retreat,  bravely  refolves 
To  fink  his  wealth  beneath  the  whelming  wave, 
His  wealth,  his  foes,  nor  unreveng'd  to  die : 
So  fares  it  with  the  flag,  fo  he  refolves 
To  plunge  at  once  into  the  flood  below, 
Himfelf,  his  foes,  in  one  deep  gulph  immers'd. 
Ere  yet  he  executes  this  dire  intent, 
In  wild  diforder  once  more  views  the  light ; 
Beneath  a  weight  of  woe  he  groans  diftrefs'd, 
The  tears  run  trickling  down  his  hairy  cheeks: 
He  weeps,  nor  weeps  in  vain.  The  king  beholds 
His  wretched  plight,  and  tendernefs  innate 
Moves  his  great  foul.  Soon  at  his  high  command 
Rebuked,  the  difappointed  hungry  pack 
Retire  fubmifs,  and  grumbling  quit  their  prey. 
Great  Prince !  from  thee  what  may  thy  fubjecls 
So  kind  and  fo  beneficent  to  brutes  1       [hope, 
O  Mercy,  heavenly  born  !  fweet  attribute  ! 
Thou  great,  thou  bed,  prerogative  of  pow'r! 


Jufticemayguardthe  throne;  but,  join'd  with  thee, 
On  rocks  of  adamant  it  flands  fecure, 
And  braves  the  florm  beneath :  foon  as  thy  fmiles 
Gild  the  rough  deep,  the  foaming  waves  fubfide, 
And  ail  the  noify  tumult  finks  in  peace. , 


BOOK    IV. 


THE     ARGUMENT. 


Of  the  necejfity  of  defraying  fome  beafs,  and  pre* 
ferving  others  for  the  ufe  of  man.  Of  breeding 
of  hounds  ;  the  feafon  for  this  bufnefs.  The 
choice  of  the  dog  of  great  moment.  Of  the  lit- 
ter of  whelps.  Of  the  number  to  be  reared.  Of 
fetting  them  out  to  their  federal  nvalks.  Care 
to  be  taken  to  prevent  their  hunting  too  foon.  Of 
entering  the  tvhe'ps.  Of  breaking  them  from 
running  at  Jheep.  Of  the  difeafts  of  hounds. 
Of  their  age.  Of  madnefs  :  t-uoo  forts  of  it  de- 
fer ibed  ;  the  dumb,  and  outrageous,  madnefs  t  its 
dreadful  ejfeBs.  Burning  of  the  rvound  recom- 
mended as  preventing  all  ill  confequences.  The 
infeclious  hounds  to  be  feparated,  and  fed  apart. 
The  vanity  of  trufling  to  the  many  infallible 
cures  for  this  malady.  The  difmal  effecls  of  the 
biting  of  a  mad  dog  upon  man  defcribed.  De- 
fription  of  the  otter  hunting.  The  conclufon. 

Wi-i  ate'er  of  earth  is  form'd  to  earth  returns 
DiiTolv'd :  the  various  objects  we  behold, 
Plants,  animals,  this  whole  material  mal's, 
Are  ever  changing,  ever  new.     The  foul 
Of  man  alone,  that  particle  divine, 
Efcapes  the  wreck  of  worlds,  when  all  things  fail : 
JTenccgreatthediftance'twixtthebeaftsthatperifh 
And  God's  bright  image,  man's  immortal  race. 
The  brute  creation  are  his  property, 
Subfervient  to  his  will,  and  for  him  made: 
As  hurtful  thefe  he  kills,  as  ufeful  thofe 
Preferves  ;  their  fole  and  arbitrary  king. 
Should  he  not  kill  (as  erft  the  Samian  fage 
Taught  unadvis'd,  and  Indian  brachmans  now 
As  vainly  preach),  the  teeming  rav'nous  brutes 
Might  fill  the  fcanty  fpace  of  this  terrene, 
Encumb'ring  all  the  globe :  fhould  not  his  care 
Improve  his  growing  llock,theirkinds  might  fail; 
Man  might  once  more  on  roots  and  acorns  feed, 
And  thro'  the  deferts  range,  fhiv'ring,  forlorn, 
Quite  deilitute  of  ev'ry  folace  dear, 
And  ev'ry  fmiling  gaiety  of  life. 

The  prudent  huntfman  therefore  will  fupply 
With  annual  large  recruits  his  broken  pack, 
And  propagate  their  kind.    As  from  the  root 
Frefh  fcions  Hill  fpring  forth,  and  daily  yield 
New  blooming  honours  to  the  parent  tree; 
Far  fliall  his  pack  be  fam'd,  far  fought  his  breed  j 
And  princes  at  their  tables  feaft  thofe  hounds 
His  hand  prefents,  an  acceptable  boon. 

Ere  yet  the  fun  thro1  the  bright  Ram  has  urg'd 
Hi6  fteepy  courfe,  or  mother  earth  unbound 
Her  frozen  bofom  to  the  weftern  gale;  [folv'd, 
When  feather'd  troops,  their  focial  leagues  dif- 
Select.  their  mates,  and  on  the  leafelefs  elm 
The  noify  rook  builds  high  her  wicker  nefl: 

Mark 
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Mark  well  the  wanton  females  of  thy  pack, 
That  curl  their  taper  tails,  and  frhking  court 
Their  piebald  mates  enamour'' d  ;  their  red  eyes 
Flam  fires  impure  5  nor  reft  nor  food  they  take, 
Goaded  by  furious  love.     In  feparate  celis 
Confine  them  now,  left  bloody  civil  wars 
Annoy  thy  peaceful  ftate.    If  left  at  large, 
The  growling  rivals  in  dread  battle  join, 
And  rude  encounter  j  on  Scarnander's  (beam 
Heroes  of  old  with  tar  lefs  fury  fought 
For  the  bright  Spartan  dame, ,  theirvalour's  prize. 
Wangled  and  torn  thy  fav'rite  hounds  mail  lie 
Stretch'd  on  the  ground ;  thy  kennel  (hall  appear 
A  field  of  blood :  like  fome  unhappy  town 
In  civil  broils  confus'd,  while  Difcord  (hakes 
Her  bloody  fcourge  aloft,  fierce  parties  rage, 
Staining  their  impious  hands  in  mutual  death  ; 
And  ftill  the  bed  belov'd  and  braved  fall : 
Such  are  the  dire  effects  of  lawlefs  love. 

Huntfman  !  thefe  ills  by  timely  prudent  care 
Prevent:  for  ev'ry  longing  dame  (elect 
Some  happy  paramour ;  to  him  alone 
In  league  connubial  join.     Conlider  well 
His  lineage ;  what  his  fathers  did  of  old, 
Chiefs  of  the  pack,  and  firft  to  climb  the  rock, 
Or  plunge  into  the  deep,  or  thread  the  brake 
With  thorns  (harp-pointed,  plafli'd,  and  briers 

inwoven. 
Obferve  with  care  his  (hape,  fort,  colour,  fize: 
Nor  will  fagacious  huntfmen  lefs  regard 
His  inward  habits.     The  vain  babbler  ihun, 
Ever  loquacious,  ever  in  the  wrong  : 
His  foolilh  offspring  (hall  offend  thy  ears 
With  falfe  alarms  and  loud  impertinence. 
Nor  lefs  the  (hitting  cur  avoid,  that  breaks 
Illufive  from  the  pack ;  to  the  next  hedge 
Devious  he  (trays,  there  ev'ry  mule  he  tries  ; 
If  haply  then  he  crefs  the  (learning  fcent, 
Away  he  fiies  vain-glorious,  and  exults 
As  of  the  pack  fupreme,  and  in  his  fpeed 
And  ftrength  unrivali'd.    Lo  I  caff  far  behind 
His  vex'd  affociates  pant,  and  lab' ring  (train 
To  climb  the  deep  alcent.     Soon  as  they  reach 
Th'  infulting  boafter,  his  falfe  courage  fails, 
Behind  he  lags,  doom" d  to  the  fatal  noofe, 
His  matter's  hate,  and  fcorn  of  all  the  field. 
What  can  from  fuch  be  hop'd  but  a  bale  brood 
Of  coward  curs,  a  frantic,  vagrant  race  ? 

When  now  the  third  revolving  moon  appears, 
With  fharpen'd  horns,  above  the  horizon's  brink, 
Without  Lucina's  aid  expect  thy  hopes 
Areamplycrown'd  :  (hort  pangs  produce  to  light 
The  fmoking  litter,  crawling,  helplefs,  blind  ; 
Nature  their  guide,  they  feek  the  pouting  teat 
That  plenteous  dreams.  Soon  as  the  tender  dam 
Has  form'd  them  with  her  tongue,  with  pleafure 
The  marks  of  their  renown'd  progenitors,  [view 
Sure  pledge  of  triumphs  yet  to  come.  All  thefe 
Select,  with  joy  ;  but  to  the  mercilefs  flood 
Expofe  the  dwindling  refufe,  nor  o'erload 
Th'  indulgent  mother.     If  thy  heart  relent, 
Unwilling  to  deftroy,  a  nurfe  provide, 
And  to  the  fofter-parent  give  the  care 
Of  thy  fuperfiuous  brood  j  (he'll  cherifh  kind 


The  alien  offspring;  pleas'd  thou  (halt  behold 
Her  tendernefs  and  hofpitable  love. 

If  frolic  now  and  playful  they  defert 
Their  gloomy  cell,  and  on  the  verdant  turf, 
With  nerves  improv'd,  purfue  the  mimic  chace, 
Couriing  around,  unto  thy  choicell  friends 
Commit  thy  valued  prize;  the  ruflic  dames 
Shall  at  thy  kennel  wait,  and  in  their  laps 
Receive  thy  growing  hopes,  with  many  a  kifs 
Carefs,  and  dignify  their  little  charge 
With  fome  great  title,  and  refounding  name 
Of  high  import.     But  cautious  here  obferve 
To  check  their  youthful  ardour;  nor  permit 
The  unexperienced  yonker,  immature, 
Alone  to  range  the  woods,  or  haunt  the  brakes 
Where  dodging  conies  (port:  his  nerves  unftrung 
And  ftrength  unequal,  the  laborious  chace 
Shall  (lint  his  growth,  and  his  rafli  forward  youth 
Contract  fuch  vicious  habits  as  thy  care 
And  late  correction  never  (hall  reclaim. 

When  to  full  ftrength  arriv'd,  mature  and  bold, 
Conduct  them  to  the  field :  not  all  at  once ; 
But,  as  thy  cooler  prudence  fliall  direct, 
Select  a  fewf  and  form  them  by  degrees 
To  ftricter  discipline.     With  theie  contort 
The  (launch  and  (leady  (ages  of  thy  pack, 
By  long  experience  vers'd  in  all  the  wiles 
And  iubtle  doublings  of  the  various  chace. 
Eai'y  the  leffon  of  the  youthful  train 
Whenin(tinclprompts,andwhenexampleguides. 
If  the  too  forward  younker  at  the  head 
Prefs  boldlv  on  in  wanton  fportive  mood, 
Correct  his  hade,  and  let  him  feel  abafli'd 
The  ruling  whip ,  but  if  he  (loop  behind 
In  waiy  modelt  guife,  to  his  own  nofe 
Confiding  fure,  give  him  full  fcope  to  work 
His  winding  way,  and  with  thy  voice  applaud 
His  patience  and  his  care ;  foon  (halt  thou  view 
The  hopeful  pupil  leader  of  his  trib,e, 
And  all  the  liifning  pack  attend  his  call,  [play, 

Oft  lead  them  forth  where  wanton  lambkins 
And  bleating  dams  with  jealous  eyes  obferve 
Their  tender  care.     If  at  the  crowding  flock 
He  bay  prefumptuous,  or  with  eager  hade 
Purfue  them  fcatter'd  o'er  the  verdant  plain, 
In  the  foul  fact  attach'd,  to  the  ftrong  ram 
Tie  fad  the  raih  offender.     See !  at  firft 
His  horn'd  companion,  fearful  and  amaz'd, 
Shall  drag  him  trembling  o'er  the  rugged  ground ; 
i Then,  with  his  load  fatigu'd,  (hall  turn  ahead, 
And  with  his  curl'd  hard  front  inceffant  peal 
The  panting  wretch,  till  breathlefs  and  aftunn'd, 
Stretched  on  the  turf  he  lie.Then  fpare  not  thou 
The  twining  whip,  but  ply  his  bleeding  fides, 
Lafh  after  laih;  and  with  thy  threat'ning  voice, 
Harfh -echoing  from  the  hills,  inculcate  loud 
His  vile  offence.    Sooner  (hall  trembling  doves, 
Efcap'd  the  hawk's  (harp  talons,  in  mid  air 
Affail  their  dang'rous  foe,  than  he  once  more 
Difturb  the  peaceful  flocks.     In  tender  age 
Thus  youth  is  train'd,  as  curious  artifts  bend 
The  taper  pliant  twig,  or  potters  form 
Their  (oft  and  ductile  clay  to  various  (hapes. 
Nor  is"t  enough  to  breed,  but  to  preferve 
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Mull  be  the  huntfman's  care.  The  ftaunch  old 

hounds, 
Guides  of*  thy  pack,  tho'  b\*t  in  number  few, 
Are  yet  of  great  account;  mail  oft  untie 
The  Gordian  knot  when  reafbn  at  a  Hand 
Puzzling  is  loft,  and  ail  thy  art  is  vain. 
O'er  clogging  fallows,  o'er  dry  pla'ler'd  roads, 
O'er  floated  meads,  o'er  plains  withflocksd  iftain'd 
Rank-fcenting,  thefe  mull  lead  the  dubious  way. 
As  party-chiefs  in  fenates  who  preftde 
With  pleaded  realbn,  and  with  well  turn'd  fpeech 
Conduct  the  Haring  multitude ;  fo  thefe 
Direct  the  pack,  who  with  joint  cry  approve, 
And  loudly  boaft  difcoveries  not  their  own. 

TJnnumber'd  accidents  and  various  ills 
Attend  thy  pack,  hang  hovering  o'er  their  heads, 
And  point  the  way  that  leads  to  death's  dark  cave. 
Short  is  their  fpan:  few  at  the  date  arrive 
Of  ancient  Argus,  in  old  Homer's  fong 
So  highly  honoured:  kind,  fagacious  brute! 
Not  e'en  Minerva's  wifdom  could  conceal 
Thy  much-lov'd  mailer  from  thy  nicer  fenfe  : 
Dying,  his  lord  he  own'd,  view'd  him  all  o'er 
With  eager  eyes,  then  clos'd  thole  eyes  well 
pleas'd. 
Orlefler  ills  the  Mufe  declines  to  Ting-, 
Nor  Hoops  io  low ;  of  thefe  each  groom  can  tell 
The  proper  remedy.     But,  oh  !  what  care, 
What  prudence,  can  prevent  madnefs,  the  worlt 
Of  maladies  !  Terrific  pell !  that  blalls 
The  huntfman's  hopes,  and  defolation  fpreads 
Thro"-  all  th'  unpeopled  kennel  unreHrain'd, 
More  fatal  than  th'  envom'd  viper's  bite, 
Or  that  Apulian  fpider's  pois'nous  lling, 
Heal'd  by  the  plealing  antidote  of  founds. 

When  Sirius  reigns,  and  the  fun's  parching 
Bake  the  dry  gaping  furface,  vilit  thou,  [beams 
Each  even  and  morn,  with  quick  obfervant  eye, 
Thy  panting  pack.     If,  in  dark  Allien  mood, 
The  glouting  hound  refufe  his  wonted  meal, 
Retiring  to  fome  clofe  obfeure  retreat, 
Gloomy,  difcon folate,  with  fpeed  remove 
The  poor  infectious  wretch,  and  in  ftrong  chains 
Bind  him  fufpecled.     Thus  that  dire  difeafe, 
Which  art  can't  cure,  wife  caution  may  prevent. 

But,  this  neglecled,  foon  expect  a  change, 
A  difmal  change — confulion,  phrenfy,  death; 
Or  in  fome  dark  recefs  the  fenfelefs  brute 
Sits  fadly  pining;  deep  melancholy 
And  black  defpair  upon  his  clouded  brow 
Hanglow'ring ;  from  his  half-op'ning  jaws 
The  clammy  venom  and  infectious  froth 
Biftilling-  fall;  and  from  his  lungs,  inflam'd, 
Malignant  vapours  taint  the  ambient  air, 
Breathing  perdition  ;  his  dim  eyes  are  glaz'd, 
He  droops  his  penlive  head;  his  trembling  limbs 
No  more  fupport  his  weight ;  abje<5t  he  lies, 
Dumb,  fpiritlefs,  benum'd  ;  till  death  at  laft 
Gracious  attends,  and  kindly  brings  relief. 

Or,  if  outrageous  grown,  behold,  alas  ! 
A  yet  more  dreadful  fcene  ;  his  glaring  eyes 
Redden  with  fury ;  like  fome  angry  boar 
Churning  he  foams,  and  on  his  back  creel: 
His  pointed  briitles  rife  j  his  tail  incurv'd 


He  drops,  and  with  harlli  broken  bowlings  rends 
The  poifon-tainted  air ;  with  rough  coarfe  voice 
Incellant  bays,  and  fnuffs  th'  infectious  breeze; 
This  way  and  that  he  Hares  aghall,  and  Harts 
At  his  own  made,  jealous,  as  if  he  deem'd 
The  world  his  foes.    If  haply  t'ward  the  llream 
He  call  his  roving  eye,  cold  horror  chills 
His  foul ;  averfe  he  flies,  trembling,  appall'd ; 
Now  frantic  to  the  kennel's  utmoll  verge 
Raving  he  runs,  and  deals  dellrudtion  round  ; 
The  pack  fly  diverfe;  for  whate'er  he  meets 
Vengeful  he  bites,  and  ev'ry  bite  is  death. 

If  nowperchance,  thro'  the  weak  fence  efcap'd, 
Far  up  the  wind  he  roves,  with  open  mouth 
Inhales  the  cooling  breeze,  nor  man  nor  bead 
He  fpares  implacable.     The  hunter -horfe, 
Once  kind  alfociate  of  his  fylvan  toils 
(Who  haply  now  without  the  kennels  mound 
Crops  the  rank  mead,  andlift'ning  hears  with  joy 
The  cheering  cry  that  morn  and  eve  falutes 
His  raptur'd  fenfe),  a  wretched  vi6lim  falls, 
Unhappy  quadruped?  No  more,  alas ! 
Shall  thy  fond  mailer  with  his  voice  applaud 
Thy  gentlenefs,  thy  fpeed ;  or  with  his  hand 
Stroke  thy  foft  dappled  fides,  as  he  each  day 
Vilits  thy  Hall,  well  pleas'd:  no  more  (halt  thou 
With  fprightly  neighings  to  the  winding  horn, 
And  the  loud  op'ning  pack  in  concert  join'd, 
Glad  his  proud  heart ;  for  oh !  the  fecret  wound 
Rankling  inflames !  hebitestheground,anddies! 
Hence  to  the  village  with  pernicious  hafte 
Baneful  he  bends  his  courfe:  the  village  Hies 
Alarm'd ;  the  tender  mother  in  her  arms 
Hugs  clofe  the  trembling  babe;  the  doors  are 

barr'd, 
And  flying  curs,  by  native  inftinci  taught, 
Shun  the  contagious  bane :  the  rullic  bands 
Hurry  to  arm?,  the  rude  militia  feize 
Whate'erat  hand  they  find;  clubs,  forks,  orguns, 
From  ev'ry  quarter  charge  the  furious  foe, 
In  wild  dilbrder  and  uncouth  array ;        [gor'd, 
Till  now  with  wounds  on  wounds  opprels'd  and 
A.t  one  fliort  pois'nous  gafp  he  breathes  his  laft. 

Hence  to  the  kennel,  Mufe  !  return,  and  view 
With  heavy  heart  that  hofpital  of  woe, 
Where  Horror  ftalks  at  large  !  infatiate  Death 
Sits  growling  o'er  his  prey ;  each  hour  prefents 
A  different  fcene  of  ruin  and  diHrefs. 
How  bufy  art  thou,  Fate  !  and  how  fevere 
Thy  pointed  wrath  !  the  dying  and  the  dead 
Promifcuous  lie  :  o'er  thefe  the  living  fight 
In  one  eternal  broil,  not  confeious  why, 
Nor  yet  with  whom.    So  drunkards  in  their  cu  ps 
Spare  not  their  friends,  while  fenfelefs  fquabblc 
reigns. 

Huntfman,  it  much  behoves  thee  to  avoid 
The  perilous  debate.     Ah  !  roufe  up  all 
Thy  vigilance,  and  tread  the  treach'rous  ground 
With  careful  Hep.    Thy  fires  unquench'd  pre- 
fer ve, 
As  erft  the  veftal  flame  ;  the  pointed  Heel 
In  the  hot  embers  hide ;  and  if  furpriz'd 
Thou  feel'll  the  deadly  bite,  quick  urge  it  home 
Into  the  recent  fore,  and  cauterize 

The 
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Thewound:  fparenor  thyflefli,  nordread  th'  event: 
Vulcan  fhail  lave  when  iF.i'culapius  tails,  [means 

Here  fhould  the  knowing  Mule  recount  the 
To  flop  this  growing  plague :  and  here,  alas  ! 
Each  hand  preientsa  fov'reign  cure  and  boafts 
Infallibility}  but  boaits  in  vain. 
On  this  depend— each  to  his  fep'rate  feat 
Confine,  in  tetters  bound  3  give  each  his  mefs 
Apart,  his  range  in  open  air:  and  then 
If  deadly  fymptoms  to  thy  grief  appear, 
Devote  the  wretch,  and  let  him  greatly  fall, 
A  gen'rous  victim  for  the  public  weal. 

Sing,  philofophic  Mule  !  the  dire  effects 
Of  this  contagious  bite  on  haplefs  man. 
The  ruftic  fwains,  by  long  tradition  taught 
Of  leeches  old,  as  foon  as  they  perceive 
The  bite  imprels'd,  to  the  fea-coalls  repair. 
Piung'd  in  the  briny  flood,  th'  unhappy  youth 
Now  journeys  home  fecure,  but  ibon  lhall  with 
The  feas  as  yet  had  cover'd  him  beneath 
The  foaming  forge  full  many  a  fathom  deep. 
A  fate  more  difmal,  and  luperior  ills, 
Hang  o'er  his  head  devoted.  When  the  moon, 
doling  her  monthly  round,  returns  again 
To  gkd  the  night,  or  when  full-orb'd  lhe  fhines 
High  in  the  vault  of  heaven,  the  lurking  pelt 
Begins  the  dire  afiault.     The  poisonous  foam, 
Thro'  the  deep  wound  inllill'd  with  hoitile  rage, 
And  ail  its  fiery  particles  faline, 
Invades  th'  arterial  fluid,  whole  red  waves 
Tempefluous  heave,  and,  their  cohelion  broke, 
Fermenting  b®il  j  inteitine  warenfues, 
And  order  to  confulion  turns  embroii'd. 
Now  the  diftended  veffels  fcarce  contain 
The  wild  uproar,  but  prefs  each  weaker  part, 
Unable  to  refill:  the  tender  brain 
And  ftomach  fuffer  moll:  convulsions  fliake 
His  trembling  nerves,  and  wand'ring  pungent 

pains 
Pinch  fore  the  fleeplefswretch:  his  fluttering  pulfe 
Oft  intermits  :  penfive  and  fad,  he  mourns 
His  cruel  fate,  and  to  his  weeping  friends 
Laments  in  vain  ;  to  hafty  anger  prone, 
Refentseach  flight  oftence,walkswith  quick  flep, 
And  wildly  flares:  at  lallwith  boundlefs  iway 
The  tyrant  phrenly  reigns  ;  for  as  the  dog, 
Whole  fatal  bite  convey'd  th'  infectious  bane, 
Ravinghe  foams,  and  howls,  and  barks,  and  bites. 
Like  agitations  in  his  boiling  blood 
Prelent  like  fpecies  to  his  troubled  mind, 
His  nature  and  his  actions  all  canine. 
So  (as  old  Homer  fung)  th'  aflbciates  wild 
Of  wand'ring  Ithacus,  by  Circe's  charms 
To  fwine  transform'd,  ran  grunting  thro'  the 
Dreadful  example  to  a  wicked  world  !  [groves. 
See  there  diftrefYd  he  lies !  parch'd  up  with  thirfl, 
But  dares  not  drink ;  till  now  at  laft  his  foul 
Trembling  efcapes,  her  noifome  dungeon  leaves, 
And  to  fome  purer  region  wings  away. 

One  labour  yet  remains,  celellial  Maid ! 
Another  elnnent  demands  thy  long. 
No  more  o'er  craggy  fteeps,  thro'  coverts  thick 
With  pointed  thocn,  and  briers  intricate, 
Urge  on  with  horn  and  voice  the  painful  pack, 
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But  fkim  with  wanton  wi;,g  th'irriguous  vale, 
Where  winding  itreams  amid  the  flow'ry  meads 
Perpetual  glide  along,  and  undermine 
The  cavern'd  banks,  by  the  tenacious  roots 
Of  hoary  willows  arch'd,  gloomy  retreat 
Of  the  bright  fcaly  kind,  where  they  at  will 
On  the  green  w'at'ry  reed,  their  palture  graze; 
Suck  the  moifl  foil  ;  or  llumber  at  their  ea 
Rock'd  by  the  re  file  fs  brook  that  draws  allope 
Its  humid  train,  and  laves  their  dark  abodes. 
Where  rages  not  oppreffion  ?  where,  alas  ! 
Is  Innocence  fecure  ?  Rapine  and  Spoil 
Haunt  e'en  the  lowefldcepsj  feas  have  their  fharks, 
Rivers  and  ponds  indole  the  rav'nous  pile  j 
He  in  his  turn  becomes  a  prey,  on  him 
Th'  amphibious  otter  feafts.     Juil  is  his  fate 
Deferv'd:  buttyrantsknew  no  bounds;  nor  Ibears, 
That  brittle  on  his  back,  defend  the  perch 
From  his  wide  greedy  jaws  ;  nor  burnifh'd  mail 
The  yellow  carp  5  nor  all  his  arts  can  lave 
Th'  inlinuating  eel,  that  hides  his  head 
Beneath  the  flimy  mud  j  nor  yet  efcapes 
The  crimlbn-f potted  treat,  the  river's  pride, 
And  beauty  of  the  ftream.     Without  remorfe 
This  midnight  pillager,  ranging  around, 
Inlatiate,  (Wallows  all.    The  owner  mourns 
Th'  unpeopled  rivulet,  and  gladly  hears 
The  hunttinan's  early  call,  and  lees  with  jny 
The  jovial  crew,  that  march  upon  irs  banks 
In  gay  parade,  with  bearded  lances  arm'd. 

This  fubtie  fpoiler,  of  the  beaver  kind, 
Far  off  perhaps,  where  ancient  alders  fhade 
The  deep  flill  pool,  within  fome  hollow  trunk 
Contrives  his  wicker  couch,  whence  he  furveys 
His  long  purlieu,  lord  of  the  flream,  and  all 
Thefinny  Ihoals  his  own.  Butyou,  braveyouths! 
Difpute  the  felon's  claim  j  try  ev'ry  root, 
And  ev'ry  reedy  bank  ;  encourage  all 
The  bufy  fpreading  pack,  that  fearlels  plunge 
Into  the  flood,  and  crofs  the  rapid  flream. 
Bid  rocks  and  caves,  and  each  refounding  more, 
Proclaim  your  bold  defiance  !  loudly  rr.ife 
Each  cheering  voice,  till  diftant  hills  repeat 
The  triumphs  of  the  vale.     On  the  foft  land 
See  there  his  feal  imprels'd !  and  on  that  bank 
Behold  the  glittering  fpoils,  half-eaten  fifti, 
Scales,  fins,  and  bones,  the  leavings  cf  fa 
Ah  !  on  that  yielding  lag-bed,  lee,  once  more 
His  feal  I  view.     O'er  yon  dank  rufhy  maris 
The  fly  goofe-footed  prowler  bends  his  courfe, 
And  leeks  the  diftant  mallows.  Huntfrnan, bring 
Thy  eager  pack,  and  trail  him  to  his  couch. 
Hark  !  the  loud  peal  begins,  the  clam'rous  joy, 
The  gallant  chiding,  loads  the  trembling  air. 

Ye  Naiads  fair,  who  o'er  thefe  floods  pre  fide, 
iRaiie  up  your  dripping  be  re  the  wave, 

And  hear  our  melody.     The  harmonious  notes 
Float  with  the  flream,  and  ev'ry  winding  creek. 
And  hollow  rock,  that  o'er  the  dimpling  flood 
Nods  pendant,  flill  improve  from  fhore  to  fhore 
Our  fweet  reiterated  joys.     What  f'nouts  ! 
What  clamour  loud '.  what  gay  heart-cheering 

founds 
Urge  thro'  the  breathing  brafs  their  mazy  way ! 

Not 
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Notchoirsof  Triton*  glad  with  fprightlierftrains 
The  dancing  billows,  when  proud  Neptune  rides 
In  triumph  o'er  the  deep.     How  greedily 
They  fnuif  the  fifhy  (learn  that  to  each  blade 
Rank- fcenting clings  !  See  how  themoming  dews 
Theyfweep,  that  fronitheir feet  befprinklingdrop 
DifpeiVd,  and  leave  a  track  oblique  behind. 
Now  on  firm  land  they  range ;  then  in  the  flood 
They  plunge  tumultuous,  or  thro1  reedy  pools 
Ruftling  they  work  their  way :  no  hole  efcapes 
Their  curious  fearch.  With  quick  fenfation  now 
The  fuming  vapour  flings;  flutter  their  hearts, 
And  joy  redoubled  burits  from  ev'ry  mouth 
In  louder  fymphonies.     Yon  hollow  trunk, 
That  with  its  hoary  head  incurv'd  falutcs 
The  palfing  wave,  mud  be  the  tyrant's  fort, 
And  dread  abode.  How  thefe  impatient  climb, 
While  others  at  the  root  inceflant  bay  ! 
They  put  him  down.  See,  there  he  dives  along ! 
Th'  afcending  bubbles  mark  his  gloomy  way. 
Quick  fix  the  nets,  and  cut  off  his  retreat 
Into  the  fhelt'ring deeps.  Ah  !  there  he  vents! 
The  pack  plunge  headlong,  and  protended  fpears 
Menace  deftruction,  while  the  troubled  f  urge 
Indignant  foams,  and  all  the  fcaly  kind 
Affp^hted  hide  their  heads.  Wild  tumult  reigns, 
And  louduproar.  Ah!  there  once  more  he  vents! 
See !  that  bold  hound  has  feiz'd  him;  down  they 

fink, 
Together  loft;  but  foon  fhall  he  repent 
His  rafh  affault.     See  !  there  efcap'd  he  flies 
Half-drown 'd,  and  clambersup  the  flipperybank, 
Withouze  and  blood  diftain'd.  Of  all  the  brutes, 
Whether  by  nature  form'd,  or  by  long  uie, 
This  artful  diver  beft  can  bear  the  want 
Of  vital  air.     Unequal  is  the  fight 
Beneath  the  whelming  element:  yet  there 
He  lives  not  long,  but  refpiration  needs 
At  proper  intervals.     Again  he  vents ; 
Again  the  crowd  attack.  That  fpear  has  piercM 
His  neck;  the  crimfon  waves  confefs  the  woi  nd, 
Fix'd  is  the  bearded  lance,  unwelcome  gueit, 
Where'er  he  flies;  with  him  it  finks  beneath, 
With  him  it  mounts;  fure  guide  to  ev'ry  foe. 
Inly  lis  groans,  nor  can  his  tender  wound 
Bear  the  cold  ftream.  Lo  !  to  yon  (edgy  bank 
He  creeps  difconfolate  :  his  numaous  foes 
Surround  him,  hounds  and  men.    Pierc'd  thro' 

and  thro* 
On  pointed  fpears  they  lift  him  high  in  air; 
Wriggling  he  hangs, and  grins,and  bites  in  vain. 
Bid  the  loud  horns,  in  gaily -warbling  (trains, 
Proclaim  the  felon's  fate.     He  dies  !  he  dies ! 

Rejoice  ye  fcaly  tribes  !  and  leaping  dance 
Above  the  wave,  in  fign  of  liberty 
Reflor'd ;  the  cruel  tyrant  is  no  more. 
Rejoice,  fecure  and  bleft,  did  not  as  yet 
Remain  fome  of  your  own  rapacious  kind, 
And  man,  fierce  man  !  with  all  his  various  wiles. 

O  happy,  if  ye  knew  your  happy  flare, 
Ye  rangers  of  the  fields  !  whom  Nature  boon 
Cheers  with  her  fmiles,  and  ev'ry  element 
Confpires  to  blefs.     What  if  no  heroes  frown 
From  marble  pedeftals,  nor  Raphael's  works, 


Nor  Titan's  lively  tints,  ado;n  our  walls? 
Yet  thefe  the  meanefl  of  us  may  behold, 
And  at  another's  coft  may  feaft  at  will 
Our  wond'ring  eyes :  what  can  the  owner  more  ? 
But  rain,  alas  !  is  wealth  not  grae'd  with  pow'r. 
The  flow'ry  landfcape  and  the  gilded  dome, 
And  villas  op'ning  to  the  wearied  eye. 
Thro'  all  his  wide  domain;  the  planted  grove, 
The  ihrubby  wildernefs,  with  its  gay  choir 
Of  warbling  birds,  can't  lull  to  (bit  repofe 
Th'  ambitious  wretch,  whofe  difcon tented  foul 
Is  harrow'd  day  and  night :  he  mourns,  he  pines, 
Until  his  prince's  favour  makes  him  great. 
See,  there  he  comes,  th'  exalted  idol  comes ! 
The  circle's  form'd,  and  all  his  fawning  flaves 
Devoutly  bow  to  earth ;  from  ev'ry  mouth 
The  naufeous  flatt'ry  flows,  which  he  returns 
With  promiies  that  die  as  foon  as  born. 
Vile  intercourfe !  where  Virtue  has  no  place. 
Frown  but  the  monarch,  all  his  glories  fade; 
He  mingles  with  the  throng,  outcaft,  undone, 
The  pageant  of  a  day;  without  one  friend 
To  footh  his  tortur'd  mind;  all,  all  are  fled  j 
For  tho'  they  bafk'd  in  his  meridian  ray, 
The  infects  vanifh  as  his  beams  decline. 

Not  fuch  our  friends ;  for  here  no  dark  defign, 
No  wicked  int'refl,  bribes  the  venal  heart; 
But  inclination  to  our  bofoms  leads, 
And  weds  them  there  for  Hie;   our  focial  cups 
Smile  as  we  fmile  ;  open  and  unreferv'd, 
We fpeakourinmoft  fouls;  good-humour, mirth, 
Soft  complaifance,  and  wit  from  malice  free, 
Smooth  ev'ry  brow,  and  glow  on  ev'ry  cheek. 

O  happinefs  iincere !  what  wretch  would  groan 
Beneath  the  galling  load  of  pow'r,  or  walk 
Upon  the  llipp'ry  pavements  of  the  great, 
Who  thus  could  rei<rn  unenvied  and  fecure? 

Ye  guardian  Pow'rs,  who  make  mankind  your 
care, 
Give  me  to  know  wife  Nature's  hidden  depths, 
Trace  each  my  fterious  caufe,  with  judgmentread 
Th'  expanded  volume,  and  fubmifs  adore 
That  great  creative  Will,  who  at  a  word 
Spoke  forth  the  wond'rous  fcene.  But  if  my  foul, 
To  this  grofs  clay  confin'd^ flutters  on  earth 
With  lefs  ambitious  wing,  unfkill'd  to  range 
From  orb  to  orb,  where  Newton  leads  the  way, 
And  view  with  piercingeyes  the  grand  machine, 
Worlds  above  worlds  ;  fubfervient  to  his  voice 
Who,  veil'd  in  clouded  majeily,  alone 
Gives  light  to  all,  bids  the  great  fyftem  move, 
And  changeful  feafons  in  their  turns  advance, 
Unmov'd,  unchang'd,  himfelf ;  yet  this  at  lead 
Grant  me  propitious — an  inglorious  life 
Calm  and  ferene,  nor  loft  in  falfe  purfuits 
Of  wealth  or  honours;  but  enough  to  raife 
My  drooping  friends,  preventing  modefl  want 
That  dares  not  a(k :  and  if,  to  crown  my  joys, 
Ye  grant  me  health,  that,  ruddy  in  my  cheeks, 
Blooms  in  my  life's  decline;  fields,  woods,  and 

flreams, 
Each  tow'ring  hill,  each  humble  vale  below, 
Shall  hearmycheeringxoice :  myhoundsfhallwake 
The  lazy  morn,  and  glad  th'  horizon  round. 
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§52.     Rural  Sports  \  a  Gcorgic.     Gay. 

Jnfcribed  to  Mr.  Po  r  e,  1713** 
«<  —  fecuri  praelia  ruris 
«  Pandimus."  nimesian. 

CANTO     I. 

You,  who  the  fvveets  of  rural  life  have  known, 
Defpife  th'  ungrateful  hurry  of  the  town; 
In  Windfor  groves  your  ealy  hours  employ, 
And,  undillurb'd,  yourfelf  and  Mufe  enjoy. 
Thames  liftens  to  thy  ftrains,  and  filent  flows, 
And  no  rude  wind  through  ruitling  ofier  blows; 
While  all  his  wond'ring  nymphs  around  thee 
To  hear  the  Syrens  warble  in  thy  fong.  [throng. 
But  I,  who  ne'er  was  bleft  by  Fortune's  hand, 
Nor  brightened  ploughlhares  in  paternal  land, 
Long  in  the  noify  town  have  been  immur'd, 
Refpir'd  its  (moke,  and  all  its  cares  endur'd  j 
Where  news  and  politics  divide  mankind, 
And  fchemes  of  (late  involve  th'  uneafy  mind; 
Faction  embroils  the  world;  and  ev'ry  tongue 
Is  mov'd  by  flatt'ry,  cr  with  fcandal  hung: 
FriendmipT,  for  fylvan  made?,  the  palace  flies, 
Where  vail  mutt  yield  to  int'reft's  dearer  ties; 
Each  rival  Machiavel  with  envy  burns, 


When  heifers  feek  the  fhade  and  cooling  lake, 
And  in  the  middle  path-way  balks  the  ihakej 
O  lead  me,  guard  me  from  the  fultry  hours, 
Hide  me,  ye  forefts,  in  your  clofeft  bow'rs, 
Where  the  tall  oak  his  lp  reading  arms  entwines, 
And  with  the  beech  a  mutual  ihade  combines ; 
Whereflowsthemurm'ringbrookinvitingdreams 
Where  bordering  hazel  overhangs  the  ftreams, 
Whoferolling  cunentv.indingroundand  round, 
With  frequent  fallsmakesallthe  wood  refoundj 
Upon  the  molly  couch  my  limbs  I  cad, 
And  e'en  at  noon  the  fweets  of  ev'ning  tafte. 

Here  I  perufe  the  Mantuan's  Georgic  ftrains, 
And  learn  the  labours  of  Italian  fwainsj 
In  ev'ry  page  I  fee  new  hndfcapes  rife, 
And  all  Heiptria  opens  to  my  eyes  5 
I  wander  o'er  the  various  rural  toil, 
And  know  the  nature  of  each  difrrent  foil: 
This  waving  field  is  gilded  o'er  with  corn, 
That  fpreading  trees  with  bluming  fruit  adorn? 
Here  I  furvey  the  purple  vintage  grow, 
Climb  round  the  poles,  and  rife  in  graceful  row: 
Now  I  behold  the  iteed  curvet  and  bound, 
And  paw  with  reltlefs  hoof  the  fmokinggroundt 
The  ciewlapp'd  bull  now  chafes  along  the  plain, 
While  burning  love  ferments  in  ev'ry  vein  j 
His  well-arm'd  front  againll  his  rival  aims, 
And  by  the  dint  of  war  his  miftrefs  claims: 
The  careful  in  feci:  'midft  his  works  I  view, 


And  honefty  forfakes  them  ail  by  turns ; 

While  calumny  upon  each  party 's  thrown  : 

Which  both  promote,  and  both  alike  difown.  j  Now  from  the  flow'rs  exhauft  the  fragrant  dew  j 

Fatigued  at  lad,  a  calm  retreat  I  choofe,  With  golden  trealures  load  his  little  thighs, 

Andfooth'd  theharafs'dmind  with  fweetrepofe, 

Where  fields  and  fhades,and  the  refrefhingclime, 

Infpire  the  fylvan  fong,  and  prompt  my  rhyme. 

My  Mufe  ihall  rove  through  flow'iy  meads  and 

plains, 
And  deck  with  rural  fports  her  native  ftrains ; 
And  the  fame  road  ambitioully  purfue, 
Frequented  by  the  Mantuan  (Wain  and  you. 

*Tis  not  that  rural  fports  alone  invite, 
But  all  the  grateful  country  breathes  delight ; 
Her  blooming  health  exerts  her  gentle  reign, 

And  firings  the  iinewsof  th'  induftrious  fwain. 

Soon  as  the  morning  lark  falutes  the  d?.y, 

Through  dewy  fields  I  take  my  frequent  way, 

Where  I  behold  the  farmer's  early  care 

In  the  revolving  labours  of  the  year. 

When  thefrelhSpringinall  her  ilateiscrown'd, 

And  high  luxuriantgrals  o'erfpreadstheground, 

The  labourer  with  a  bending  feythe  is  feen, 

Shaving  the  iurface  of  the  waving  green; 

Of  all  her  native  pride  difrobes  the  land, 

And  m«ads  lays  wafte  before  his  fweeping  hand ; 

Whilewiththe  mounting  fun  the  meadow  glows, 

The  facing  herbage  round  he  loofely  throws: 

But,  if  fome  fign  portend  a  lading  (how'r, 

Th'  experienc'dfwain  forefees  the  coming  hour, 

His  fun-burnt  hands  the  fcatt'ring  fork  forfake, 

And  ruddy  damfels  ply  the  faving  rake; 

In  rifing  hills  the  fragrant  harvelt  grows, 

And  fpreads  along  the  field  in  equal  rows. 


Nowwhenthe  height  of  heaven  bright  Phcebus 
gains, 
And  level  rays  cleave  wide  the  thirfty  plains ; 


And  fteer  his  diftant  journey  through  the  Ikiesj 
Some  againlt  hoftile  drones  the  hive  defend  j 
Others  with  fweets  the  waxen  cells  diftend: 
Each  in  the  toil  his  deilin'd  office  bears, 
And  in  the  little  bulk  a  mighty  foul  appears. 
Or  when  the  ploughman  leaves  the  talk  of  day, 
And  trudging  homeward  whittles  on  the  way  ; 
Whenthe  big-udder'd  cowswith  patience  (land, 
Waiting  the  itrokings  of  the  damfel's  hand; 
No  warblingcheers  thewoods;thefeather'dchoir, 
To  court  kind  (lumbers,  to  the  fprays  retire: 
When  no  rude  gale  diflurbs  the  deeping  trees, 
Nor  afpen  leaves  confefs  the  gentled  breeze ; 
Engag'd  inthoughtjtoNeptune's  bounds  I  ftray, 
To  take  my  farewel  of  the  parting  day  ; 
Far  in  the  deep  the  fun  his  glory  hides, 
A  flreak  of  gold  the  fea  and  (ky  divides : 
The  purple  clouds  their  amber  linings  (hew, 
And  edg'd  with  flame  rolls  ev'ry  wave  below ; 
Here  penfive  I  behold  the  fading  light, 
And  o'er  the  diftant  billow  lofe  my  fight. 
Now  Night  in  fdent  (late  begins  to  rife, 
And  twinkling  orbs  beftre  w  th'  uncloudy  Ikies ; 
Her  borrow'd  lullre-growing  Cynthia  lends, 
And  on  the  main  a  glitt'ring  path  extends  ; 
Millions  of  worlds  hang  in  the  fpacious  air, 
Which  round  their  funs  theirannual  circles  fteer} 
Sweet  contemplation  elevates  my  fenfe, 
While  I  furvey  the  works  of  Providence. 
O  could  the  Mufe  in  loftier  ftrains  rehearfe 
The  glorious  Author  of  the  univerfe, 
Who  reins  thewinds,gives  thevaft  oceanbounds, 
Andcircumfcribesthefloatingworldstheirrounds 


My 
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My  foul  mould  overflow  in  fongs  of  praife, 
And  rny  Creator's  name  infpire  my  lays  ! 

As  in  fucceflive  courfe  the  feafons-voll, 
So  circling  pleafures  recreate  the  foul. 
When  genial  fprmg  a  living  warmth  bellows, 
And  o'er  the  year  her  verdant  mantle  throws, 
No  fweliing  inundation  hides  the  grounds, 
But  cryftal  currents  glide  within  their  bounds ; 
The  finny  brood  their  wonted  haunts  forfakc, 
Float  in  the  fun,  and  (kirn  along  the  lake  : 
With  frequent  leap  theyraiigethefhallowftreams, 
Their  filver  coats  reflect  the  dazzling  beams.    . 
Now  let  the  fifherman  his  toils  prepare, 
And  arm  himfelf  with  ev'ry  wat'ry  fnare  ; 
His  hooks,  his  lines,  perufe  with  careful  eye ; 
Increafe  his  tackle,  and  his  rod  re-tie. 

When  floating  doudstheirfpongyfieecesdrain, 
Troubling  the  Itreamswithiwiftdefcendingrai  a  ; 
And  waters,  tumbling  down  the  mountain's  fide, 
Bear  the  loofe  foil  into  the  fwelling  tide  ; 
Then,  foon  as  vernal  gales  begin  to  nfe, 
And  drive  the  liquid  burthen  thro'  the  Ikies, 
The  fiflier  to  the  neighboring  current  fpeeds, 
Whofe  rapid  furface  purls  unknown  to  weeds : 
Upon  a  rifsng  border  of  the  brook 
He  fits  hint  down, and  ties  thetreach'rous  hock; 
Now  expectation  cheers  his  eager  thought, 
His  bolbm  glows  with  treafures  yet  uncaught; 
Before  his  eyes  a  banquet  feems  to  Hand, 
Where  ev'ry  gueft  applauds  his  fkilful  hand. 

Far  up  the  ftream  the  twilled  hair  he  throws, 
Whichdownthenvurm'ringcurrent  gently  flows; 
When,  if  or  chance  or  hunger's  powerful  fway 
Direcis  the  roving  trout  this  fatal  way, 
Ke  greedily  fucks  in  the  twining  bait, 
And  tugs  and  nibbles  the  fallacious  meat : 
Now,  happy  fifherman,  now  twitch  the  line! 
How  thy  rod  bends !  behold,  the  prize  is  thine ! 
Call  on  the  bank,  he  dies  with  gafping  pains, 
And  trickling  blood  his  filver  mail  diftains. 

You  mufl  not  ev'ry  worm  promifcuous  ufe ; 
Judgment  will  tell  the  proper  bait  to  choofe: 
The  worm  that  draws  along  immoderate  fize 
The  trout  abhors,  and  the  rank  morfel  flies ; 
And,  if  too  fmall,  the  naked  fraud's  in  fight, 
And  fear  forbids,  while  hunger  does  invite. 
Thofe  baits  will  belt  reward  the  fifher's  pains, 
Whofe  polifh'd  tails  a  mining  yellow  ftains  ; 
Cleanfe  them  fromfilth,to  give  a  tempting  glofs, 
Cherifh  the  fullied  reptile  race  with  mols ; 
Amid  the  verdant  bed  they  twine,  they  toil, 
And  from  their  bodies  wipe  their  native  foil. 

But  when  the  fun  difplays  his  glorious  beams, 
And  fhallow  rivers  flow  with  filver  ftreams. 
Then  the  deceit  the  fcaly  breed  furvey, 
Balk  in  the  fun,  and  look  into  the  day: 
You  now. a  more  delufive  art  muft  try, 
And  tempt  their  hunger  with  the  curious  fly. 

To  frame  the  little  animal,  provide 
All  the  gay  hues  that  wait  on  female  pride  ; 
Let  nature  guide  thee ;  fometimes  golden  wire 
The  Alining  bellies  of  the  fly  require  ; 
The  peacock's  plumes  thy  tackle  muft  not  fail, 
£ior  the  dear  purchace  of  the  fable's  tail, 
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Each  gaudy  bird  fome  fiender  tribute  brings. 
And  lends  the  growing  infedt  proper  wings: 
Silks  of  all  colours  muft  their  aid  impart, 
And  cv^ry  fur  promote  the  fiflior's  art. 
So  the  gay  lady,  with  expenfive  care,  • 
Borrows  the  pride  of  land,  of  fea,andair;  [plays, 
Furs,  pearls,  and  plumes. the  glitt'ringthingdif- 
Dazzles  our  eyes,  and  eafy  hearts  betrays. 

Mark  well  the  various  feafons  of  the  year, 
How  the  fucceeding  infecl  race  appear  ; 
In  this  revolving  moon  one  colour  reigns, 
Which  in  the  next  the  fickle  trout  difdains. 
Oft  have  I  feen  a  fkilful  angler  try 
The  various  colours  of  the  treach'rous  fly: 
Whenhewithfruitlefspainhasfkimm'dthebrook, 
And  the  oy  fiih  rejects  the  (kipping  hook, 
He  fnakes  the  boughs  that  on  the  margin  grow, 
Which  o'er  the  ftream  a  waving  forell  throw  j 
When  if  van  infecl  fall  (his  certain  guide) 
He  gently  takes  him  from  the  whirling  tide  j 
Examines  well  his  form* with  curious  eyes, 
His  gaudy  veil,  his  wings,  his  horns,  and  fize  j 
Then  round  his  hook  the  chofen  fur  he  winds. 
And  on  the  back  a  fpeckled  feather  binds ; 
So  jufl  the  colours  mine  through  ev'ry  part, 
That  Nature  feems  again  to  live  in  Art. 
Let  not  thy  wary  ftep  advance  too  near, 
While  all  thy  hope  hangs  on  a  fingle  hair; 
The  new-form'd  infect  on  the  water  moves, 
The  fpeckled  trout  the  curious  fnare  approves; 
Upon  the  curling  furface  let  it  glide ; 
With  natural  motion  from  thy^iand  fupplied, 
Againft  the  ftream  now  gently  let  it  play, 
Now  in  the  rapid  eddy  roll  away. 
The  fcaly  fhoals  float  by,  and,  feiz'd  with  fear, 
Behold  their  fellows  toft  in  thinner  air; 
But  foon  they  leap,  and  catch  the  fwimming  bait, 
Plunge  on  the  hook,  and  fhare  an  equal  fate. 

When  a  briik  gale  againft  the  current  blows, 
And  all  the  wat'ry  plain  in  wrinkles  flows, 
Then  let  the  fifherman  his  art  repeat, 
Where  bubbling  eddies  favour  the  deceit. 
If  an  enormous  falmon  chance  to  fpy 
The  wanton  errors  of  the  floating  fly; 
He  lifts  his  filver  gills  above  the  flood, 
And  greedily  fucks  in  th'  unfaithful  food  ; 
Then  downward  plunges  with  the  fraudful  prey^ 
And  bears  with  joy  the  little  fpoil  away  : 
Soon  in  fmart  pain  he  feels  the  dire  miftake, 
Lafhes  the  wave,  and  beats  the  foamy  lake  5 
With  fudden  rage  he  now  aloft  appears, 
And  in  his  eye  conyulfive  anguifh  bears : 
And  now  again,  impatient  of  the  wound, 
He  rolls  and  writhes  his  mining  body  round; 
Then  headlong  flioots  beneath  the  daihing  tide; 
The  trembling  fins  the  boiling  wave  divide. 
Now  hope  exalts  the  fiflier's  beating  heart ; 
Now  he  turns  pale, and  fears  his  dubious  art; 
He  views  the  tumbling  rifh  with  longing  eyes, 
While  the  line  ftretcheswith  th'  unwieldlyprize; 
Each  motion  humours  with  his  Heady  hands, 
And  one  flight  hair  the  mighty  bulk  commands: 
Till  tir'd  at  laft,  defpoil'd  of  all  his  ftrength, 
The  game  athwart  the  ftream  unfolds  his  length, 

He. 
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He  now  with  pleafure  views  the  gafping  prize 
Gnaih  his  (hatp  teeth,  and  roll  hisblood-fhoteyes; 
Then  draws  him  to  the  fhore  with  artful  care, 
And  lifts  his  noitrils  in  the  fick'ning  air  : 
Upon  the  burthen'd  ftream  he  floating  lies, 
Stretches  his  quiv'ring  fins,  and  gafping  dies. 

Would  you  prefervea  num'rous  finny  race, 
Let  your  fierce  dogs  the  rav'nous  otter  chafe 
(The  amphibious  monlter  ranges  all  the  mores, 
Darts  thro'  the  waves, and  ev'ry  haunt  explores)  : 
Or  let  the  gin  his  roving  fteps  betray, 
And  lave  from  hostile  jaws  the  fcaly  prey. 

I  never  wander  where  the  bord'ring  reeds 
O'erlook  the  muddyftream,whofe  tangling  weeds 
Perplex  the  fifher;  I  nor  choofe  to  bear 
The  tkieviih  nightly  net,  nor  barbed  ipear  ; 
Nor  drain  I  ponds,  the  golden  carp  to  take ; 
Nor  trowle  for  pikes,  difpeoplers  of  th^  lake : 
Around  the  fled  no  tortqr'd  worm  (ball  twine, 
No  blood  of  living  infect,  ftain  my  line. 
Let  me,  lefs  cruel, call  the  feather'd  hook, 
With  pliant  rod,  athwart  the  pebbled  brook, 
Silent  along  the  mazy  margin  ft  ray, 
And  with  the  fur-wrought  fly  delude  the  prey. 

CANTO      II. 


Wand'ring  in  plenty,  danger  he  forgets, 
Nor  dreads  the  flav'ry  of  entangling  nets. 
The  fubtle  dog  fcours  with  fagacious  nofe 
Along  the  field. and  (huffs  each  breezethat  blows; 
Againft  the  wind  he  takes  his  prudent  way, 
While  the  ftrong  gale  directs  him  to  the  prey. 
Now  the  warm  fcent  affures  the  covey  near  ; 
He  treads  with  caution, and  he  points  with  fear  j 
Then  (left  fome  fentry-fowl  the  fraud  defcry, 
And  bid  his  fellows  from  the  danger  fly) 
jClofe  to  the  ground,  in  expectation  lies, 
Till  in  the  lnare  the  flint" ring  covey  rife, 
Soon  as  the  the  bluihing  light  begins  to  fpread, 
And  glancing  Phoebus  gildsi-hemountain'shead, 
His  early  flight  th"  ill  fated  partridge  takes, 
i  quits  the  friendly  melter  of  the  brakes. 
Or,  when  the  fun  cafts  a  declining  ray, 
And  drives  his  chariot  down  the  w  ay, 

Let  your  obfeqnious  ranger  fearch  around, 
Where  yellow  ftubble  withers  on  the  ground* 
Nor  will  the  roving  fpy  direct  in  v  .in, 
But  num'rous  coveys  gratify  thy  pain. 
When  the  meridian  fun  contracts  .he  fhade, 
And  frifking  heifers  feek  the  cooling  glade } 
Or  when  the  country  floats  with  fuoden  rains, 


Now,  fporting  Mufe,  draw  in  the  flowing  reins, 
Leave  the  clear  ltreams  awhile  for  funny  plains,! 
Should  you  the  various  arms  and  toils  rehearfe, 
And  all  the  fifherman  adorn  thy  verfe  ; 
Should  you  the  wide  encircling  net  diiplay, 
And  in  its  ibacious  arch  inclofe  the  lea; 
Then  haul  the  plunging  load  upon  the  land, 
And  with  the  foal  and  turbot  hide  the  fand  ; 
It  would  extend  the  growing  theme  too  long, 
And  tire  the  reader  with  the  wat'ry  fong. 

Let  the  keen  hunter  from  the  chace  refrain, 
Nor  render  ail  the  ploughman's  labour  vain, 
When  Ceres  pours  out  plenty  from  her  horn, 


try 

Or  driving  miffs  deface  the  miiften'd  plains  j 
In  vain  his  toils  th'  unfkilful  fowler  tnes, 

tin  thick  woods  the  feeding  partridge  lies. 

•  mull  the  fporting  veiie  the  gun  forh  .ar, 
But  what's  the  Fowler's  be  the  Mule's  care. 
See  how  the  well-taught  pointer  leads  th    way  : 
The  fcent  grows  warm  5  he  itops ;  he  fprin  js  the 

prey : 
The  flutt'rng  coveys  from  theftubbl-*  nfe, 
And  on  fwift  wirig  divide  the  founding  (kies: 
The  fcatt'ring  lead  purines  the  certain  light, 
And  death  in  thunder  overtakes  then-  {light. 
Cool  breathes  themorningair,and  Winter's  land 
Spreads  wide  her  hoary  mantle  o'er  the  land  j 
Now  to  the  copfe  thy  leffer  fpaniel  take, 


Tht 


And  clothes  the  fields  with  golden  ears  of  corn.  -  Teach  him  to  range  the  ditch,  and  force  thebrake^ 
Now,  now,  ye  reapers,  to  your  talk  repair,  ;  Not  cloleit  coverts  can  protect  the  game: 

Kaile  !  fvethe  product  of  the  bounteous  year:  Hark  !  the  dog  opens  ;  take  thy  certain  aim. 
To  the  wide-gathering  hook  long  furrows  yield,  The  woodcock  flutters ;  bow  he  wav'ring  flies ! 
And  riiing  fheaves  extend  through  all  the  field. 

Yet,  if  for  fylvari  fports  thy  bofom  glow, 
Let  thy  fleet  greyhound  urge  his  flying  foe. 
With  what  delight  the  rapid  courfe  I  view  ! 
How  does  my  eye  the  circling  race  purfue  ! 
He  fnaps  deceitful  air  with  empty  jaws  ; 


wood  reibunds:    he  wheels,   he  drops,  he 
dies. 
The  tow'ring  hawk  let  future  poets  fing, 
Who  terror  bears  upon  his  (oaring  wing  : 
Let  them  on  high  the  frighted  hern  lurvey, 
And  lofty  numbers  paint  their  airy  fray.  ' 
The  fubtle  hare  darts  fwift  beneath  his  paws;     Nor  fhall  the  mountain  lark  the  Mufe  detain, 
She  flies,  he  ftretches ;  now  with  nimble  bound  JThat  greets  the  morning  with  his  early  flrain  ; 
Eager  he  prelfes  on,  but  overfhoots  his  ground  jj  When,  'midit  his  fbng,  the  twinkling  gluls 
She  turns ;  he  winds,  and  foon  regains  the  way,  ;  betrays, 

Then  tears  with  gnary  mouth  thefereamin°  prey.  While  from  each  angle  fiafh  the  glancing  rays, 

And  in  the  fun  the  trantient  colours  bbze, 
Pride  lures  the  little  warbler  from  the  Ikies  : 
]  he  light  enamuur'd  bird  deluded  dies. 

But  ftill  the  chace,  a  pleafing  tafk,  remains  ; 
The  hound  mud  open  in  thefe  rural  (trains. 
Soon  as  Aurora  drives  away  the  night, 
And  edges  eaftern  clouds  with  rofy  light, 
The  healthy  huntfman  with  the  cheerful  horn, 
nonsthe  dogs,and  greets  the  dappled mornj 
D  d  T.ii 


What  various  fport  does  rural  life  afford  ! 
What   imbought  dainties  heap  the  wholfome 
board  ! 
Nor  lefs  the  fpaniel,  fkilful  to  betray, 
Rewards  the  fowler  with  the  feather'd  prey, 
Soonasthe  labouring  borfe,with  fwelling  veins, 
Has  lately  hous'd  the  farmer's  doubtful  gains, 
To  fweet  repaft  th'  unwary  partridge  iiies, 
With  ioy  amid  the  fcatter'd  harveft  iies ; 
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The  jocund  thunder  wakes  th'  en  liven'd  hounds, 
Theyroufefromflcepandanfwerfoundsforfounds; 
Wide  thro1  th*  furzy  field  their  route  they  take  ; 
Their  bleeding  bofoms  force  the  thorny  brake : 
The  flying  game  their  fi-noking  noitrils  trace, 
No  bounding  hedge  obftrufts  their  eager  pace ; 
The  diflant  mountains  echo  from  afar, 
And  hanging  woods  re  found  the  flying  war  : 
The  tuneful  noife  thefprightly  courfer  hears, 
Pawsthe  greenturf,and  prickshis  trembling  ears; 
The  flacken'd  rein  now  gives  him  all  his  fpeed, 
Back  flies  the  rapid  ground  beneath  the  fteed  ; 
Hills,  dales, and foreits.far behind  remain,  [train. 
While  the  warmfcentdrawsonthe  deep-mouth'd 
Where  fhall  the  trembling  hare  a  fhelterfind  ? 
Hark !  death  advances  in  each  gult  of  wind  ! 
New  ftratagems  and  doubling  wiles  fhe  tries  ; 
■Now  circling  turns,  and  now  at  large  fhe  flies ; 
Till,  fpent  at  laft,  me  pants, and  heaves  for  breath, 
Then  lays  her  down, and  waits  devouringdeath. 
But  flay,  adventurous  Mufe!  haft  thoutheforce 
To  wind  the  twifted  horn,  to  guide  the  horfe  ? 
To  keep  thy  feat  unmov'd,  haft  thou  the  ikill, 
O'er  the  high  gate,  and  down  the  headlong  hill  ? 
Can  ft  thou  the  Hag's  laborious  chace  direct, 
Or  the  ftrong  fox  thro'"  all  his  arts  detect  ? 
The  theme  demands  a  more  experienc'd  lay  : 
Ye  mighty  hunters  !  fpare  this  weak  elTay.. 

O  happy  plains,  remote  from  war's  alarms, 
And  all  the  ravages  of  hoftile  arms  ! 
And  happy  fhepherds,  who,  fecure  from  fear, 
On  open  downs  preferve  your  fleecy  care  ! 
Whofefpacious  barns  groan  with  increafingftore, 
And  whirling  flails  disjoint  the  cracking  floor  ! 
No  barbarous  foldier,  bent  on  cruel  fpoil, 
Spreads  defolation  o'er  your  fertile  foil : 
No  trampling  fteed  lays  wafte  the  ripen'd  grain, 
Nor  cracking  fires  devour  the  promis'd  gain  : 
No  flaming  beacons  call  their  blaze  afar, 
The  dreadful  flgnal  of  invafive  war  : 
.  No  trumpet's  clangor  wounds  the  mother'sear, 
And  calls  the  lover  from  his  fwooning  fair. 

What  happinefs  the  rural  maid  attends, 
In  cheerful  labour  while  each  day  fhe  fpends! 
She  gratefully  receives  what  Heaven  hasfent, 
And,  rich  in  poverty,  enjoys  content; 
(Such  happinefs,  and  Inch  unblemifh'd  fame, 
Ne'er  glad  the  boibm  of  the  courtly  dame) : 
She  never  feeis  the  fpleen's  imagined  pains, 
Nor  melancholy  ftagnates  in  her  veins  ; 
She  never  lofes  life  in  thoughtlefs  eale;. 
Nor  on  the  velvet  couch  invites  dileafe; 
Her  home-fpun  drefsin  Ample  neatnefs  lies, 
And  for  no  glaring  equipage  fhe  flghs  : 
Her  reputation,  which  is  all  her  boaft, 
In  a  malicious  vilit  ne'er  was  loft  ; 
No  midnight  mafquerade  her  beauty  wears, 
And  health,  not  paint,  the  fading  bloom  repairs. 
If  love's  foft  paflion  in  her  bofom  reign. 
An  equal  paflion  warms  her  happy  lvvain  : 
No  home-bred  jars  her  quiet  it  ie  controul, 
iscr  watchful  jealoufy  tormeit    her  ibuj  j 
With  fecret  joy  fhe  fees  her  little  race 
Hang  on  her  breaft,  ana  hcrlnu..  cottage  grace 


The  fleecy  ball  their  bufy  fingers  cull, 
Or  from  the  fpindle  draw  the  lengthening  wool  i 
Thus  flowher  hours  with  conilant  peace  of  mind, 
Till  age  the  latelt  thread  of  life  unwind.. 

Ye  happy  fields,  unknown  to< noife  and  ftrife, 
The  kind  rewarders  of  indullrious  life; 
Ye  fhady  woods,  where  once  I  us'd  to  rove, 
Alike  indulgent  to  the  Mule  and  Love  ; 


Ye  murm'ring  ftreamsthat  in  meanders  roll, 
The  fweet  compofers  of  the  penfive  foul ; 
Farewell  ! — the  city  calls  me  from  your  bow'rs  i 
Farewell,  amufing  thoughts,  and  peaceful  hours! 


§  53.     Love  cf  Fame,  the  Ufti<verfal  PaJJlon. 


Young. 


SATIRE      T. 

To  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Dorfet. 

Tanto  major  Famse  fitis  eft,  quam 

Virtutis  ■■'   ■■  juv.  sat. 


10. 


My  verfe  is  Satire ;  Dorfet,  lend  your  ear, 
And  patronize  a  Mufe  you  cannot  fear  ; 
To  Poets  facred  is  a  Dorfet's  name, 
Their  wonted  paflport  thro'  the  gates  of  fame  f 
It  bribes  the  partial  reader  into  praife, 
And  throws  a  glory  roufid  the  fhelter'd  lays  j 
The  dazzled  judgment  fewer  faults  can  fee, 
And  gives  applaufe  to  B e,  or  to  me. 


But  you  decline  the  miftrefs  we  purfue; 
Others  are  fond  of  Fame,  but  Fame  of  you. 
Inftructive  Satire,  true  to  virtue's  caufe, 
Thou  fhining  fupplement  of  public  laws  I  j 
When  flatter'd  crimes  of  a  licentious  age 
Reproach  our  filence,  and  demand  our  rage  ; 
When  purchas'd  follies  from  each  diftant  land, 
Like  arts,  improve  in  Britain's  ikiliul  hand  :^ 
When  the  law  fliews  her  teeth,but  dares  notbite, 
AndSouth-Sea  treafuresarenot  brought  to  light, 
When  churchmen  fcripture  for  the  claflics  quit; 
Polite  apoftates  from  God's  grace  to  wit ; 
When  men  grow  great  from  their  re  ven  ue  fpent  j 
And  fly  from  bailiffs  into  parliament ; 
When  dying  iinners  to  blot  out  their  fcore, 
Bequeath  the  church  the  leavings  of  a  whore- 
To  chafe  our  fpleen  when  themes  like  thefe  in- 

creafe, 
Shall  panegyric  reign,  and  cenfuve  ceafe  ? 

Shall  poefy,  like  law,  turn  wrong  to  right, 
And  dedication  waih  an  JEih'ibp  white, 
Set  up  each  lenfelefs  wretch  i'ov  nature's  boaft, 
On  whom  praife  ihines  as  trophies  on  a  poftr 
Shall  funeral  eloquence  her  colours  lpread, 
And  flatter  rofes  on  the  wealth},  dead  ? 
Shall  authors  fmileon  fuch  illuitrious  days, 

And  latirize  with  nothing but  their  praife? 

WhyiiumbersPope,wholeadsthetunefulftrain, 
Nor  hears  that  virtue  which  he  loves,  complain? 
Donne,  Dorfet,  Dryden,  Rocheiter  are  dead, 
And  guilt's  chief  foe  in  Addifbn  is  fled  ; 
Congreve,who,  crown'd  with  laurels  fairly  won, 
Sits  Tmiling  at  the  goal  while  others  run, 
fie  will  not  w  ite  ;  and  (more  provoking  Hill !) 
Ye    ods !  he  will  not  write,  and  Maevius  will. 
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Doubly  diftreft,  what  author  fhall  we  find 
Difcrectly  daring,  and  feverely  kind, 

Ionian's  mining  path  to  tread, 
And  fharply  fmile  prevailing  folly  dead  ? 

Will  no  fuperior  genius  fnatcli  the  quill, 

!  lave  me,  on  the  brink,  From  writing  ill  ? 
1  vain  the  ftrife,  Til  ftrive  my  voice  to  1 
"What  will  not  men  attempt  for  facred  nra'ue  ? 
lie  love  of  prai/jf,  howe'er  concealed  byart, 
Reigns,  more  orlefs,  and  glows  in  ev'ry  heart: 

proud,  to  gain  it,  tnils  on  toils  endure  j 
The  modell  fliun  it  b-it  to  makes  it  lure. 

:  globes  and  fceptres  now  on  throne*  itfwells, 
•.  trims  the  midnight  lamp  in  college  cells. 
'Tis  Tory, Whig;  i(  plots,  prays,preaches,pleads; 
Harangues  m  ft  nates,  femeaks  in  masquerades: 
Here,  to  S— — e's  humour  makes  a  bold  pretence j 
There,  bolder  aims  at  Pull'neyvs  eloquence: 
It  aids  the  dancer's  heel,  the  writer's  bead, 
And  heaps  the  pi  1  in  with  mountains  of  the  dead. 
Mor ends  with  life;  but  nods  in  fable  plumes, 
Adorns  our  hearie,  and  flatters  oh  our  tombs. 
Who  is  not  proud:  the  pimp  is  proud  to  lee 
So  many  like  himfeif  in  high  degree: 
The  whore  is  proud  her  beauties  are  the  dread 
Of  pee  vim  virtue,  and  tiie  marriage  bed;    ' 
And  the  brib'd  cuckold,  like  crown'cl  vicTims 
To  flaughter,  glories  in  his  gilded  horn,  [born 

Some  go  to  chinch,  proud  humbly  to  repent, 
And  come  back  nine  hmoreguilty  than  they  went: 
One  way  they  look,  another  way  they  fleer; 
Pray  to  the  god.s,  but  would  have  mortals  hear ; 
And  when  their  fins  they  let  fincerely  down, 
They'll  find  that  their  religion  has  been  one. 

Others  with  wilhful  eyes  on  glory  look, 
When  they  have  got  tlu-ir  picture  tow'rdsa  book;  You  bid  him  raife  his  fathers  from  the  grave. 
Or  pompous  title,  like  a  gaudy  lign  Mnifliouldprefsforwardinlame'sgloriouschace; 

Meant  to  betray  dull  fots  to  wretched  wine.      ;  Nobles  look  backward,  and  i'o  lole  the  race. 

If  at  his  title  T had  dropt  his  quill,  Let  high  birth  triumph  !  what  can  be  mere 

T- — -  might  have  pafs'd  for  a  great  geniusftill:  i  Nothing >-but  merit  in  a  low  enate.  {great  ? 


Nor  is't  enough  all  hearts  are  fwoln  with  pride. 
Her  pow'r  is  mighty,  as  her  rerdm  is  wide. 

t  can  the  not  perform  ?   The  love  of  fame 
Made  hold  Alphonfus  his  Creator  blame, 

docks  huil'ddswn  the  burning deep, 
And  (itronger  il 111  i)  made  Alexander  weep. 
Nay  it  holds  Delia  from  a  fecond  bed, 
Tho'  her  lov'd  lord  has  four  half  months  been 

This  paftion  with  a  pimple  have  I  itsn  [dead. 
Retard  a  caule,  and  give  a  judge  the  fpleen. 
By  this  infiuVd  (oh  ne'er  to  be  forgot !) 
Some  lords  have  learn 'd  to  fpell,and  fometoknot. 
It  makes  Globofe  a  fpeaker  in  the  houfe  j 
H_*  hems — and  is  delivered  of  his  moufe* 
It  makes  dear  felf  on  well-bred  tongues  prevail, 
And  I, the  little  hero  of  each  tale. 

Sick  with  the  love  of  fame,  what  throngs  pour 
Unpeople  court,  and  leave  the  fenate  thin  1     [in, 
My  growing  iubject  feems  but  jail  begun, 
And,  chariot-like,  I  kindle  as  I  run. 
Aid  me,  great  Homer  !  with  thy  epic  rules, 
To  take  a  catalogue  of  Britilh  fools. 
Satire!  had  I  thy  Dorfet's  force  divine, 
A  knave  or  fool  mould  periih  in  each  line: 
Tho'  for  the  firl'c  all  Weltminfter  mouid  plead, 
And  for  the  laic  all  Grefham  intercede. 

Begin-;—  who  firft  the  catalogue  mall  grace  ? 
To  quality  belongs  the  higheil  place. 
My  lord  comes  forward  ;  forward  let  him  come  ! 
Ye  vulgar,  at  your  peril  give  him  room  ! 
He  Hands  for  fame  on  his  forefather's  feet, 
By  heraldry  provM  valiant  or  difcreet, 
With  what  a  decent  pride  he  throws  his  eyes 
Above  the  man  by  three  defcents  lefs  wife  ! 
If  virtues  at  his  noble  hand  you  crave, 


But  T* ,  alas!   (excufe  him  if  you  can) 

Jj  now  a  fcribbler,  who  was  once  a  man. 

Imperious  feme  a  daflic  fame  demand, 
For  heaping  lip  with  a  laborious  hand 
A  waggon  load  of  meanings  fqr  one  word, 
While  A's  depos'djand  B  with  pomp  reft.v'd. 

Some  for  renown  on  (craps  of  learning  doat, 
And  think  they  grow-  immortal  as  tbey  quote. 
To  patchwork  leanfd  quotations  are  allied  ; 
Both  ftrive  to  make  our  poverty  our  pride. 

On  glafs  how  witty  is  a  noble  peer! 
Did  ever  diamond  coll  a  man  i'o  dear  ? 

Polite  difeafes  make  fome  idiots  vain, 
Which,  if  unfortunately  well,  they  feign, 
On  death-beds  fome  in  ccnlcious  glory  lie, 
Since  of  the  doctor  in  the  mode  they  die  ; 
Whofe  wondrous  fki  11  is,headfman-!ike,to  know 
For  better  pay  t)  give  a  furer  blow. 

Of  folly,  vice,  difeafe,  men  proud  we  fee  : 
And  (itranger  it  ill)  of  blockheads  flattery, 
Whofe  praife  defames  ;  as  if  a  fool  fhouid  mean 
My  fpitting  on  your  fcc«  tc  make  it  clean  ! 


To  Virtue's  humbleft  fbn  let  none  prefer 
Vice,  tho'  descended  from  the  Conqueror. 
Shall  men,  like  figures,  pafs  for  high  or  bafe, 
Slight  or  important,  only  by  their  place  r 
Titles  are  marks  of  honed  men  and  wife  j 
The  fool  or  knave  that  wears  a  title,  lies. 

They  that  on  glorious  anceftors  enlarge, 
Produce  their  debt  infread  of  their  discharge, 
Dorfet,  let  thefe  who  proudly  boaft  their  line, 
Like  thee,  in  worth  hereditary  fliine. 

Vain  as  fallb  greatnefs  is,  the  Mule  mufc  own 
We  want  not  fools  to  buy  that  Briftol  flcne. 
Mean  fons  of  Earth,  who  on  a  South  Sea  tide 
Of  full  fuccefs  Iwam  into  wealth  and  pride, 
Knock  with  a  purfe  of  gold  at  Aniiis'  gate, 
And  beg  to  be  defcended'from  the  great. 

When  men  of  infamy  to  grandeur  foar, 
They  light  a  torch  to  mew  their  fhamethe  more1. 
Thole  governments  which  curb  not  evils,  cau'e; 
And  a  rich  knave's  a  libel  on  our  laws. 

pejus  "with  (olid  glory  will  be  crown'dj 
He  buys  no  phantom,  no  vain  empty  iound ; 


*  Horace. 
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l5ut  builds  himfelf  a  name  ;  and  to  be  great, 

Sinks  in  a  qu  .ry  an  immenfe  eftate  ; 

In  coil  and  grandeur  Chandos  he'll  outdo  5 

And,  Burlington,  thy  tatte  is  not  f'o  true. 

The  pile  is  finiuVd,  ev*ry  toil  is  pait, 

And  full  perfection  is  arriv'd  at  lait ; 

When,  lo!  my  Lord  to  fome  (mall  corner  rtbis, 

And  leaves  ftate- rooms  to  grangers  and  to  duns, 

The  man  who  builds,  and  wants  wherewith  to 
Provides  a  home  from  which  to  run  away,  [pay, 
In-  Britain  what  is  many  a  lordly  feat, 
But  a  discharge  rn  full  for  an  eltate  I 

In  (mailer  compafs  lies  Pygmalion's  fame  ; 
Kot  domes,  but  antique  ftatues,  are  his  flame. 
KotF — t — nvsfelfmorePariancharmshasknown, 
Nor  is  good  Pembroke  more  in  krve  with  (lone, 
The  balirfs  come  (rude  men,  profanely  bold  !) 
And  bid  him  turn  his  Venus  intd  gold. 
"  No,  firs,"  he  cries;  "  I'll  fooncrrot  in  jail  ! 
**  ShallGrecian  arts  betruck,dforEnglifhbail?VY 
Such  heads  might  make  their  very  buftos  laugh, 
His  daughter  ftarves,  but  *  Cleopatra  Ts  lafe, 

Men  overloaded  with  a  large  eftate 
May  fpill  their  treafure  in  a  nice  conceit: 
The  neb  may  be  polite;  but,  oh  1  Ttis  fad 
To  fay  you're  curious,  when  we  (wear  you're 
By  your  revenue  meafure  your  expence,    [mad. 
And  to  your  funds  and  acres  join  your  (enk  : 
No  man  is  bleft  by  accident  or  guefs, 
True  wifdom  is  the  price  of  happinefs  : 
Yet  few  without  long  discipline  are  (age  ; 
And  our  youth  only  lays  up  fighs  for  age. 

But  how,  my  Mufe,  canft  thourefufe  (b  long 
The  bright  temptation  of  the  courtly  throng; 
Thy  moit  inviting  theme  ?  The  court  affords 
Much  food  for  (atire;  it  abounds  in  lords. 
*  What  lords  are  thofe  fainting  with  a  grin-?" 
One  is  juft  out,  and  one  is  lately  in. 
•*'  How  comes  it  then  to  pafs  we  fee  pre  fide 
"  On  both  their  brows  an  equal  (hare  of  pride?"" 
Pride,  that  impartial  paffion,  reigns  thro   ail  ; 
Attends  our  glory,  nor  deferts  our  fall  : 
As  in  its  home,  it  triumphs  in  high  place, 
And  frowns  a  haughty  exile  in  difgrace, 
Some  lords  it  bids  admire  their  wands  ib  white, 
Which  bloom,like Aaron's,to their  rayifh Mli ght: 
Seme  lords  it  bids  refign,  and  turn  their  wands, 
Like  Moles',  into  (erpents  in  their  hands. 
Thefe  fink,  as  divers,  for  renown  !  and  boaft 
With  pride  inverted  of  their  honours  loit. 
J?ur  againft  reafon  fure  'tis  equal  fin 
To  boa  it  of  merely  being  outer  in. 

What  numbers  here,  thro'odd  ambition, drive 
To  feem  the  moft  tranf ported  things  alive  ! 
As  if  by  joy  deiert  was  underflood, 
And  all  the  fortunate  were  wife  or  good. 
Hence  aching  bofoms  v  *  :r  a  vifage  gay. 
And  itified  groans  frequent  the  ball  and  p'av. 
Completely  drcfsM  by  f  Monteuel,and  grimace, 
TThey  take  their  bjrtn-day  fuit,and  public  face  $ 
Their  fmik-s  are  only  part  of  what  they  we;-r, 
£ut  off  at  JWglit  with  Jady  B >  h;ur. 

*■  *V  famous  flame* 


What  bodily  fatigue  is  half  fo  bad  ? 
With  anxious  care  they  labour  to  be  glad. 

What  numbers  here  would  into  fame  advance-  . 
Confciovrs  of  merit  in  the  coxcomb's  dance  ! 
The  tavern,  park,  aflembly,  ma&,  and  play, 
Thofe  dear  deftroyers  of  the  tedious  day  ! 
That  wheel  of  fops  I  that  foun-terof  the  town  I 
ChII  it  divcrlion,  and  the  pill  goes  down  j 
K/ols  grin  on  fools  -T  and  Stoic  like  fuppOrt, 
Without  one  ligh,  the  p  leaf  tires  of  a  court. 
Courtfc  tan  give  nothing  to  the  wife  and  good, 
But  (corn  of  pomp,  and  love  of  lolitude. 
High  ftations  tumult,  but  not  blifs,  create: 
None  think,  the  great  unhappy,  but  the  great. 
Fools-  gaze  and  envy :.  envy  darts  a  fting, 
Which  makes  a  fwain  as  wretched  as  a  king. 

1  envy  none  their  pageantry  and  (how  j 
T  envy  none  the  gilding  of  their  woe. 
Give  me,  indulgent  godst  with  mind  ferene, 
And  guiltlefs  heart,  to  range  the  fylvan  fcenet 
No  fpiendid  poverty,  no  fmiling  care, 
No  well-bred  hate,  or  fervile  grandeur  there  f 
There  pleating  objects  ufeful  thoughts  faggeftj 
The  fenfe  is  raviuVd,  and  the  forrf  is  WefiT- 
On  ev'ry  thorn  delightful  wifdom  grows, 
In  ev>y  rill  a  fweet  infraction  flows: 
But  fome  untaught  o'erhear  the  wbifpermg  rill,. 
In  f  pite  of  (acred  leifure,  blockheads  ftiU  j 
Nor  fhoots  up  folly  to  a  nobler  bloom 
In  her  own  native  foil,  the  drawing-room. 

The  Tquire  is  proud  to  fee  his  courfer  (train, 
Or  well -breath  V.  beagles  fweep  along  the  plain? 
Say,  dear  Hippolitus  (whofe  drink  h  a*e, 
Whole  erudition  is  a  Chriftmas  tale, 
Whofe  miitrefs  is  (alerted  with  a  (mack,  [back), 
And  friend   receiv'd  with    thumps  upon  th§ 
Wlien  thy  fleek  geldingnimhlyleaps  the  mound, 
And  Ringwood  opens  on  the  tainted  ground, 
Is  that  thy  praife  ?  Let  Ringwood's  fame  alone., 
Juft  Ringwood  leaves  each  animal  his  own; 
Nor  envies  when  a  gyply  you  commit, 
And  (hake  the  cl unify  bench  with  country  wit ; 
When  you  the  dullelt  of  dull  things  have  laid, 
And  t  hen  a ik  pardon  for  the  jeft  you  made .  [ new, 

Hear  breathe,  my  Mufe  !  and  then  thy  talk  re- 
Ten  thou  (and  fools  unfttng  are  ftill  in  view. 
.Fewer  lay  atheifts  made  by  church  debates; 
er  great  beggars  fam\i  for  large  ellates  ; 
Ladies,  whofe  love  is  couftant  as  the  wind  j 
Cits,  who  prefer  a  guinea  to  mankind  ; 
Fewer  grave  lords  to  Scroope  difcreetly  bend  ; 
And  fewer  (hocks  a  fla'efman  gives  his  friend, 

Is  there  a  man  of  an  eternal  vein, 
Who  lulls  the  town  in  winter  with  his  drain. 
At  Bath  in  fummer  chants  the  reigning  lais, 
And  fweetly  whiffles  as  the  waters  pals? 
Is  there  a  tongue,  like  Delia's  over  her  cup, 
That  runs  for  ages  without  winding  up  ? 
Is  there  whom  his  tenth  Epic  mounts  to  fame? 
Such,  and  lucn  only,  might  exhauft  my  theme* 
|  Nor  would  theft  heroes  of  tlu  talk  be  glad  ; 
[For  who  can  write  i'o  fait  as  nm\  run  mad  r 


|  A  fomauf  i«y!or. 
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SATIRE    II. 

7i?  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  cf  Scarborough. 
. -Tanto  major  Famae  fitis  eft,<juam 

ViltHtlS. JUV.   SAT.    IO. 

My  Mufe,  proceed,  and  re.»ch  thy  deftinM  end, 
Tho'  toil  and  danger  the  bold  tail;  attend. 
Heroes  and  gods  make  other  poems  line, 
Plain  Satire  calls  for  ienle  in  ev  ry  Hne  : 
Then,  fro  what  f  warms  thy  faults  I  dare  expoie! 
All  friends  to  vice  and  folly  are  thy  foes  ; 
When  Inch  the  foe,  a  war  eternal  wage, 
Tis  molt  ill-nature  to  rep  pels  thy  rage, 
And  if  thefe  llrains  lome  nobler  Mufe  excite, 
Til  glory  in  the  verfe  I  did  not  write. 

So  weak,  are  human  kind  by  nature  made, 
Or  to  fuch  weaknefs  by  their  vice  betray 'd, 
Almighty  Vanity  1  to  thee  they  owe 
Their  z-eit  of  pleafure,  and  their  balm  of  woe. 
Thou,  like  the  fun,  all  colours  doft  contain, 
Varying  like  rays  of  light  on  drops  of  rain  j 
For  ev'ry  foul  rinds  reafons  to  be  proud, 
Tho*  hils'd  and  hooted  by  the  pointing  crowd. 

Warm  in  purfuit  of  foxes  and  renown, 
Hinpolitus  demands  the  lylvan  crown  *  ; 
Bui  Florio's  fame,  the  product  of  a  fhowY. 
Grows  in  his  garden,  an  illultrious  flow'rl 
"Why  teems  the  earth  !  why  melt  the  vernal -ftcies? 
Why  mines  the  fun?  To  make  Paul  Diackf  rile. 
From  morn  to  night  has  Florio  gazing  ftood, 
And  wonder' d  haw  the  god*  could  be  fa  good. 
What  fhape!  what  hue!  was  ever  nymph  fofainj 
He  doats,  he  dies  !  he  too  is  rooted  there. 
O  folid  blifs  !  which  nothing  can  deftroy 
Except  a  cat,  bird,  fnail,  or  idle  boy. 
In  fame's  fall  bloom  lies  Florio  down  at  night. 
And  wakes  next  day  a  molt  inglorious  wight} 
The  tulip^s  dead  !  See  thy  fair  filter's  fate, 
O  C •— !  and  be  kind  ere  'tis  too  late. 

Nor  are  thofe  enemies  I  mentioned  all  j 
Beware,  O  Floriit,  thy  ambition's  fall. 
A  friend  of  mine  indulg'd  this  noble  flame ; 
A  quaker  ferv'd  him,  Adam  was  his  name. 
To  one  lov'd  tulip  ott  the  matter  went. 
Hung  o'er  it,  and  whole  days  in  rapture  fpent  5 
J3ut  came  and  mifs'd  it  one  iil-fated  hour, 
He  rag'd  !    he  roar'd  — "  WTiat  damGn  cropp'd 

"  my  flow'r  1  " 
Serene,  o4uoth  Adam,'  Lo !  'twas  crufh'd  by  me  : 
"  fallen  is  the  Baal  to  which  thou  bow'dftthy 
'  kr 

u  JJut  albr.en want  amufement,and  what  crime 
"  In  fuch  a  Paradife  to  fool  their  time  ?" 
None,butwhyproudof  this?  To  Fame  they  foar; 
We  grant  they're  idle,  if  they'll  atk  no  more. 

We  finite  at  Flarifts  !  we  defpile  their  joy, 
And  think  their  hearts  enamour'd  of  a  toy; 
But  are  thofe  wiier  whom  we  molt  admire, 
Survey  with  envy,  and  purine  with  lire  ? 
What's  he  who  lighsforwealth,  or fame,orpow'r? 
Another  Florio  doting  on  a  flow'rl 
A  fhort-liv'd  rlow'r,and  which  has  often  fprung 
iirom  fordid  arts,  as  Florio's  out  of  dung. 
*  This  Offers  to  the  fuft  Satire. 


With  what,  O  Codrus  !  is  thy  fancy  fmit  ? 
The  riow'r  of  learning j  and  the  bloom  of  wit. 
Thy  gaudy  Ihelves  with  crimfon  bindings  glow, 
And  Epictetus  is  a  perfect  beau. 
How  fk  for  thee  bound  up  in  crimfon  too, 
Giit,  and  like  them  devoted  to  the  view  ! 
Thy  books  are  furniture.     Merhir.ks  'tis  hard 
That  fcience  fhouH  be  purchas'd  by  the  yard  j 
And  Tonfon,  turn'd  upholiterer,  fend  home 
The  gilded  leather  to  fit  up  thy  room. 

If  not  to  lome  peculiar  end  aliign'd, 
Study's  the  fpecious  trifling  of  the  mind  ; 
Or  is  at  belt  a  fecondary  aim, 
A  chate  for  fport  alone,  and  not  for  game : 
If  lb,  fure  they  who  the  mere  volume  prize, 
But  love  the  thicket  where  the  quarry  lies. 

On  buying  books  Lorerrzo  long  was  bent, 
aSut  found  at  length  that  it  redue'd  his  rent. 
His  farms  were  flown-}  when  lo  !  a  file  comes  on. 
A  choice  collection!  What  is  to  be  done  ? 
He  fells  his  laft,  for  he  the  whole  will  buy} 
Sells  ev'n  his  houfe,  nay  wants  whereon  to  liej 
So  high  the  gen'rous  ardour  of  the  man 
For  Romans,  Greeks,  and  Orientals  ran. 
To  make  the  purchafe,  he  gives  all  his  itore. 
Except  ore  darling  diamond  that  he  wore? 
For  what  a  miftrefs  gave,  'tis  death  to  pawn, 
Yet  when  the  terms  were  fix'd,  and  writings 

drawn, 
The  light  16  ravUh'd  him,  he  gave  the  clerk 
Love's  f acred  pledge,  and  lign'd  them  with  hi* 
Unlearned  men  of  books  affume  the  care,  [mark. 
As  eunuchs  are  the  guardians  of  the  fair. 

Not  in  his  author's  liveries  alone 
Is  Codrus'  erudite  ambition  fhewn. 
Editions  various,  at  high  prices  bought, 
Inform  theworldwhatCodrus  would  be  thought^ 
And  to  this  coft  another  mult  fucceed, 
To  pa)'  a  fage  who  fays  that  he  can  read, 
Who  titles  knows,  and  indexes  has  feen, 

But  leaves  to what  lies  between  : 

Of  pompous  bookswho  Ihunstheproud  expence, 
And  humbly  is  contented  with  their  feme. 

O  Luniley,whofe  accomplishments  make  good 
The  promi'e  of  a  long  illuitrious  blood  ; 
In  arts  and  manners  eminently  grae'd. 
The  itrickit  honour,  and  the  finelt  taite! 
Accept  this  verfe  ;  if  Satire  can  agree 
With  lo  confummate  an  humanitv, 
Sut  know,  my  Lord,  if  you  relent  the  wrong, 
That  on  you  r  candour  I  obtrude  my  long }  * 
'Tis  Satire's  juil  revenge  on  that  fair  name, 
Which  all  their  malice  cannot  make  her  theme. 

By  your  example  would  Hilario  mend, 
How  would  it  grace  the  talents  of  my  friend, 
Who,  with  the  charms  of  his  own  genius  fmit, 
Conceives  all  viitues  are  comprised  in  wit ! 
But  time  his  fervent  petulance  may  cool } 
For,  though  he  is  a  wit,  he  is  no  fool. 
In  time  he'll  learn  to  ule,  not  waite,  his  fenf 
Nor  make  a  frailty  of  an  excellence. 
His  brilk  attack  on  blockheads  we  fhould  pr 
Were  not  his  jell  as  flippant  with  the  wile 
-f  The  name  of  a  tulip 
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He  fpares  nor  friend  nor  foe;  bat  calls  to  mind, 
Like  dooms-day,  all  the  faults  of  all  mankind. 

Who  tho'  wit  tickles  !  tickling  is  unfale, 
IFitill  'tis  painful  while  it  makes  us  laugh. 
Who,  for  the  poor  renown  of  being  fmart, 
Would  leave  a  fling  within  a  brother's  heart  ? 
Parts  may  be  prais'd,  good  nature  isador'd  j 
Then  draw  your  wit  as  feldom  as  your  fword, 
And  never  on  the  weak  ;  or  you'll  appear 
As  there  no  hero,  no  great  genius  here. 
As  in  iinooth  oil  the  razor  beft  is  whet, 
So  wit  is  by  politenefs  fharpeft  fet. 
Their  want  of  edge  from  their  offence  is  feen  ; 
Both  pain  us  leaft  when  exquilitely  keen. 
The  fame  men  give,  is  for  the  joy  they  find  ; 
Dull  is  the  jefler,  when  the  joke's  unkind. 

Since  Marcus  doubtlefs  thinks  himfeif  a  wit. 
To  pay  my  compliment  what  place  fo  fit  ? 
His  moft  facetious  letters  *  came  to  hand, 
Which  my  firft  Satire  fweetly  reprimand. 
If  that  a  j uft  offence  to  Marcus  gave, 
Say,  Marcus,  which  art  thou  —a  fool,  or  knave? 
For  all  but  fuch  with  caution  I  forbore  ; 
That  thou  wail  eitiher,  1  ne'er  knew  before  ; 
I  know  thee  now,  both  whit  thou  art,  and  who;, 
No  mafic  fb  good  but  Marcus  muft  fhine  through . 
Falfe  names  are  vain,  thy  lines  their  author  tell, 
Thy  beft  concealment  had  been  writing;  well ; 
But  thou  a  brave  neglect  of  Fame  hair,  fhewn, 
Of  others'"  fame,  great  genius !  and  thy  own. 
Write  on  unheeded,  and  this  maxim  know  : 
The  man  who  pardons,  di&ppoints  his  foe. 

In  malice  to  proud  wits,  fome  proudly  lull 
Theit  peevifh  reafon,  vain  of  being  dull ;  [fouls, 
When  fome  home-joke  has  Hung. their  folernn 
In  vengeance  they  determine — to  be  fools ; 
Thro'  fpleen,  that  little  nature  gave,  make  lefs. 
Quite  zealous  in  the  ways  of  hcavmefs  j 
To  lamps  inanimate  a  fondnefs  take, 
And  disinherit  ions  that  are  awake. 
Thefe,when  their  utmoft  venom  they  would  fpit, 
Moft  barbaroully  tell  you — (l  he's  a  wit." 
Poor  negroes  thus,  to  mew  their  burning  fpite 
To  Cacodsemons,  fay  they're  devilifh  white. 
Lampridius  from  the  bottom  of  his  breait 
Sighs  o'er  one  child,  but  triumphs  in  the  reft. 
How  juft  his  grief!  one  carries  in  his  head 
A  lefs  proportion  of  the  father's  lead  ; 
And  is  in  danger,  without  fpecial  grace, 
To  rife  above  a  Juftice  of  the  Peace. 
The  dunghill-breed  of  men  a  diamond  fcom, 
J\t\d  feel  a  paffion  for  a  grain  of  corn  ; 
S  me  ftupid,  plodding,  money-loving  wight, 
Who  wins  their  hearts  by  knowing  black  from 

white, 
Who  with  much  pains  exerting  all  his  fenfe, 
C';n  range  aright  his  millings,  pounds,  and  pence. 
This  b.u  by  father  craves  a  booby  fon, 
And  by  Heaven'sbleffingthinks  himfeif  undone. 
Want's  of  all  kinds  are  made  to  Fame  a  plea  ; 
<  >n::  learns  to  lifp,  another  not  to  fee  j 

M;fs  D tottering  catches  at  your  hand  : 

Was  ever  thing  to  pretty  born  to  ltand? 


Whilft  thefe  what  nature  gave  difown  thro'prids 
Others  affeci  what  nature  has  denied 5 
What  nature  lias  denied  fools  will  purfue, 
As  apes  are  ever  walking  upon  two. 

CrafTus,  a  graceful  fege,  our  awe  and  fport  1 
Supportsgrave  forms,  for  forms  thefage  fupport  j 
He  hems — and  cries,  with  an  important  air, 
"  If  yonder  clouds  withdraw,  it  will  be  fair:" 
Then  quotes  the  Stagyrite  to  prove  it  true; 
And  adds,  "  The  learn'd  delight  in  fomething 

'•new." 
Is't  not  enough  the  blockhead  fcarce  can  read, 
But  mud  he  wifely  look  and  gravely  plead  ? 
As  far  a  formalifl  from  wifdom  fits, 
In  judging  eyes,  as  libertines  from  wits. 
May,  of  true  wifdom  there  too  much  may  be, 
The  gen'rous  mind  delights  in  being  free  j 
Your  men  of  parts  an  over-care  defpife ; 
Dull  rogpes  have  nought  to  do 'but  to  be  wife, 
Horace  has  fald — and  that  decides  the  cafe — 
'Tis  fweet  to  trifle  in  a  proper  place. 
Yetfubtle  wights  (fo  b  mortal  men, 

Tho'  Satire  couch  them  with  her  keeneft  pen} 
For  ever  will  hang  out  a  fokmn  face, 
To  put  off  nonfenfe  with  a  better  grace  5 
As  pedlars  with  tome  hero's  head  make  bold, 
lllufti'Toiw  mark  where  phis  are  to  be  fold. 
Whnt'strieluM-itbrovVjOrnt'ckinLhouglitreciiii'd* 

body's  wiklorn  to  conceal  the  mind. 
A  man  of  i'enfe  can  artifice  dildain, 
As  men  of  wealth  may  venture  to  go  plain  ; 
And  be  tins  truth  eternal  ne'er  forgot — 
Solemnity's  a  cover  for  a  lot. 
I  find  the  fool,  when  I  behold  the  fcreen  ; 
For  'tis  the  wife  man's  int'reft  to  be  feen. 
Hence,  Scarborough,  that  opennefs  of  heart, 
And  jull  difdain  for  that  poor  mimic  art  ; 
Hence  (manly  praife  !)  that  manner  nobly  fcee^ 
Which  all  admire,  and  I  commend  in  thee. 

With;.  < r. Aousfcorn  howofthaftthoufurvey'd, 
Of  court  and  town  the  noon-tide  mafquerade, 
Where  fwarms  of  knaves  thevizorquite  difgrace, 
And  hide  fecure  behind  a  naked  face! 
Where  nature's  end  of  language  is  dcclin'd, 
Anil  men  talk  only  to  conceal  the  mind  ; 
Where  gen'rous  hearts  the  greateft  hazard  run. 
And  he  who  trufts  a  brother  is  undone ! 
My  brother  fwore  it,  therefore  it  is  true  ; 
O  iirange  induction,  and  at  court  quite  new. 
As  well  thou  might'fl  aver,  thou  fimplefwain, 
"  'Tis  juft,  and  therefore  I  my  caufefhall  gain.'* 
With  fuch  odd  maxims  to  thy  flocks  retreat, 
Nor  furnifh  mirth  for  minifters  of  ftate. 

Some  mailer  fpirit  far  beyond  the  throng 
Refin'd  in  ill,  more  rightly  bent  on  wrong, 
Withexquifite  difcernment  play  their  game, 
More  nice  of  conduct,  and  more  fair  of  fame. 
The  neatly  injurM  thinks  his  thanks  are  due, 
Robb'd  of  his  right,  and  good  opinion  too: 
F,i!rchonou)-,pride"sfirll-!)orn,thisclancontrouls, 
Who  wifely  part  with  nothing  but  their  fouls. 
Albertus  hugs  himfeif  in  ravifh'd  thought, 
To  find  a  peerage  is  fo  cheaply  bough  •. 

Thefe 

otters  fentto  the  Author,  %ncd  M-r:us. 
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Thefe  all  their  care  expand  on  outward  fhow 
For  wealth  and  fame  ;  for  fame  alone  the  beau. 
Of  late  at  White's  was  young  Florello  Teen  : 
How  blank  his  iook,  how  difcompos'd  his  mien! 
So  hard  it  proves  in  grief  iincere  to  feign  ! 
Sunk  were  his  fpirits,  for  his  coat  was  plain. 

Next  day  his  breaft  regained  its  wonted  peace, 
His  health  was  mended  with  a  lilver  lace, 
A  curious  artift  long  inur'd  to  toils 
Of  gentler  fort,  with  combs  and  fragrant  oils, 
Whether  by  chance,  or  by  fome  god  infpir'd, 
So  touch'd  his  curls,  his  mighty  Tbul  was  hVd. 
The  well-fwoln  ties  an  equal  homage  claim, 
And  either  fhoulder  has  its  mare  of  fame: 
His  fumptuous  watch-cafe,  tho'conceal'dit  lies. 
Like  a  good  confcience,  lolid  joy  fupplies. 
'  He  only  thinks  himfelf  (io  far  from  vain) 
Stanhope  in  wit,  in  breeding  Deloraine. 
Whene'er  by  feeming  chance  he  throws  his  eye 
On  mirrors  flufhing  with  his  Tyrian  dye, 
With  hew  fublimea  tranfport  leaps  his  heart! 
But  fate  ordains  that  dearer!  friends  mult:  part. 
In  active  meafures   brought  from  France  he 

wheels, 
And  triumphs  confeious  of  his  learned  heels. 

So  have  I  feen,  on  fome  bright  fummers  day, 
A  calf  of  genius,  debonair  and  gay, 
Dance  on  the  bank,  as  if  infpir'd  by  fame, 
Fond  of  the  pretty  fellow  in  the  (beam. 

Morofe  is  funk  with  fhame  whene'er  furpris'd 
In  linen  clean,  or  peruke  undifguisM. 
No  fubhmary  chance  his  veilments  fear, 
Valued,  like  leopards,  as  their  fpots  appear. 
A  fam'd  furtout  he  wears  which  once  was  blue, 
And  his  foot  fwims  in  a  capacious  fhoe. 
One  day  his  wife  (for  who  can  wives  reclaim  ?) 
Levell'd  her  barbarous  needle  at  his  fame. 
But  apen  force  was  vain  ;  by  night  fhe  went, 
And  while  he  liept  furpris'd  the  darling  rent ; 
Where  yawn'd  thefrize  is  now  become  a  doubt, 
And  glory  at  one  entrance  quite  ihut  out*. 

4e  fcorns  Florello,  and  Florello  him  ; 
This  hates  the  filthy  creature,  that  the  prim. 
Thus  in  each  other  both  thefe  fools  defpile 
Their  own  dear  felves,  with  undiicerningeyes ; 
Their  methods  various,  but  alike  their  aim  ; 
The  floven  and  the  fopling  are  the  fame. 

Ye  Whigs  and  Tories !  thus  it  fares  with  you, 
When  party-rage  too  warmly  you  purfue  ; 
Then  both  club  nonfenfe  and  impetuous  pride, 
And  folly  joins  whom  fentiments  divide. 
You  vent  your  fpleen,  as  monkies  when  they 

pals 
Scratch  at  the  mimic-monkey  in  the  glafs, 
While  both  are  one;  and  henceforth  be  itknown 
Fools  of  both  fides  mail  ftand  for  fools  alone. 

"  But  who  art  thou  !"methinks  Florello  cries 
"Of  all  thy  fpecies  art  thou  only  wile  ?" 
Since fmalleft  things  can  give  our  fins  a  twitch. 
As  cromng  ftraws  retard  a  pailing  witch, 
Florello,  thou  my  monitor  (hall  be  ; 
I'll  conjure  thus  forne  profit  out  or  tiiee. 


O  thou,  myfelf !  abroad  our  counfels  roam, 
And,  like  all  hufuands,  take  no  care  at  home. 
Come  from  thyfeU,  and  a  by-itander  be; 
With  others'  eyes  thy  own  deportment  fee; 
And  while  their  ails  thou  dolt  with  pity  view, 
Conceive,  hard  talk,  that  thou  art  mortal  too, 
Thou  too  art  wounded  with  the  common  dart, 
And  love  of  Fame  lies  throbbing  at  thy  heart : 
And  what  wife  means  to  gain  ithaft  thou  chofe? 
Know,Fa:ne  and  Fortune  bothare  made  or  prole, 
Is  thy  ambition  fweating  for  a  rhyme, 
Thou  unambitious  fool,  at  this  late  time  ? 
This  noon  of  life  ?  Thefeafons  mend  their  pace, 
And  with  a  nimbler  Hep  the  feafon's  chacej 
While  I  a  moment  name,  a  moment's  pafr ; 
I'm  nearer  death  in  this  verfe  than  the  b 
What  then  is  to  be  done?  Be  wife  with  fpetd  ^ 
A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed. 

And  what  lo  foolifh  as  the  chace  of  Fame  ? 
How  vain  the  prize  :   how  impotent  our  aim  L 
For  what  are  men  whograip  at  praife  fublime, 
But  bubbles  on  the  rapid  it  ream  of  time, 
Tha$  ftft  r-nd  *:-^5  *nd  fwell,  and  are  no  more, 
Born  and  forgot,  ten  thoufand  in  an  hour ! 
Should  this  verfe  live,  O  Lumley  !  may  it  be 
A  monument  of  gratitude  to  thee  : 
Whofe  early  favour  I  mull  own  with  fhame, 
So  long  my  patron,  and  fo  late  my  theme. 

SATIRE      III* 

To  the  Right  Honourable  Mr.  Dodington. 
Tanto  major  Famse  fitis  eft,  quara 


Virtutis- 


—  ji'v,  sat.  10. 

Long,  Dodington,  in  debt,  I  long  have  fought 
To  eafe  the  burden  of  my  grateful  thought : 
And  now  a  poet's  gratitude  you  fee- — 
Grant  him  two  favours,  and  he'll  afk  for  three  j 
For  whofe  the  prefent  glory  or  the  gain  ? 
You  give  protection,  I  a  worthlefs  ltrain, 
You  love,  and  feel  the  poet's  facred  flame, 
And  know  the  bafis  of  a  folid  fame  , 
Tho'  prone  to  like,  yet  cautious  to  commend, 
You  read  with  all  the  malice  of  a  friend; 
Nor  favour  my  attempts  that  way  alone, 
But  more  to  raife  my  verfe,  conceal  your  own. 

All  ill-tim'd  modefty  !  Turn  ages  o'er, 
When  wanted  Britain  bright  examples  more  I 
Her  learning  and  her  genius  too  decays,  - 
And  dark  and  cold  are  her  declining  days  ; 
As  if  men  now  were  of  another  caft, 
They  meanly  live  on  alms  of  ages  paft. 
Men  ftill  are  men,  and  they  who  boldly  dare, 
Shall  triumph  o'er  the  fons  of  cold  del  pair  j 
Or,  if  they  fail,  they  juftiy  ftill  take  place 
Of  fuch  who  run  in  debt  for  their  difgrace  ; 
Who  borrow  much,  then  fairly  make  it  known, 
And  damn  it  with  improvements  of  their  own. 
We  bring  fome  new  materials,  and  what's  old 
Ne vv-cail  with  care,  and  in  no  borrow." d  mould, 


*  Milton. 
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ELEGANT    EXTRACTS, 


Book  II. 


Late  t:mes  the  ver'^  may  rend,  if  thefe  refufe, 
An  t  from  four  critics  vindicate  the  mule. 

"  Yourwork  is  long,"  the  critics  cry :  'tis  true, 
And  lengthens  {till,  to  take  in  fools  like  you  : 
Shorten  my  labour,  if  its  length  you  blame: 
For,  grow  but  wife,  you  rob  me  of  my  game; 
As  hunted  hags,  who,  while  the  dogs  purfue, 
Renounce  their  four  legs,  and  flail  up  on  two. 

Like  the  bold  bird  upon  the  banks  of  Nile, 
That  picks  the  teeth  of  the  dire  crocodile. 
Will  I  enjoy  (dread  feafl !)  the  critics'  rage, 
And  with  the  fell  defrayer  feed  my  page. 
For  what  ambitious  foals  are  more  to  biame 
Than  thofe  v  '.k  plunder  in  the  critic's  name  ? 
Good  author's  da'-.v,.\i,hnve  their  revenge  in  this, 
To  fee  what  Wretches  gain  the  praife  they  mils. 

Balbutius,  rri  iffled  :  i  his  fable  cloak, 
Like  an  old  Druid  from  his  hollow  oak, 
As  ravens  folemn,  and  as  boding,  cries, 
Ten  thou  (and  worlds  for  the  three  unities! 
Ye  doclors  foge,  who  thro1  Parnaflus  teach, 
Or  quit  the  tub,  or  practife  what  you  preach. 

One  judges  as  the  Weather  dictates ;  right 
The  poem  is  at  noon,  and  wrong  at  night : 
Another  judges  by  a  furer  gage, 
An  author's  principles  or  parentage  : 
Since  his  great  anceltors  in  Flanders  fell, 
The  poem,  doubtlefs,  mult  be  written  well : 
Another  judges  by  the  writer's  look: 
Another  judges,  for  he  bought  the  book :  [keep, 
Some  judge,  their  knack  of  judging  wrong  to 
Some  judge,  becaufe  it  is  too  loon  to  fleep. 
Thus  all  will  judge,  and  with  one  fmgle  aim  ; 
To  gain  themfehes,  not  give  the  writer,  fame. 
The  very  belt  ambitioiifly  advife. 
Half  to  ferve  you,  and  halt' to  pafs  for  wife. 
None  are  at  leifure  others  to  reward  : 
They  fcarce  will  damn  but  out  of  felf  regard. 
Critics  on  verfe,  as  fquibs  on  triumph  wait, 
Proclaim  the  glory,  and  augment  the  Mate  ; 
Hot,  envious,  noiiy,  proud,  the  fcribblingfry 
Burn,hifs,and  bounce,  wafle  paper,rtink,and  die. 
Rail  on,  myfriends!  whatmoremy  verfecancrown 
ThanCornpton's  fmile,and  your  obliging  frown? 

Not  all  on  books  their  ciiticifm  waile  ; 
The  genius  of  a  dilh  feme  iuftly  rafte, 
And  eat  their  wayto  fame!  with  anxious  thought 
The  falmon  is  refus'd,  the  turbot  bought. 
Imp-rrient  art  rebukes  the  fun's  delay, 
And  bids  December  yield  the  fruits  of  May. 
Their  various  cares  in  one  great  point  combine 

The  hullnefs  of  their  lives,  that  is to  dine  j 

Half  of  theV  precious  day  they  give  the  fealt, 
And  to  a  kind  digeftion  fpare  the  reft. 
Apic:us,  here,  the  tafter  of  the  town, 
Feeds  twice  a* week,  to  fettle  their  renown. 

Thefe  worthies  of  the  palate  guard  with  care 
The  facred  annals  of  their  bill  s  or  fare; 
In  thofe  chofe  books  their  panegyric*  read, 
And  ieorn  the  creatures  that  for  hunger  feed; 
If  man,  by  feeding  well,  commences  great, 
Much  more  the  worm,  to  whom  that  man  is 

To  glory  fome  advance  a  lying  claim,  [meat. 
Thieves  of  renown,  and  pilferers  of  fame  ! 


Their  front  fupplies  what  their  ambition  lacks  ; 
They  know  a  thou  fend  lords  behind  their  backs; 
Cottil  is  apt  to  wink  upon  a  peer, 
When  turn'd  away,  with  a  familiar  leer; 
And  Hervey's  eyes,  unmercifully  keen, 
Have  murder'd  fops  by  whom  fhe  ne'er  was  feenj 
Niger  adopts  ftray  libels,  wifely  prone 
To  covet  lhame  ftill  greater  than  his  own  ; 
Bathyllus  in  the  winter  ®f  threefcore" 
Kelies  his  innocence,  and  keeps  a  whore. 
Abfence  of  mind  Brabantio  turns  to  fame, 
Learns  to  miltake,  norknowshis  brother's  namej 
Has  words  and  thoughts  in  nice  dilbrder  let, 
And  takes  a  memorandum  to  forget. 
Thus  vain,  nor  knowing  what  adorns  or  Mots, 
Men  forge  the  patents  that  create  them  fots. 

As  love  of  plea  fu  re  into  pain  betrays, 
So  moil  grow  infamous  thro'  love  of  praife. 
But  whence  for  praife  can  fuch  an  ardour  rife, 
When  thofe  who  bring  that  incenfe  we  defpife  ? 
For  fuch  the  vanity  of  great  and  fmall, 
Contempt  goes  round,  and  all  men  laugh  at  all. 

Nor  can  even  Satire  blame  them,  for  'tis  true 
They  moft  have  ample  caufe  for  what  they  do. 
O  fruitful  Britain  !  doubtlefs  thou  wall  meant 
A  nurfe  of  fools  to  ftock  the  Continent. 
Tho'  Phoebus  and  the  Nine  for  ever  mow, 
Rank  folly  underneath  the  fey  the  will  grow: 
The  plenteous  harveft  calls  me  forward  ftill, 
Till  I  furpals  in  length  my  lawyer's  bill ; 
A  Welch  defcent  which  well-paid  heralds  damn ; 
Or,  longer  ltill,  a  Dutchman's  epigram. 
When  cloy'd,  in  fury  I  throw  down  my  pen  ; 
In  comes  a  coxcomb,  and  I  write  again. 
See!  Tityrus  with  merriment  pofieft, 
Is  burli  with  laughter  ere  he  hears  the  jeft ; 
What  need  he  Itay  ?  for,  when  the  joke  is  o'er, 
His  teeth  will  be  no  whiter  than  before. 
Is  there  of  thefe,  ye  fair !  fo  great  a  dearth, 
That  vou  need  purchafe  monkies  foryourmirth? 

Some,  vain  of  paintings,  bid  the  world  admire  j 
Of  houfes  fome,  nay,  houfes  that  they  hire  ; 
Some  (perfect  wiidom!)  of  a  beauteous  wife, 
And  boaft,  like  Cordeliers,  a  fcourge  for  life. 

Sometimes  thro'  pride  the  fexes  change  their 
My  lord  has  vapours,  and  my  lady  fwears:  [airsj 
Then  (ftranger  itili  !)  on  turning  of  the  wind, 
My  lord  wears  breeches,  and  my  lady's  kind. 

To  fhew  the  ftrength  and  infamy  of  pride, 
By  all  'tis  fcllow'd,  and  by  all  denied. 
What  numbers  are  there  who  at  once  pnrfue 
Praife,  and  the  glory  to  contemn  it,  too  ! 
Vincennu  knows  felf-praife  betrays  to  lhame, 
And  therefore  lays  a  ftratagem  for  fame  ; 
Makes  his  approach  in  inodeity's  difguife 
To  win  applaufe,  and  takes  it  by  furprife: 
"  To  err,"  (ays  he,  "  in  fmall  things,  is  my  fate  j 
You  know  youranfwer — he  's  exact  in  great. 
"  My  ftyle,"  fays  he,  "  is  rude,  and  full  of  faults/* 
But,  oh  what  fenfe  !  what  energy  of  thoughts! 
That  he  wanti  algebra  he  muifc  confefs, 
But  not  a  foul  to  give  our  arms  fuccefs. 
"  Ah  !  that 's  a  hit  indeed,"  Vincinna  crie?, 
"  But  who  in  heat  of  blood  was  ever  wife  ? 

M  I  own 
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•'  I  own  'twas  wrong,  when  thousands  call'd  me 

"  back, 
w  To  make  that  hopelefs,  ill-advis'd  attack  ; 
"  Ail  (ay  'twas  madnefs,  nor  dare  I  deny  ; 
"  Sure  never  tool  (o  well  deferv'd  to  die/' 
Could  this  deceive  in  others,  to  be  tree, 
It  ne'er,  Vincenna,  could  deceive  in  thee, 
Whole  conduct  is  a  comment  to  thy  tongue 
So  clear,  the  dulleit  cannot  take  thee  wrong. 
Thou  in  one  fuit  wilt  thy  revenue  wear, 
And  haunt  the.Ccurt,  without  a  proipect  there. 
Are  thele  exnedients  for  renown  ?  confcis 
Thy  little  kit',  that  I  may  fcorn  the  Iefs. 

Be  wile,  Vincenna,  and  the  'Court  forfake; 
Our  fortunes  there  nor  thou  nor  I  mall  make. 
Even  men  of  merit,  ere  their  point  they  gain, 
In  hardy  fervice  make  a  long  campaign  ; 
Moil  manfully  befiege  the  patron's  gate, 
And,  oft  repuls'd,  as  oft  attack  the  great 
With  painful  art,  and  application  warm,    . 
And  take  at  btft  fome  little  place  by  ilorm  j 
Enough  to  keep  two  dices  on  Sunday  clean, 
And  ltarve  upon  difcreetly  in  Shire-lane. 
Already  this  thy  fortune  can  afford, 
Then  itarve  without  the  favour  of  my  lord. 
*Tis  true, great  fortunes  fome  great  men  confer: 
JBut  often,  even  in  doing  right,  they  err: 
From  caprice 
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When  Britain  calls,  th"  embroidered  patriots  run, 
And  ferve  their  country — if  the  dance  is  done; 
"  Are  we  not  then  allow'd  to  be  polite  r" 
Yes,  doubtlei's,  but  first  fet  your  notions  right. 
Worth  of  politenefs  is  the  needful  ground  , 
Where  that  is  wanting,  this  can  ne'er  be  found. 
Triflers  not  even  in  trilles  can  excel  j 
'Tis  folid  bodies  only  polifh  well. 

Great,  chofen  prophet !  for  thefe  latter  days, 
To  turn  a  willing  world  from  righteous  wr.ys, 
Well,  Heideger,  doll  thou  thy  mailer  ferve  j 
Well  has  he  feen  his  fervant  fhouki  not  itarve; 
Thou  to  his  name  halt  fplendid  temples  rais'd, 
In  various  forms  of  worlhip  feen  him  p>ais'dj 
Gaudy  devotion,  like  a  Roman,  (hewn ; 
And  lung  fweet  anthems  in  a  tongue  unknown, 
Inferior  off 'rings  to  thy  god  of  vice 
Are  duly  paid  in  fiddles,  cards,  and  dice  j 
Thy  facrifice  fupreme  an  hundred  maids  r 
That  folem  rite  of  midnight  mafquerades  ! 
If  maids  the  quite  exhaulted  town  denies, 
An  hundred  head  of  cuckolds  mull  iuiike. 
Thoufmirhyvvell-pieas'dvvith the  con  verted  land, 
To  fee  the  fifty  churches  at  a  Hand. 

And,  that  thy  miniiler  may  never  fail, 
But  what  thy  hand  has  planted  lull  prevail, 
Of  minor  prophets  a  fucceinon  fure, 
not  from  choice,  their  favours  The  propagation  of  thy  zeal  secure. 

See  commons,  peers,  and  miniiters  of  date 
They  give,  but  think  it  toil  to  know  to  whom: :  In  folemn  council  met,  and  deep  debate  i 
The  man  that's  neareil,  yawning  they  advance}  What  godlike  cnterpriie  is  taking  birth  r 
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'Tis  inhumanity  to  blefs  by  chance 
If  merit  lues  and  greatnefs  is  fo  loth 
To  break. its  downy  trance,  I  pity  both. 

I  grant,  at  court,  Philander  at  his  need 
(Thanks  to  his  lovely  wife  !)rinds  friends  indeed. 
Of  ev'ry  charm  and  virtue  Ihe's  poller!. 
Philander!  thou  are  exquiiitely  biett, 
The  public  envy!  Now  then,  'tis  allow "d. 
The  man  is  found  who  may  be  juftly  proud. 
But,  lee  !  how  fickly  is  ambition's  tafle  ! 
Ambition  feeds  on  tram,  and  loaths  a  ieafl. 
For,  lo!  Philander,  of  reproach  afraid, 
In  fecret  loves  his  wife,  but  keeps  her  maid. 

Some  nymphs  fell  reputation,  others  buy, 
And  love  a  market  where  the  rate-,  run  high. 
Italian  mulic's  fweet,  becaule  'tis  dear; 
Their  vanity  is  tickled,  not  their  ear; 
Their  taites  would  leifen,  if  the  prices  fell, 
And  Shakfpeare's  wretched  ftuff  doquiteas  well  j 
Away  the  dilenchanted  fair  would  throng, 
And  own  that  Engiifh  is  their  mother  tongue. 

To  fhew  how  much  our  northern  talles  refine, 
Imported  nymphs  our  peerefles  outlhine  ■■, 
While  tradefmen  itarve,  thele  Philomels  are gay; 
For  generous  lords  had  rather  give  than  pay. 
O  lavilh  land  !  for  found  at  fuch  expence  ; 
But  then  me  laves  it  in  her  bills  for  fenie. 

Mil  fie  I  paiTionately  love,  'tis  plain, 
Since  for  its  lake  fuch  dramas  I  fuitain. 
An  opera,  like  a  pillory,  may  be  laid 
To  nail  our  ears  down,  but  expofe  our  head. 

Behold  the  mafquerade's  fantaitic  fcene  ! 
The  legislature  join'd  with  Drury-iane. 


What  wonder  opens  on  th'  expecting  earth? 
'Tis  done !  with  loud  appiaufe  the  council  rings; 
Fix'd  is  the  fate  of  whores  and  hddlc-icrings ! 

Tho'  bold  thefe  truths,  thcu,  Mu:l,v.-ith  truths 
like  thefe, 
Wilt  none  oifend  whom  'tis  a  praife  to  Dleafe ; 
Let  others  flatter  to  be  flatter'd  ;  thou, 
Like  jull  tribunals,  bend  an  awrui  o:-ow. 
How  terrible  it  were  to  common  fenie. 
To  write  a  Satire  which  gave  none  offence ! 
And,  iince  from  life  I  take  the  draughts  you  fee, 
If  men  diflike  them,  do  they  cenfure  me  r 
Oh  then,  mymufe!  and  fools  and  knaves  expofe  ; 
And,  lince  thou  canllnot  m:ikeafriend,makefoes. 
The  fool  and  knave  'tis  glorious  to  offend, 
And  godlike  an  attempt  the  world  to  mend  ; 
The  world,  where  lucky  throws  to  blockheads 

fall, 
Knaves  know  the  game,  and  honefl  men  pay  all. 

How  hard  for  real  worth  to  gain  its  price ! 
A  man  fhall  make  his  fortune  in  a  trice, 
If  blell  with  pliant  tho'  but  llender  fenie, 
Feign'd  modefly,  and  real  impudence. 
A  lupple  knee,  imooth  tongue,  an  eafy  grace, 
A  curie  within,  a  (mile  upon  his  face, 
A  beauteous  filler,  or  convenient  wife, 
Are  prizes  in  the  lottery  of  life  j 
Genius  and  virtue  they  will  loon  defeat, 
And  lodge  you  in  the  befom  of  the  great. 
To  merit,  is  but  to  provide  a  pain 
From  men's  refuting  what  you  ought  to  «-ain. 

May,  Dodin.gton,  this  maxim  fail  in  you, 
Whom  my  prelaging  thoughts  already  view, 

By 
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EyWalpole's  conduct  fir'd,andfriendmipgrac7d, 
Still  higher  in  your  prince's  favour  plac'd; 
And  lending  here  thofe  awful  councils  aid, 
Which  you  abroad  with  fuch  fuccefs  obey'd ; 
Bear  this  from  onewho  holds  your  friend  fhipdear; 
What  moil  we  wifh,  with  eafe  we  fancy  near. 

SATIRE     IV. 

To  the  Right  Honourable  Sir  Spencer  Compton. 

■ ■  Tanto  major  f  amse  litis  eft,  quam 

Virtutis 1  juv.  sat.  io. 

Round  fome  fair  tree  th' ambitious  woodbine 

grows, 
Andbreathesherfweetsonthefupportingboughs: 
So  fweet  the  verfe,  th1  ambitious  verfe,  mould  be 
(Oh  pardon  mine !  )thut  hopes  fup port  from  thee; 
Thee,  Compton,  born  o'er  fenate's  to  prefide, 
Their  dignity  to  raife,  their  councils  guide  ; 
Deep  to  difcern,  and  widely  to  furvey, 
And  kingdoms'"  fates  without  ambition  weigh \ 
Of  diftant  virtues  nice  extremes  to  blend, 
The  crown's  aflerter,  and  the  people's  friend. 
Nor  doft  thou  fcorn,  amid  fublimer  views, 
To  liften  to  the  labours  of  the  Mufe: 
Thy  fmiles  protect,  her,  while  thy  talents  fire  ; 
And  'tis  but  half  thy  glory  to  infpire. 

Vexxl  at  a  public  fame  io  juftly  won, 
The  jealous  Chremes  is  with  fpleen  undone. 
Chremes,  tor  airy  pennons  of  renown, 
Devotes  his  fervice  to  the  Hate  and  crown  ; 
All fchemes he knows,and knowi ng all  i inproves 5 
Tho'  Britain's  thanklefs,  ftill  this  patriot  loves. 
But  patriots  differ:  fome  may  med  their  blood, 
Ke  drinks  his  coffee,  for  the  public  good ; 
Confults  the  facred  fleam,  and  there  forefees 
What  ftorms  or'funfhine  Providence  decre<  s ; 
Knows  for  each  day  the  weather  of  our  fate  : 
A  quidnunc  is  an  almanack  of  Itate. 

Yo u  fmil e,  and  t hifl k  fch i sltate Cms n  void  c f  u fe, 
Why  may  not  time  his  fecret  worth  produce  ? 
Since  apes  can  rcaft  the  choice  Caftanian  nut, 
Since  fteeds  of  genius  are  expert  at  put, 
Since  half  the  ienate  "  not  content"  can  fay, 
Geefe  nations  lave,  and  puppies  plots  betray. 

What  makes  him  model  realms  and  counfel 
An  incapacity  for  fmailer  things.  [kings  r 

Poor  Chremes  can't  conduct  his  own  create, 
And  thence  has  undertaken  Europe's  fate. 

Gehenno  leaves  the  realm  to  Chremes'  fkill, 
And  boldly  claims  a  province  higher  ftill. 
To  raife  a  name,  th'  ambitious  boy  has  got 
At  once  a  bible  and  a  moulder-knot; 
Deep  in  the  fecret  he  looks  thro'  the  whole 
And  pities  the  dull  rogue  that  feres  his  foul ; 
To  talk  with  rev'rence  you  mu ft  take  good  heed, 
Nor  mock  his  tender  reafon  with  the  Creed. 
Howe'er,  well-bred,  in  public  he  complies, 
Obliging  friends  alone  with  blafphemies. 

Peerage  is  poifon,  good  eftates  are  bad 
For  this  difeafe:  poor  rogues  run  feldom  mad. 
Have  not  attainders  brought  uphop'd  relief, 
Ami  r'allingflocksquitecur'danunbelief?  [force; 
While  the  fun  mines  Blunt  talks  with  wondrous 
But.ihunder  mars  final!  beer,  and  weak  difcourfe. 
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Such  ufeful  inftruments  the  weather  ihew, 
J uft  as  their  mercury  is  high  or  low. 

Health  chiefly  keeps  an  athsift  in  the  dark; 
A  fever  argues  better  than  a  Clarke  ; 
Let  but  the  logic  in  his  pulie  decay, 
The  Grecian  he'll  renounce,  and  learn  to  pray; 

While  C mourns  with  an  unfeigned  zeaj 

Th'  apoftate  youth  who  reafon'd  once  fo  well. 

C ,  who  makes  fo  merry  with  the  Creed. 

He  almoft  thinks  he  difbelieves  indeed  ; 
But  only  thinks  fo :  to  give  both  their  due, 
Satan  and  be  believe  and  tremble  too. 

Of  fome  for  glory  inch  the  boundlefs  rage, 
I  hat  they're  the  blackeft  icandal  of  their  age. 

Narciflus  the  Tartarian  club  difclaims ; 
Nay,  a  free-mafon  with  fome  terror  names: 
Omits' no  duty,  nor  can  envy  lay 
Hemifs'd  thefe  many  years  the  church  or  play: 
He  makes  no  noife  in  parliament  'tis  true; 
But  pays  his  debt  and  vifit  when  'tis  due  : 
His  character  and  gloves  are  ever  clean  5 
And  then,  he  can  outbow  the  bowing  dean! 
A  frnile  eternal  on  his  lip  he  wears, 
Which  equally  the  wife  and  wonhlefs  (hares* 
In  gay  fatigues  this  molt  undaunted  chief, 
Patient  of  idleness  beyond  belief. 
Molt  charitably  lends  the  town  his  face 
For  ornament,  in  ev'ry  public  place  : 
As  lure  as  cards  he  to  th'  affem  nes, 

And  is  the  furniture  of  drawing-rooms. 
When  ombre  calls,  his  hand  and  heart  are  free; 
And.,  join'd  to  two,  he  fails  not— to  make  three/ 
Narciflus  is  the  glory  of  his  race ; 
For  who  does  nothing  with  a  better  grace  ? 

To  deck  my  lift  by  nature  were  defign'd 
Such  (hining  expletives  of  human  kind, 
Whowan  t,  while  thro'bkmkiifetheydrearn  along*, 
Sense  to  be  right,  and  palnon  to  be  wrong. 

To  counterprofe  this  hero  of  the  mode, 
Some  for  renown  are  lingular  and  odd  : 
What  other  men  diflike  is  fure  to  pleafe; 
Of  all  mankind,  thefe  dear  antipodes; 
Thro'  pride,  not  malice,  they  run  counter  ftill ; 
And  birth- days  are  their  days  of  drelfing  ill. 

Arbuthnot  is  a  fool,  and  F a  fage, 

•S ly  will  fright  you,  E engage  ; 

By  nature  ftreams  run  backward,  flame  defcends, 
Stones  mount,  and  S x  is  the  worft  of  friends. 

They  take  their  reft  by  day,  and  wake  by  night, 
And  blufh  if  you  furprife  them  in  the  right ; 
If  they  by  chance  blurt  out,  ere  well  aware, 
A  fwari  is  white,  or  Queeniberry  is  fair. 

Nothing  exceeds  in  ridicule,  no  doubt, 
A  fool  in  fafhion,  but  a  fool  that's  out; 
His  paffion  for  abfurdity's  fo  ftrong, 
He  cannot  bear  a  rival  in  the  wrong. 
Tho'  wrong  the  mode,comply;more  fenfeisfhewn, 
In  wearing  others'*  follies  than  your  own. 
If  what  is  out  of  fauYion  moft  you  prize, 
Methinks  you  mould  endeavour  to  be  wife. 

But  what  in  oddneis  can  be  more  iublime 

Than  S ,  the  foremoft  toyman  of  his  time? 

His  nice  ambition  lies  in  curious  fancies, 
His  daughter's  portion  a  rich  ihell  enhances; 

And 
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And  APamole's  baby-houie  is,  in  bis  view, 
Britannia's  golden  mine,  a  rich  Pern  ! 
How  his  eyes  languifh !  how  his  thoughts  adore 
That  painted  coat  which  Jofeph  never  wore! 
He  (hews  on  holidays  a  facredpin  [chin. 

That  touch'd  the  ruff  that  touch'd  queen  Ref's's 

"  Since  that  greatdearth  ourchronicles  deplore, 
"  Since  the  great  plague  that  fwepf  as  manymore, 
*  Was  ever  year  unbleft  as  this  ?"  he  Ml  cry; 
"  It  has  not  brought  us  one  new  butterfly  !  * 
Tn  times  that  fufrer  fuch  leam'd  men  as  thefe, 
Unhappy  I y  !  how  came  you  to  pleale  ? 

Not  gaudy  butterflies  are  Lico's  game ; 
But,  in  effect,  his  chace  is  much  the  fame. 
Warm  in  puriuit,  he  levees  all  the  great, 
Staunch  to  the  foot  of  title  and  eilate. 
Where'er  their  lordfhips  go,  they  never  find 
Or  Lico  or  their  fhadows  lag  behind  : 
He  lets  them  lure,  where'er  their  lordfhips  run, 
Clofe  at  their  elbows  as  a  morning  dnn  ;" 
As  if  their  grandeur  by  contagion  wrought, 
And  fame  was,  line  a  fever;  to  be  ca tight : 
But,  after  feven  years  dance  from  place  to  place, 
The  Dane*  is  more  familiar  with  bis  grace. 

Who'd  be  a  crutch  to  prop  a  rotten  peer  ? 
Or  living  pendant  dangling  at  his  ear, 
For  ever  whifp'ring  fecrets  which  were  blown 
For  months  before ,  i)y  trumpets,  thro'  the  town? 
Who'd  be  a  glafs,  with  flattering  grimace, 
Still  to  reflect  the  temper  of  his  face  ? 
Or  happy  pin  to  ftick  upon  his  ileeve,    [leaver 
When  my  lord  's  gracious,  and  vouchsafes  it 
Or  cufhion,  when  his  heavineis  mail  pleafe 
To  loll,  or  thump  it  for  his  better  eaie  ? 
Or  a  vile  butt,  for  noon  or  night  befpoke, 
When  the  peer  raflity  fwears  he  'il  club  his  joke? 


Or  that  his  mining  page  (provoking  fate  !) 
Defends  lirloins  which  fons  of  dulnefs  eat? 

What  foe  to  verie  without  companion  hears, 
What  cruel  profe-man  can  refrain  from  tears, 
When  the  poor  mule,  for  left  than  half-a  crown, 
A  proititute  on  every  bulk  in  town, 
With  other  whores  undone,  tho'  not  in  print, 
Clubs  credit  for  Geneva  in  the  Mint? 

Ye  bards  !  why  wiii  you  fing  tho'  uninfpir'd? 
Ye  bards  !  why  will  you  ftarve  to  be  admir'd  ? 
Defunct  by  Phcebus'  laws,  beyond  redrefs, 
Why  will  your  ipeclres  haunt  the  frighted  prefs? 
Bad  metre,  that  excrelcence  of  the  head, 
Like  hair,  will  fprout  aitho'  the  poet  \s  dead. 

All  other  trades  demand  ;  verfe-makers  beg; 
A  dedication  is  a  wooden  leg} 
And  barren  Labeo,  the  true  mumper's  fafhion, 
Expofes  borrow'd  brats  to  move  compaction. 
Tho'  inch  myfelf,  \  ife  hards  I  difcommend  ; 
more,  tho'  gentle  Damon  is  my  friend  9 
'•'  Is  't  then  a  crime  t.  "If  talents  rare 

Proclaim  the  god,  the  crime  is  to  forbear ; 
For  ibme  tho'  tew,  there  are  large-minded  men. 
Who  watch  unfeen  the  labours  of  the  pen, 
Who  know  the  mufe's  worth,  and  therefore 

irt, 
Their  deeds  her  theme,  their  bcuntyher  fupport. 
Who  ferve  unafk'd  the  leaft  pretence  to  witj 
My  fole  excufe,  alas!   for  having  writ. 
Will  Hare  curt  pardon,  if  I  dare  commend 
Karcourt,  with  zeal  a  natron  and  a  friend  ? 
Argyle  true  wit  is  Itudious  to  reftore ; 

a  Doriet  fmiles  if  Phcebus  fmil'd  before. 
iroke  in  years  the  long-lov'd  aits  admires, 
And  Henrietta  like  a  mufe  infpires. 

But,  all !  not  in fpi ration  can  obtain 


Who  'd  (hake  with  laughter  tho'  he  ccu'd  net  \  That  Fame  which  poets  iai  t  in  vain 


find 

His  lordship's  jeft  ?  or,  if  his  nofe  broke  v. 
For  bleflings  to  the  gods  profoundly  bow — 
That  can  cry  chimnev-iweep,  or  drive  a  plough? 
With  tcms  like  thefe  how  mesn  the  tribe 

clofe ! 
Scarce  meaner  they  who  terms  like  thefe  impofe. 

But  what's  the  tribe  moft  likeiy  to  comply  ? 
The  men  of  ink,  or  ancient  authors  He; 
The  writing  tribe,  who  fhameiefs  auctions  hold 
Of  praife,  by  inch  of  candle  to  be  fold. 
All  men  they  flatter,  but  themlelves  the  moft 
With  deathlefs  fame,  their  everlalling  boaft: 
For  fame  no  cully  makes  fo  m  "eft. 

As  her  old  conliant  fpark,  the  bard 
u  Boyle  thines  in  council,  Mordaunt  in  the  fight, 
"  Pelham  's  magnificent — hut  I  can  write ; 
"  And  what's  to  my  great  foul  like  glory  dear?" 
Till  forrie  god  whifpers  in  his  tingling  ear, 
That  fame's  unwholefome,  taken  without  meat; 
And  life  i»  beft  fuftain'd  by  what  is  eat: 
Grown  lean  and  wife,  he  curies  what  he  writ; 
And  wilhes  all  his  wants  were  in  his  wit. 

Ah  !  what  avails  it,  when  his  dinner's  loft, 
That  his  triumphant  name  adorns  a  poll? 


How  mad  their  aim  who  tin:  ft  for  glory  ftrive, 
To  grafp  what  no  man  cai  i  alive  ! 

Fame  's  a  reversion  in  which  men  take  place 
(O  late  reveriion  !)  at  their  Own  dec 
This  truth  fagacious  Lintot  knows  fo  well, 
He  ftarves  his  author?,  that  their  works  may  fell. 

That  fame  is  wealth,  fantallic  poets  cry; 
That  wealth  is  fame,  another  clan  reply, 
Who  know  no  guilt,  no  fcandal,  but  in  rags; 
And  fwell  in  juit  proportion  to  their  bags. 
Nor  only  the  low-born,  deform' d,  ant4,  old, 
Think  glory  nothing  but  the  beams  of  gold; 
The  firft  young  lord  which  in  the  Mall  you 

meet 
Shall  match  the  verieft  hunks  in  Lombard- (beet, 
From  refened  candles  ends  who  rais'd  a  fum, 
And  ftarves  to  join  a  penny  to  a  plum. 
A  beardlefs  mifer  !   'tis  a  guilt  unknown 
To  former  times,  a  fcandal  all  our  own  ! 

Of  ardent  lovers,  the  true  modern  band 
Will  mortgage  Celia  to  redeem  their  land. 
For  love,  young,  noble^  rich.  Caftalio  dies ; 
Name  but  the  fair,  love  fwells  into  his  eyes. 
Divine  ?. .              ,  thy  fond  f.  down  ; 

No  rival  can  prevail  but half-a-crown, 

He 
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He  glories  to  late  times  to  be  convey'd, 
Nor  for  the  poo    he  has  reiiev'd,  but  made, 
Not  fuch  ambition,  his  great  fathers  ilr'd, 
WhenHany  conquer'd,and  half  France  expired. 

Ke  'd  be  a  flave,  a  pimp,  a  dog,  for  gain; 
Nay,  a  dull  fherilffor  his  golden  chain. 

"  Who  'd  be  a  flave  ?  the  gallant  colonel  cries, 
While  love  of  glory  fparkles  from  his  eyes. 
To  deathkfs  fame  he  loudly  pleads  his  right; 
Jult  is  his  title,  for  I  will  not  fight: 
All  foldiers  valour,  all  divines  have  grace, 
As  maids  of  honour  beauty — by  their  place. 
But  when  indulging  on  the  lafl  campaign, 
His  lofty  terms  climb  o'er  the  hills  of  flain, 
He  gives  the  foes  he  flew,  at  each  vain  word* 
A  fweet  revenge,  and  half  abiolves  his  fword. 

Of  boafting  more  than  of  a  bomb  afraid, 
A  foldier  fhould  be  modelt  as  a  maid. 
Fame  is  a  bubble  the  referv'd  enjoy, 
Who  ftrive  to  grafp  it,i  as  they  touch,  deilroy : 
*Tis  the  world's  debt  to  deeds  of  high  degree; 
But  if  you  pay  yourf-elf,  the  world  is  free,  [own, 

Were  there  no  tongue  to  fpeak  them  but  his 
Aug u fins'  deeds  in  arms  had  ne'er  been  known; 
Auguftus'  deeds  !    if  that  ambiguous  name 
Confound  my  reader,  and  milguides  his  aim, 
Such  is  the  princes'  worth  of, whom  I  fpeak, 
The  Roman  would  not  blufh  at  the  miilake. 


Clarinda's  bofom  burns,  but  burns  for  Fame; 
And  love  lies  vanquifh'd  in  a  nobler  flame; 
Warm  gleams  of  hope  flie  now  difpenfes  ;  then, 
Like  April  funs,  dives  into  clouds  again. 
With  all  her  luitre  now  her  lover  warms; 
Then,  out  of  oftentaticn,  hides  her  charms. 
'Tis  next  her  pleafure  fweetly  to  complain, 
And  to  be  taken  with -a  fudden  pain; 
Then  flie  flarts  up  all  ecflacy  and  bliis, 
And  is,  fweet  foul !  juft  as  iincere  in  this. 
Oh  how  flie  rolls  her  charming  eyes  in  fpite! 
And  looks  delightfully  with  all  her  might  ! 
But  like  our  heroes,  much  more  brave  than  wife, 
She  conquers  for  the  triumph,  not  the  prize. 

Zara  reiembles./Etna  crown 'd  with  fnows  ; 
Without  fhe  freezes,  and  within  flie  glows. 
Twice  ere  the  fun  defcends,  with  zeal  infpir'd, 
From  the  vain  converfe  of  the  world  retired, 
She  reads  the  plalms  and  chapters  for  the  day 
In — Cleopatra,  or  the  laft  new  play. 
Thus  gloomy  Zara  with  a  folemn  grace 
Deceives  mankind,  and  hides  behind  her  face. 

Nor  far  beneath  her  in  renown  is  flie 
Who,  thro'  good  breeding,  is  ill  company  : 
Whole  manners  will  not  let  her  larum  ceafe, 
Who  thinks  you  are  unhappy  when  at  peace  ; 
To  find  you  news  who  racks  her  fubtle  head, 
And  vows — that  her  great  grandfather  is  dead. 

A  dearth  of  words  a  woman  need  not  fearj 
But  'tis  a  talk  indeed  to  learn — to  hear. 
In  that  the  ikill  of  conversation  lies: 
That  Ihevvs  or  makes  you  both  polite  and  wife. 

Xantippe  cries, "  Let  nymphs  who  nought  cau 
"  Be  loll  in  filence,  and  reilgn  the  day  ;       [fay 
"  And  let  the  guilty  wife  her  guilt  confefs 
"  By  tame  behaviour,  and  a  fof't  addrefs." 
Thro'  virtue,  flie  refufes  to  comply 
With  all  the  dictates  of  humanity  ; 
Thro'  wifdom,  fhe  refufes  to  fubmit 
To  wifdom's  rules,  and  raves  to  prove  her  wit: 
Then,  her  imblemifh'd  honour  to  maintain, 
Reject?  her  hu  (band's  kiadneis  with  difdain. 
Bur,  if  by  chance  an  ill -adapted  word 
Drops  from  the  lip  of  her  unwary  lore!, 


SATIRE     v . 
On  Women, 

O  faireft  of  creation  !   laft  anil  foefl 

Of  all  God's  works  !  creature  in  whom  exrel'fd, 

"Whatever  can  to  fight  or  thought  be  fomfd, 

Holv,  divine,  good,  amiable,  or  fweet ! 

How  art  thai  loft  !  milton. 

Nor  reigns  ambition  in  bold  man  alone; 
Soft  female  arts  the  rude  invader  own. 
Rut  there,  indeed.,  it  deals  in  nicer  things 
Than  routing  armies  and  dethroning  kings. 
Attend,  and  you  difcern  it,  in  the  fair, 
Conduct  a  finger,  or. reclaim  a  hair: 
Or  roll  the  lucid  orbit  of  an  eye  : 
Or  in  full  joy  elaborate  a  figh.  (blame; 

The    (ex  we  honour,  tho'   their    faults   we;  Her  darling  china  in  a  whirlwind  lent, 
Nay,  thank  their  faults  for  fuch  a  fruitful  theme.  Juil  intimates  the  lady's  discontent- 

A  theme,  fair 1  do-ublj  kind  to  me, 

Since  fatirizing  thofe  is  praifuig  theej 

Who  wouldil  not  bear,  too  modeftly  renntl, 

A  panegyric  of  a  grofler  kind. 

Britannia's  daughters,  much  more  fair  than 
Too  fond  of  admiration,  loie  their  price;  £nkv, 
Worn  in  the  public  eye,  give  che-ap  delight 
To  throngs,  and  tarnifn  to  the  fated  fight. 
As  un  re  fervid  and  beauteous  as  the  fun, 
Thro'  every  tign  of  vanity  they  run; 
Affemblies,  parks,  coarfe  tea  (Is  in  city  halls. 
Lectures  and  trials,  plays,  committees,  bails, 
Wells,  Bedlams,  executions,  Smithfield  Iceiies, 
And  fortune-tellers'  caves,  and  lion*'  dens, 
Taverns,  exchanges,  Bridewells,  drawing  rooms, 
Inltalnients,  pillories,  coronations,  tombs, 


Tumblers,  and  funerals,  puppet-fhows,  reviews,  Superfluous  aid  !  unnecelfary  fkill ! 


Sates,  races,  rabbits*  and  [Jtili  ftraageri)  pews. 
7 


Wine  may  indeed  excite  the  meekefl  dame; 
But,  keen  Xantippe,  (corning  bcrro^'d -flame, 
Can  vent  her  thunders,  and  her  lightnings  play, 
O'er  cooling  gruel  and  compofing  tea. 
Nor  refts  by  night;  but,  more  iincere  than  nice, 
She  fhakes  the  curtains  with  her  kind  advice. 
Doubly  like  Echo,  found  is  her  delight, 
And  the  lail  word  is  her  eternal  right. 
Is  't  not  enough  plagues,  wars,  and  famines  rife 
To  lafh  our  crimes,  but  muff  our  wives  be  wife? 

Famine,plague,war,andanunnumber'dthrong 
Of  guilt-avenging  ills,  to  man  belong  ; 
What  black, what  ceafelefs  cares  befiege  our  flat  e  \ 
What  lfrokes  we  feel  from  fancy  and  from  fate! 
If  fate  forbears  us,  fancy  itrikes  the  blow  ; 
We  make  misfortune,  fuicides  in  woe. 


Is  nature  backward  to  tormeat  or  kill  ? 


HOW 
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How  oft  the  noon,  how  oft  the  midnight  bell, 
(Tint  iron  tongue  of  death ! )  with  folemn  knell, 
On  folly's  errands  as  we  vainly  roam, 
Knocks  at  our  hearts,  and  finds  our  thoughts 

from  home ! 
Men  drop  lb  fait,  ere  life's  mid  ft  age  we  tread, 
Few  know  fo  many  friends  alive  as  dead. 
Yet,  as  immortal,  in  our  uphill  chace 
We  prefs  coy  fortune  with  unflacken'd  pace  j 
Our  ardent  labours  for  the  toys  we  feek 
Join  night  to  day,  and  Sunday  to  the  week. 
Our  very  joys  are  anxious,  and  expire 
Between  fatiety  and  fierce-  deli  re. 
Now  what  reward  for  all  this  grief  and  toil  ? 
But  one — a  female  friend's  endearing  fmile  j 
A  tender  fmile,  our  forrow's  only  balm, 
And,  in  life's  tempeft,  the  fad  failor's  calm. 

How  have  I  feen  a  gentle  nymph  draw  nigh, 
Peace  in  her  air,  perfuafion  in  her  eye  ; 
Victorious  tendernef? !  it  all  o'ercame  ; 
Hufbands  look'd  mild,  and  lavages  grew  tame. 

The  fylvan  race  our  active  nymphs  puriue  j 
Man  is  not  all  the  game  they  have  in  view: 
In  woods  and  fields  their  glory  they  complete, 
There  Mailer  Betty  leaps  a  five-barr'd  gate  5 
While  fair  Mils  Charles  to  toilets  is  confm'd, 
Nor  ralhly  tempts  the  barb'rous  fun  and  wind. 
Some  nymphs  affecl  a  more  heroic  breed, 
And  vault  from  hunters  to  the  manged  freed ; 
Command  his  prancings  with  a  marti  1  air; 
And  Fobert  has  the  forming  of  the  lair. 

More  than  one  Heed  mult  Delia's  empire  feel, 
Who  fits  triumphant  o'er  the  flying  wheel: 
And,  as  (he  guides  it  thro'  th'  admiring  throng! 
With  what  an  air  me  fmacks  the  iilken  thong ! 
Graceful  as  John  fhe  moderates  the  reins, 
And  whittles  fweet  her  diuretic  (trains. 
Selbltris-like,  fuch  charioteers  as  thefe 


Sempronia  lik'd  her  man,  3*nd  well  (he  might, 
The  youth  in  pcrlbn  and  in  parts  was  bright  y 
PofTeiVd  of  ev'ry  virtue,  grace,  and  art, 
That  claims  juft  empire  o'er  the  female  heart. 
He  met  her  pallion,  all  her  lighs  return'd, 
And  in  full  rage  of  youthful  ardour  burn'd. 
Large  his  pofTeffions,  and  beyond  her  own  : 
Their  blifs  the  theme  and  envy  of  the  town. 
The  day  was  fix*d;  when,  wirh  one  acre  more, 
In  ltep-deform'd,  dekuich'd,  difeas'd  threescore. 
The  fatal  fequel  I  thro'  fhame  forbear: 
Of  pride  and  av'rice  who  can  cure  the  fair  ? 

Man's  rich  with  little, were  his  judgment  true. 
Nature  is  frugal,  and  her  wants  are  few  ; 
Thole  few  wants  ardwer'd  bring  uncere  delights-, 
But  fools  create  themielves  new  appetites. 
Fancy  and  pride  lick  things  at  valt  exoence, 
Which  relilh  nor  to  re:;  on  nor  to  fenfe. 
When  furfeit  or  nnthankfulnefs  deftroys, 
In  nature's  narrow  fohere,  on.-  foii<l  joys, 
In  fancy's  airy  hind  of  hoife  and  (how, 
Where  nought  but  Hream?,norealr>iea!uresgrow, 
Like  cats  in  air  pumps,  to  fabfift  we  ltrive 
On  joys  too  thin  to  keep  the  ioul  alive. 

Lemira's  lick,  make  hatte,  the  doctor  call  : 
He  comes    but  where's  his  patient  r  At  the  ball. 
The  doclor  ltares,  her  woman  curt'iies  low, 
And  cries,  "  My  lady,  Sir,  i«  always  (b. 
"  Diverlions  put  her  maladies  to  flight;    [night. 
u  True,  me  can  't  Hand,   but  lhe  can  dance  att 
"  I  've  known  my  lady  (for  (he  loves  a  tune) 
u  For  fevers  take  an  opera  in  June ;  [bold, 

"  And  tho'  perhaps  you  '11  think  the  practice 
M  A  midnight  park  is  fov'reign  for  a  cold. 
"  With  colics,  breakfalts  of  green  fruit  agree; 
"  With  indigeilions,  fupper  jult  at  three." 
A  ftrange  alternative  !  replies  Sir  Hans  ; 
Mult  women  have  a  doctor,  or  a  dance? 


May  d-i  ve  fix  harnefs'd  monarchs,  if  they  pleafe.  Tho'  lick  to  death,  abroad  they  fafely  roam ; 


They  drive,  row,  run,  with  love  of  glory  fraitj 
Leap,  fwim,  (hoot  flying,  and  pronounce  on  wit. 

O'er  the  belles  ltttres  lovely  D,iphne  reigns, 
Again  the  god  Apollo  wears  her  chains. 
With  legs  tofs'd  high  on  her  fbphee  (he  fits, 
Vouch  faring  audience  to  contending  wits; 
Of  each  performance  fhe  's  the  final  reft ; 
One  act  read  o'er,  (he  prophef.es  the  reir ; 
And  then  pronouncing  with  decifive  air, 
Fully  convinces  all  the  town — (he  's  fair. 
Had  lovely  Daphne  Hecateffa's  face, 
How  would  her  elegance  of  tafte  decrease! 
Same  ladies' judgment  in  their  features  lies, 
And  all  their  genius  fparkles  from  their  eyes. 

But  holc^,  (he  cries,  lampooner !    have  a  care: 
Mult  I  want  common  fenle  btcaufe  I'm  fair? 
Oh  no  !   (ce  Stella:  her  eves  lhine  as  bright 
As  it  her  tongue  was  never  in  the  right  ; 
And  yet  what  real  learning,  judgment,  fire! 
She  feems  iiiu/ird,  and  can  herlc-lf  infpire 
How  then  (if  malice  rul'd  not  all  the  fair) 
Could  Daphne  pubiim,  and  could  fhe  forbear? 
We  grant  that  beauty  is  no  bar  to  fenfe, 
Nor  is  't  a  iimclion  for  imperii nence, 


But  droop  and  die,  in  perfect:  health  at  home. 
For  want — but  not  of  health — are  ladies  ill ; 
And  tickets  cure  beyond  the  doctor's  pill. 

Alas  I  my  heart,  how  languiihingly  fair 
Yon  lady  lolls  !  with  what  a  tender  air  ! 
Pale  as  a  young  dramatic  author,  when 
O'er  darling  lines  fell  Cibber  waves  his  pen* 
Is  her  lord  angry,  or  as  Viny  *  chid  ? 
Dead  is  her  father,  or  the  mafk  forbid  ? 
"  Late  fitting  up  has  turn'd  her  rofes  white.'* 
Why  went  (he  not  to  bed  r  "  Becaufe  'twas 

night." 
Did  fiie  then  dance  or  play?  "  Nor  this  nor  that." 
Well  night  loon  fteals  away  in  pleating  chat. 
u  No,  ail  alone,  her  pray'rs  (lie  rather  chole, 
"  Than  be  that  wretch  to  deep  till  morning  role," 
Then  Lady  Cynthia,  miitreis  of  the  (hade, 
Goes  with  the  falhionable  owb,  to  bed. 
j  This  her  pride  covets,  this  her  health  denies  j 
j  Her  foul  is  filly,  but  her  body's  wife. 

Others  with  curious  arts  dim  charms  revive, 
And  triumph  in  the  bloom  of  fifty-five. 
You  in  the  morning  a  fair  nymph  invite, 
To  keep  her  word  a  brown  one  comes  at  night; 

Next 
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Next  day  fhe  fhines  in  glofly  black  and  then 
Revolves  into  her  native  red  again. 
JLike  a  dove's  neck, fhe  ihifts her  tranfientcharms, 
And  is  her  own  dear  rival  in  your  arms. 

But  one  admirer  has  the  painted  laf's  ; 
Nor  finds  that  one  but  in  her  looking-glafs. 
Yet  Laura  's  beautiful  to  inch  excels, 
That  all  her  art  fcarce  makes  her  pleafe  the  lefs: 
To  deck  the  female  cheek  He  only  knows, 
Who  paints  lei's  fair  the  lily  and  the  role,  [pours, 
How  gay  they  fmile  !  fuch  bleffings  nature 
O'erftockYl  mankind  enjoy  but  half  her  ftores  ; 
In  diftant  wilds,  by  human  eyes  unfeen, 
She  rears  her  flow  Ys,  and  fp  reads  hervel  vetgreen. 
Pure  gurgling  rills  the  lonely  defert  trace, 
And  wafte  their  mufic  on  the  lavage  race. 
Is  Nature  then  a  niggard  of  her  blifs  ? 
Repine  we  guiltlefs  in  a  world  like  this? 
But  our  lewd  taftes  her  lawful  charms  refufe, 
And  painted  art's  deprav'd  allurements  choofe. 
Such  Fulvia's  paffion  for  the  town;  frefh  air 
(An  odd  eftecl !)  gives  vapours  to  the  fair: 
Green  nelds,and  madygroves,and  cryftalfp  rings, 
And  larks  and  nightingales,  are  odious  things  : 
Butfmoke,andduft,andnoite,andcrowds,delight; 
And  to  be  preft  to  death,  tranfports  her  quite. 
Where  filver  riv'lets  play  thro'  now'ry  meads, 
And  woodbines  give  their  fweets,  and  limes  their 
Black  kennels'  abfent  odours  (lie  regrets,  [fhades, 
And  flops  her  nofe  at  beds  of  violets. 

Is  ftormy  life  preferr'd  to  the  ferene  ? 
Or  is  the  public  to  the  private  fcene  ? 
Retir'd,  we  tread  a  fmooth  and  open  way ; 
Thro'  briers  and   brambles,  in  the  world  we 
Stiff  oppofition,  and  perplex'd  debate,      [ftray, 
And  thorny  care,  and  rank  and  flinging  hate, 
Which  choak  our  pafiage,  our  career  controul, 
And  wound  the  firmeft  temper  of  the  foul. 
O  facred  folitude,  divine  retreat  ! 
Choice  of  the  prudent,  envy  of  the  great ! 
By  thy  pure  ft  ream,  or  in  thy  waving  (bade, 
We  court  fair  Wifdom,  that  ccleftial  maid  : 
The  genuine  offspring  of  her  lcv'd  embrace 
(Strangers  on  earth  !)  are  Innocence  and  Peace. 
There,  from  the  ways  of  men  laid  fate  afhore, 
We  fmile  to  hear  the  diftant  rempeit  roar; 
There,  bleft  with  health,  with  buimefs  unper- 
This  life  we  relifh,  and  enfure  the  next;  [plex'd, 
There  to  the  Mules  fport;  thele  numbers  free, 
Pierian  Eaftbury  !   I  owe  to  thee. 

There  fport  the  Mufes,  but  not  there  alone; 
Their  facred  force  Amelia  feels  in  town. 
Nought  but  a  genius  can  a  genius  fit  ; 
A  wit  herfelf,  Amelia  weds  a  wit. 
Both  wits  !  tho^  miracles  are  laid  to  ceafe, 
Three  days,  three  wondrous  days  they  liv'd  in 
With  the  fourth  fun  a  warmdifputearofe  [peace; 
On  Durfey's  poefy,  and  Bunyan's  proie. 
The  learned  war  both  wage  with  equal  force, 
And  the  fifth  morn  concluded  the  divorce. 

Phcebe,  tho'  fhe  pcfTefies  nothing  lefs, 
Is  proud  of  being  rich  in  happinefs  ; 
Laborionlly  purfues  delulive  toys, 
Content  with  pains,  fmce  they  Ye  reputed  joys. 


With  what  well-acled  tranfport  will  fhe  fay, 
'  Well,  lure,  we  were  fo  happy  yefterday ! 
'  And  then  that  charming  party  for  to-morrow!* 
Tho'  well  (he  knows  'twill  languifh  into  fbrrow. 
But  fhe  dares  never  boaft  the  prefent  hour; 
So  grofs  that  cheat,  it  is  beyond  her  pow'r. 
For  fuch  is  or  our  weakuefs  or  our  curie, 
Or  rather  fuch  our  crime,  which  fcill  is  worfe, 
The  prefent  moment,  like  a  wife,  we  fhun, 
And  ne'er  enjoy,  becaufe  it  is  our  own. 

Pleafures  are  few,  and  fewer  we  enjoy; 
Pieafure,  like  quickfilver,  is  bright  and  coy; 
We  ftrive  to  grafp  it  with  our  ufcmoft  fkill, 
Still  it  eludes  us,  and  it  glitters  fcill  i 
If  feiz'd  at  laft,  compute  your  mighty  gains 5 
What  is  it  but  rank  poifon  in  your  veins  ? 

As  Flavia  in  her  glafs  an  angel  fpies, 
Pride  whilbers  in  her  ear  pernicious  lies; 
Fells  her,  while  fhe  furveys  a  face  i'o  fine, 
There  's  no  latiety  of  charms  divine  : 
Hence,  if  her  lover  yawns,  all  chang'd  appears 
Her  temper, and  flie  melts  (fweet  foul !)  in  t< 
She,  fond  and  young,  lait  week  her  vvifh  enjoy'd, 
In  foft  amufement  all  the  night  employ'd  ; 
The  morning  came, whenStrephon  waking  found 
(Surprifing  fight !)  his  bride  in  forrow  drown'd. 
'  Whatmiracle,'faysStrephon/makes  thee  weep?' 
'  Ah  barbarous  man  V  fhe  cries,  *  how  could  you 

Men  love  a  miftrefs  as  they  love  a  feaft;  [fleep?* 
How  grateful  one  to  touch,  and  one  to  tade  1 
Yet  fure  there  Is  a  certain  time  of  day, 
We  wifh  our  miflrefs  and  our  meat  away. 
But  foon  the  fated  appetites  return-. 
Again  our  ftomachs  crave,  our  bofoms  burn. 
Eternal  love  let  Man  then  never  fwear; 
Let  women  never  triumph,  nor  defpa'ir. 
Nor  prai/e  nor  blame  too  much  the  warm  or  chill; 
Hunger  and  love  are  foreign  to  the  will. 

There  is  indeed  a  pa/lion  more  refin'd, 
For  thole  few  nymphs  yvhofe  charms  are  of  the 
But  not  of  that  unfaihioiuble  let  [mind* 

Is  Phillis:  Phillis  and  her  Damon  met. 
Eternal  love  exactly  hits  her  tafte ; 
Phillis  demand.-;  eternal  love  at  leaft. 
Embracing  Phillis  with  foft  fmiling  eyes, 
Eternal  love  I  vow,  the  fwain  replies  : 
Rut  lay,  my  all,  my  miftrefs,  and  my  friend! 
What  ciay  next  week  th'  eternity  fhali  end  f 

Some  nymphs  prefer  aftronomy  to  love; 
Elope  from  mortal  men,  and  range  above. 
The  fair  philofopher  to  Rowley  flics. 
Where  in  a  box  the  whole  creation  lies. 
She  fees  the  planets  in  their  turns  advance; 
And  fcorns,  Poitier,  thy  iubl unary  dance. 
Of  Defagulier  fhe  befpeaks  frelh  air, 
And  Whifton  has  engagements  with  the  fair. 

What  vain  experiments  Sophronia  tries  ! 
'Tis  not  in  air-pumps  the  gay  colonel  dies, 
But  tho'  to-day  this  rage  of  iciente  reigns 
(O  fickle  lex  !)  loon  end  her  learned  pains. 
Lo !  Pug  from  Jupiter  her  heart  has  got, 
Turns  out  the  ltars,  and  Newton  is  a  lot. 

To turn;  fhe  never  took  the  height 

Ofl.it  urn,  yet  is  ever  in  the  right ; 

She 
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She  ftrikes  each  point  with  native  force  of  mind 
While  puzzled  learning  blunders  far  behind. 
Graceful  to  fight,  and  elegant  to  thought, 
The  great  are  vanquifh'd,and  thewife  are  taught 
Her  breeding  finifh'd,  and  her  temper  fvveet  ; 
When  ferious,  eafy;  and  when  gay,  diicreet; 
In  glitfringfcenes,  o'er  her  own  heart  feverej 
In  crowds  collected, "and  in  courts  iincere  ; 
Sincere  and  warm  with  zeal  well  underitood, 
She  takes  a  noble  pride  in  doing  good. 
Yet,  not  i'uperior  to  her  fex's  cares, 
The  mode  (lie  fixes  by  the  gown  ihe  wears ; 
Of  f.lks  and  china  ihe  's  the  laft  appeal ; 
In  thefe  great  points  ihe  leads  the  comonweal: 
And  if  difputes  of  empire  n(e  between 
Mechlin,  the  queen  of  lace,  and  Colberleen, 
"Tis  doubt  !  'tis  darknefs  !  till  fufpended  fate 
Aflumes  her  nod  to  cloi'e  the  grand  debate. 
V\ rhen  fuch  her  mind,  why  will  the  fair  exprefs 
Their  emulation  only  in  their  drefs?         [ikies. 

But,  oh!   the  nymph  that  mounts  above  the 
And,  gratis,  clears  religious  mylteries  !    ■ 
Refolv'd  the  church's  welfare  to  enfure, 
And  make  her  family  a  finecure. 
The  theme  divine  at  cards  me  '11  not  forget, 
But  takes  in  texts  of  fcripture  at  piquet ; 
In  thofe  licentious  meetings  acls  the  prude, 
And  thanks  her  Maker  that  her  cards  are  good. 
What  angels  would  theft  be,  who  thus  excel 
In  theologies,  could  they  few  as  well ! 
Yet  why  fhould  not  the  fair  her  text  purfue  ? 
Can  me  more  decently  the  doctor  woo  ? 
*Tis  hard  too,  fne  who  makes  no  vSc  but  chat 
Of  her  religion,  fhould  be  barr'd  in  that. 

Ifaac,  a  brother  cf  the  canting  drain, 
When  he  has  knock'd  at  his  own  ikull  in  vain, 
To  beauteous  Marcia  often  will  repair 
With  a  dark  text,  to  light  it  at  the  fair. 
Oh  how  his  pious  foul  exults  to  find 
Such  love  for  holy  men  in  womankind  ! 
Charm'd  with  her  learning,  with  what  rapture  he 
Hangs  on  her  bofom,  like  an  induftrious  bee  ! 
Hum?  round  about  her;  and  with  all  his  pow'r 
Extracts  fweet  wifdom  from  fo  fair  a  flow'r  ! 

The  young  and  gay  declining,  Abra  flies 
At  nobler  game,  the  mighty  and  the  wife : 
By  nature  more  an  eagle  than  a  dove, 
She  impioufly  prefers  the  world  to  love. 

Can  wealth  give  happinefs?  look  round,  and  fee 
What  gay  diftrefs  !  what  fplendid  mifery  ! 
Whatever  fortune  lavifhly  can  pour, 
Tiie  mind  annihilates,  and  calls  for  more  : 
Wealth  is  a  cheat,  believe  not  what  it  fays  j 
Like  any  lord  it  promifes — and  pays. 
How  will  the  rnifer  ibartle  to  be  told 
Of  fuch  a  wonder  as  infolvent  gold  ! 
What  nature  wants  has  an  intrinfic  weight  j 
All  more  is  but  the  fafhion  of  the  plate, 
Which,  for  one  moment,  charms  the  fickle  view : 
It  charms  us  now  ;  anon  we  ca{£  anew, 
To  fome  frefh  birth  of  fancy  more  inclin'd  : 
Then  wed  not  acres,  but  a  noble  mind. 

Miftaken  lovers  !  who  make  worth  their  care, 
And  think  accomplifhments  will  win  the  fair. 


The  fair,  'tis  true,  by  genius  mould  be  won, 
As  flow'rs  unfold  their  beauties  to  the  fun  j 
And  yet  in  female  fcales  a  fop  outweighs, 
And  wit  muft  wear  the  willow  with  the  bays. 
Nought  fhines  fo  bright  in  vain  Liberia's  eye 
As  not,  impudence,  and  perfidy  5 
The  youth  of  fire,  that  has  drunk  deep,andplay'd, 
And  kill'd  his  man,  and  triumphal  o'er  his  maid; 
For  him,  as  yet  uiumng'djfnefpreads  her  charms, 
Snatches  the  dear  deltroyer  to  her  arms, 
And  amply  gives  (tho'  treated  long  amifs) 
The  man  of  merit  his  revenge  in  this. 

If  you  relent,  and  wifb  a  woman  ill, 
But  turn  her  o'er  one  moment  to  her  will. 

The  languid  lady  next  appears  in  ftate, 
Who  was  not  born  to  cany  her  own  weight; 
She  lolls,  reels,  ftaggers,  till  fome  foreign  aid 
To  her  own  ftature  lifts  the  feeble  maid. 
Fhen,  if  ordain'd  to  fo  fevere  a  doom, 
She  by  juil  ftages  journeys  round  the  room  ; 
But,  knowing  her  own  weaknefs,  fhe'defpair^ 
To  fcale  the  Alps — that  is,  afcend  the  flairs. 
My  fan,  let  others  fay  who  laugh  at  toil; 
Fan  !  hood  !  glove  1  fcarf !  is  her  laconic  ftyle* 
And  that  is  fpoke  with  fuch  a  dying  fall, 
That  Betty  rather  fees  than  hears  the  call : 
The  motion  of  her  lips,  and  meaning  eye, 
Pierce  out  the  idea  her  faint  words  deny. 
Oh  liften  with  attention  molt  profound. ! 
Her  voice  is  but  the  ihadow  of  a  found. 
And  help  !  oh  help !  her  fpirits  are  fo  dead> 
One  hand  fcarce  lifts  the  other  to  her  head. 
If  there  a  ftubborn  pin  it  triumphs  o'er, 
She  pants !   fhe  finks  aw  ay !  and  is  no  more. 
Let  the  robuft  and  the  gigantic  carve; 
Life  is  uot  worth  fo  much,  (he  'd  rather  ftarves. 
But  chew  fhe  mull,  feerfelf,  ah  cruel  fate  I 
That  Rofalinda  can  't  by  proxy  eat. 

An  antidote  in  female  caprice  lies 
(Kind  heaven  !)  againft  the  poifon  of  their  eyes. 

Thaleftris  triumphs  in  a  manly  mien; 
Loud  is  her  accent,  and  her  phrafe  obfeene, 
In  fair  and  open  dealing  where  's  the  fhame  ? 
What  nature  dares  to  give,  fne  dares  to  name. 
This  honeft  fellow  is  iincere  and  plain, 
And  juftly  gives  the  jealous  hufband  pain. 
(Vain  is  the  talk  to  petticoats  alTign'd, 
If  wanton  language  mews  a  naked  mind.) 
And  now  and  then,  to  grace  her  eloquence. 
An  oath  fupplies  the  vacancies  of  fenfe. 
Hark !  the  fhrill  notes  tranfpierce  theyieldin gain> 
And  teach  the  neighboring  echoes  how  to  fweat , 
By  Jove,  is  faint,  and  for  the  iimple  fwain ; 
She  on  the  chriltian  fyftem  is  profane. 
But  tho'  the  volley  rattles  in  your  ear, 
Believe  her  drefs,  (he's  not  a  grenadier. 
If  thunder's  awful,  how  much  more  our  dread 
When  Jove  deputes  a  lady  in  his  Head  I 
A  lady  !  pardon  my  miftaken  pen  ; 
A  fhamelefs  woman  is  the  worft  of  men. 

Few  to  good  breeding  makeajuft  pretence, 
Good  breeding  is  the  bloficm  of  good  feme  ; 
The-laft.refu.lt  of  an  accompiiiVd  mind, 
With  outward  grace,  the  body's  virtue,   - •'.:-  V. 
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A  violated  decency  now  reigns  j 
And  nymphs  for  failings  take  peculiar  pains. 
With  Indian  painters  modern  toafts  agree, 
The  point  they  aim  at  is  deformity  : 
They  throw  their  perfons  with  a  hoyden  air 
Acrois  the  room,  and  tofs  into  the  chair. 
So  far  their  commerce  with  mankind  is  gone, 
They  for  our  manners  have  exchanged  their  own. 
The  modefl:  look,  the  caftigated  grace, 
The  gentle  movement,  rind  flow  meafur'd  pace, 
For  which  her  lovers  died,  her  parents  paid, 
Are  indecorums  with  the  modern  maid. 
Stiff  forms  are  bad,  but  let  not  worfe  intrude, 
Nor  conquer  art  and  nature  to  be  rude. 
Modern  good-breeding  carry  to  its  height, 
And  Lady  D 's  felf  will  be  polite^ 

Ye  riling  fair  1  ye  bloom  of  Britain's  ifle  ! 
When  high-born  Anna  with  a  ibften'd  fmile 
Leads  on°your  train,  and  fparkles  at  your  head, 
What  fetms  moil  hard,  is  not  to  be  wtil-bred. 
Her  bright  example  with  fuccefs  puriue, 
And  alf  but  adoration  is  your  due. 

But  adoration  !  give  me  fomething  more, 
Cries  Lyce,  on  the"  borders  of  threefcore; 
Nought  treads  fo  filent  as  the  foot  of  Time ; 
Hence  we  miib.ke  our  autumn  for  our  prime : 
*Ti 6  greatly  wife  to  know,  before  we  're  told, 
The  melancholy  news  that  we  grow  old. 
Autumnal  Lyce  carries  in  her  face 
Memento  mori  to  each  public  place. 
Oh  how  vour  beating;  breaft  a  miftrefs  warms, 


Who  into  (belter  takes  their  tender  bloom, 
And  forms  their  minds  to  fly  from  ills  to  come? 
The  mind,  when  turn'dadrirtmo  rules  to  guide, 
Drives  at  the  mercy  of  the  wind  and  tide  ; 
Fancy  and  pafiion  tofs  it  to  and  fro, 
Awhile  torment,  and  then  quite  fink  in  woe. 
Ye  beauteous  orphans  !  lince  in  Glent  dud 
Your  bell  example  lies,  my  precepts  trull. 
Life  fvvarms  with  ills ;  the  boldeft  are  afraid  j 
Where  then  is  fafety  for  a  tender  maid  ? 
Unik  for  conflict,  round  befet  with  woes, 
And  man,  whom  leail  (he  fears,  her  worlt  of  foes! 
When  kind,  molt  cruel ;  when  oblig'd  the  moil, 
The  lean:  obliging;  and  by  favours  loil. 
Cruel  by  nature,  they  for  kindnefs  hate, 
And  fcorn  you  for  thofe  ills  ^hemfelver.  create. 
If  on  your  fame  our  fex  a  blot  has  thrown, 
Twill  ever  itick  thro'  malice  of  your  own. 
Molt  hard  !  in  pleating  your  chief  glory  lies  ; 
And  yet  from  pleating  your  chief  dangers  rile: 
Then  pleafe  the  belt;  and  know,  for  men  of  fenie 
Your  ilrongeft  charms  are  native  innocence. 
Arts  on  the  mind,  like  paint  upon  the  face, 
Flight  him  that  's  worth  your  love  from  your 
In  iimpie  manners  all  the  fecret  lies ;  [embrace. 
Be  kind  and  virtuous,  you  '11  be  bleit  and  wife. 
Vain  fhow  and  noiie  intoxicate  the  brain, 
Begin  with  giddinefs,  and  end  in  pain, 
A  ft  eel  not  empty  fame  and  idle  praife, 
Which  all  thole  wretches  I  defcribe  betrays.* 
Your  fex's  glory  't:s  to  Ihine  unknown  ; 


Who  looks  thro'  fpecxacles  to  fee  your  c  harms  !  Of  all  applaufe  be  fondelt  of  your  own. 


While  rival  undertakers  hover  round, 


Beware  the  fever  of  the  mind  ;  that  thirll 


And  with  his  fpade  the  fexton  marks  the  ground,  With  which  this  age  is  eminently  curft. 


Intent  not  on  her  own,  but  others1  doom, 
She  plans  new  conquefts,and  defrauds  the  tomb. 
Tn  vain  the  cock  has  fummon'd  fprights  away, 
She  walks  at  noon,  and  blalls  the  bloom  of  day. 
'  Gay  rainbow  lilies  her  mellow  charms  infold, 
And  nought  of  Lyce  but  herfelf  is  old. 
Her  grizzled  locks  aifume  a  fmirkling  grace, 
And  art  has  levell'd  her  deep-furrow'd  face. 
Her  ft  range  demand  no  mortal  can  approve  ; 
We  '11  aik  herblefling,  but  can  *t  ailc  her  love. 
jShe  grants  indeed  a  lady  may  decline 
(Ail  ladies  but  herfelf)  at  ninety-nine. 

O  how  unlike  her  was  the  facred  age 
Of  prudent  Portia  !  her  grey  hairs  engage, 
Whofe  thoughts  are  fuked  to  her  life's  decline, 
Virtue's  the  paint  that  can  make  wrinkles  ihine. 
That,  and  that  only,  can  old  age  fuftain  ; 
Which  yet  all  with,  nor  know  they  wjfh  for  pain. 
Not  numerous  are  our  joys  when  life  is  new, 
And  yearly  fome  are  falling  of  the  few; 
But  when  we  conquer  life's  meridian  flage, 
And  downward  tend  into  the  vale  of  age, 
They  drop  apace;  by  nature  fome  decay, 
And  fome  the  blalls  of  fortune  fweep  away  • 
Till,  naked  quite  of  happinefs,  aloud 
We  call  for  death,  and  fhelter  in  a  fhroud. 

Where's  Portia  now?  But  Portia  left  behind 
Two  lovely  copies  of  her  form  and  mind. 
What  heart  untouched  their  early  grief  <  an  view, 
JUkc  blueing  role-buds  dipt  in  morning  dew  ? 


To  drink  of  pleasure  but  inflames  deiire, 
And  abitinence  alone  can  quench  the  fire. 
Take  pain  from  life,  and  terror  from  the  tomb, 
Give  peace  in  hand,  and  promiie  blifs  to  come. 

SATIRE      VI. 

On  V/omen. 
Infcribcd  to  the  Right  Honourable  Lady  Elizabeth 
Germain. 

Intcriiura  tamen  et  toll  it  Comcedia  vocem.        Hor., 

I  sought  a  patronefs,  but  fought  in  vain: 
Apollo  whifper'd  in  my  ear — ;t  Germain.'" 
I  know  her  not.  "  Yourreafon's  fomewhat  odd; 
(t  Who  knows  his  patron  now  ?"  replied  thegod. 
"  Men  write,  to  me  and  to  the  world  unknown  j 
"  Then   ileal  great  names  to  ihitld  them  from 

"  rhe  town. 
"  Detected  worth,  like  beauty  difarray'd, 
"  To  covert  flies,  of  praife  itfelf  afraid  ; 
"  Should  (he  re  f life  to  patronize  your  lays, 
"  In  vengeance  write  a  volume  in  her  praife. 
"  Nor  think  it  hard  lb  great  a  length  to  run  ; 
"  When  Inch  the  theme,  'twill  eaiily  be  done.'* 

Ye  fair!  to  draw  your  excellence  at  length, 
Exceeds  the  narrow  bounds  of  human  ftrength: 
You  here  in  miniature  your  picture  fee; 
Nor  hope  from  Zincks  more  juitice  than  from  me. 
My  portraits  grace  your  mind,  as  his  your  iide  j 
His  porfcraitswill  inflame.minequenclvyour  pride:. 

He's 
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He's  dear,  you  frugal;  choofe  my  cheaper  lay, 
And  be  your  reformation  all  my  pay. 

Lavinia  is  polite,   but  not  profane; 
To  church  as  conitant  as  to  LVury-lane. 
She  decently  in  form  pays  Heav'n  its  due; 
And  makes  a  civil  vilit  to  her  pew. 
Her  lifted  fan  to  give  a'folemn  air, 
Conceals  her  face,  which  pa  lies  for  a  prayV  : 
Curtlies  to  curt'lies  then  with  grace  fucceed; 
Not  one  the  fair  omits,  but  at  the  creed. 
Or,  if  Hie  joins  the  fervice,  'tis  to  fpeak ; 
Thro'dreadfullilence  the  pentheart  might  break; 
Untaught  to  bear  it,  women  talk  away 
To  God  himfelf,  and  fondly  think  they  pray. 
But  fweet  the  accent,  and  their  air  refin'd  ; 
For  they're  before  their  Maker — and  mankind: 
When  ladies  once  are  proud  of  praying  well, 
Satan  himfelf  will  toll  the  parifh  bell. 

Acquainted   with  the  world,  and  quite  well 
Drufa  receives  her  viiitants  in  bed;         '[hred; 
But,  chalte  as  ice,  this  Veita,  to  defy 
The  very  bbekeft  tongue  of  calumny, 
When  from  her  fheets  her  lovely  form  fhe  lifts, 
She  begs  you  jult  would  turn  you  while  Ihe  fhifts. 

Thole  charms  are  greateft  which  decline  the 
fight  ; 
That  makes  the  banquet  poignant  and  polite. 

There  is  no  woman  where  there  's  no  relerve;' 
And  "'tis  on  plenty  your  poor  lovers  Itarve. 

But,  with  the  modern  fair,  meridian  merit 
Is  a  fierce  thing  they  call  a  nymph  of  fpirit. 
Mark  well  the  rollings  of  her  flaming  eye, 
And  tread  on  t'mtoe,  if  you  dare  draw  nigh. 
"  Or  if  you  take  a  lion  by  the  beard*, 
"  Or  dare  defy,  the  fell  Hyi'canian  pard, 
;'  Or  arm'd  rhinoce  ros,  or  rough  Ruffian  bear,1"1 


Her  only  grief  is,  that  me  cannot  be 
At  once  engagM  in  pray'r  and  charity. 
And  this,  to  do  her  jultice,  mult  be  laid  : 
•*  Who  would  not  think  that  Abra  was  a  maid?" 

Some  ladies  are  too  beauteous  to  be  wed; 
For  where  's  the  man  that's  worthy  of  their  bed? 
If  no  difeafe  reduce  her  pride  before, 
Lavinia  will  be  raviih'd  at  threefcore. 
Then  (he  lubmits  to  venture  in  the  dark  ; 
And  nothing  now  is  wanting — but  her  ipark. 

Lucia  thinks  happinefs  conlilts  in  Itate ; 
She  weds  an  ideot,  but  Ihe  eats  in  plate. 

The  goods  of  fortune  which  her  foul  polTefs, 
Are  but  the  ground  of  unmade  happinefs, 
The  rude  material;  wifdom  add  to  this, 
Wifdom  the  ible  artificer  of  blifs. 
She,  from  herfelf,  if  lb  compell'd  by  need, 
Of  thin  content  can  draw  the  fubtle  thread; 
But  (no  detraction  to  her  lac  red  lkill) 
If  fhe  can  work  in  gold,  'tis  better  (till. 

If  Tullia  had  been  blefl  with  half  her  fenfe,    ' 
None  could  too  much  admire  her  excellence. 
But  fince  fhe  can  make  error  fhine  fo  bright, 
She  thinks  it  vulgar  to  defend  the  right. 
With  underftanding  fhe  is  quite  o'er-run  ; 
And  by  too  great  accomplifhments  undone. 
With  lkill  fhe  vibrates  her  eternal  tongue, 
For  ever  molt  divinely  in  the  wrong. 

Naked  in  nothing  fhould  a  woman  be, 
But  veil  her  very  wit  with  modelty; 
Let  man  discover,  let  not  her  difplay," 
But  yield  her  charms  of  mind  with  fweet  delay. 

For  pleafure  formM,  perverfely  fome  believe, 
To"  make  themfelves  important,  men  muft  grieve. 
Lefbia  the  fair,  to  fire  her  jealous  lord, 
Pretends  the  fop  (he  laughs  at  is  ador'd. 


Firft  make  your  will,  and  then  converfe  with  her.   In  vain  fhe  's  proud  of  fecret  innocence  ; 


This  lady  glories  in  profufe  expenc 
And  thinks  diffraction  is  magnificence 
To  beggar  her  gallant,  is  fome  delight; 
To  be  more  fatal  Itill,  is  exquifte. 
Had  ever  nymph  Inch  feaibn  to  be  glad  ? 
In  duel  fell  two  lovers;  one  ran  mad. 
Her  foes  their  honelt  execrations  pour; 
Her  lovers  only  fhould  deteft  her  more. 
Thrice  happy  they  who  think  I  boldly  feign, 
And  itartle  at  a  miftrefs  of  my  brain. 

Flavia  is  conitant  to  her  old  gallant, 
And  generoufly  fuppoits  him  in  his  want. 
But  marriage  is  a  fetter,  is  a  (hare, 
A  hell  no  lady  fo  polite  can  bear. 

She  's  faithful,  fhe  's  obfervant,  and  with  pains 
Her  angel  brood  of  baftards  fhe  maintains, 
Nor  lealt  advantage  has  the  fair  to  plead, 
But  that  of  guilt,  above  the  marriage  bed. 

Amafia  hates  a  prude,  and  fcorns  reftraint ; 
Whate'er  fhe  is,  fhe  '11  not  appear  a  faint; 
Her  foul  fuperior  flies  formality : 
So  gay  her  air,  her  conduit  is  fo  free, 
Some  might  fufpect  the  nymph  not  over  good — 
Nor  would  they  be  miftaken  if  they  fnould. 

Unmarried  Abra  puts  on  formal  airs ;  [pray'rs. 
Her  cufhion  *a  threadbare  with  her  conitant 


The  facl  fhe  feigns  were  fcarce  a  worfe  offence. 

Mira,  endow 'd  with  ev'ry  charm  to  blels, 
Has  no  delign  but  on  her  hufband's  peace  j 
Pie  lov'd  her  much,  and  greatly  was  he  mov'd 
At  imall*  inquietudes  in  her  he  lov'd. 
'•'  How  charming  this  !" — The  pleafure  lafted 

]ong; 
Now  ev'ry  day  the  fit  coraes  thick  and  ftrong; 
At  laft  he  found  the  charmer  only  feign'd  ; 
And  was  diverted  when  he  lhould  be  pain  d-. 
What  greater  vengeance  have  the  Gods  in  ftore  ? 
How  tedious  life,  now  fhe  can  plague  no  morel 
She  tries  her  thoufand  arts,  but  none  fucceed  ; 
She  's  fore'd  a  fever  to  procure  indeed : 
Thus  itricl'y  prov'd  this  virtuous  loving  wife, 
Her  hufbands'  pain  was  dearer  than  her  life. 

Anxious  Melania  riles  to  my  view, 
Who  never  thinks  her  lover  pays  his  due  : 
Vilit,  prefent,  treat,  flatter,  and  adore; 
Her  majefty  to-morr®w  calls  for  more. 
His  wounded  ears  complaints  eternal  fill, 
As  unoil'd  hinges  queruloufly  fhrill. 
"  You  went  laft  night  with  Celia  to  the  ball." 
You  prove  it  falfe.  "  Not  go?  that's  worft  of  all." 
Nothing  can  pleafe  her,  nothing  not  inflame; 
And  arrant  contradictions  are  the  fame. 


*  Shake fneare. 
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Her  lover  mil  ft  be  fad,  to  pleafe  her  fpleen  ; 
His  mirth  is  an  inexpiable  fin  : 
For,  of  all  rivals  that  can  pain  her  breaft,     [reft  5 
There's  one  that  wounds  far  deeper  than  the 
To  wreck  her  quiet,  the  raoft  dreadful  fhelf 
Is,  if  her  lover  dares  enjoy  himfelf. 

And  this,  becaufe  fhe  's  exquifitely  fair; 
Should  I  difpute  her  beauty,  how  (he  'd  ftare  ! 
How  would  Melania  be  furpHs'd  to  hear 
She  *s  quite  deform'd  !  and  yet  the  cafe  is  clear. 

What's  female  beauty  but  an  air  divine, 
Thro'  which  the  mind's  all-gentle  graces  mine? 
They,  like  the  fun,  irradiate  all  between; 
The  body  charms  becaule  the  foul  is  feen. 
Hence  men  are  often  captives  of  a  face, 
They  know  not  why,  of  no  peculiar  grace; 
Some  forms,  though  bright,  no  mortal  man  can 

bear  j 
Some  none  refift,  though  not  exceeding  fair. 

Afpafia  's  highly  born,  and  nicely  bred, 
Of  tafte  refln'd,  in  life  and  manners  read, 
Yet  reaps  no  fruit  from  her  fuperior  fenfe, 
But  to  be  teaz'd  by  her  own  excellence. 
"  Folks  are  fo  aukward !  things  fo  unpolite !" 
She  's  elegantly  pain'd  from  morn  to  night. 
Her  delicacy  's  fhock'd  where'er  fhe  goes ; 
Each  creature's  imperfections  are  her  woes. 
Heaven  by  its  favours  has  the  fair  diftrefs'd, 
And  pour'd  fuch  bleffings — that  fhe  can't  be 
bleft.  jTpring, 

Ah  !   why  fo  vain,  though  blooming  in  thy 
Thou  mining,  frail,  ador'd,  and  wretched  thing ! 
Old  age  will  come,  difeafe  may  come  before  ; 
Fifteen  is  full  as  mortal  as  threefcore: 
Thy  fortune  and  thy  charms  may  foon  decay ; 
But  grant  theft  fugitives  prolong  their  flay, 
'Their  bails  totters,  their  foundation  makes, 
Life  that  fupports  them  in  a  moment  breaks. 
Then  wrought  into  the  foul  let  virtue  fhine; 
The  ground  eternal,  as  the  work  divine. 

Julia's  a  manager,  fhe  's  born  for  rule, 
And  knows  her  wifer  hufband  is  a  fool ; 
Aflemblies  holds,  and  fpins  the  fubtle  thread 
That  guides  the  lover  to  his  fair  one's  bed ; 
For  difficult  amours  can  fmooth  the  way, 
And  tender  letters  diclate  or  convey. 
But,  if  depriv'd  of  fuch  important  cares, 
Her  wifdom  condefcends  to  lefs  affairs. 
For  her  own  breakfaft  fhe  '11  projedt  a  fcheme, 
Nor  take  her  tea  without  a  ftratagem; 
Prefides  o'er  trifles  with  a  ferious  face, 
Important  by  the  virtue  of  grimace. 

Ladies  fupreme  among  amufements  reign, 
By  nature  born  to  foothe  and  entertain  ; 
Their  prudence  in  a  fhare  of  folly  lies ; 
Why  will  they  be  fo  weak  as  to  be  wife  ? 

Syrenna  is  for  ever  in  extremes, 
And  with  a  vengeance  fhe  commends  or  blames. 
Confcious  of  her  difcernment,  which  is  good, 
She  ftrains  too  much  to  make  it  underftood. 
Her  judgment  juft,  her  fentence  is  too  ftrong  ; 
Becaufe  fhe  's  right,  fhe  's  ever  in  the  wrong. 

Brunetta  's  wife  in  actions  great  and  rare  j 
But  fcorns  on  trifles  to  beftow  her  care. 


Thus  ev'ry  hour  Brunetta  is  to  blame, 
Becaufe  th'  occafion  is  beneath  her  aim. 
Think  nought  a  trifle,  though  it  fmall  appear;* 
Small  lands  the mountain,momentsmakethey ear, 
And  trifles  life.    Your  care  to  trifles  give, 
Or  you  may  die  before  you  truly  live. 

Go  breakfaft  with  Alicia;,  there  you  '11  fee 
Simplex  munditiis^  to  the  laft  degree. 
Unlac'd  her  flays,  her  night-gown  is  untied, 
And  what  fhe  has  of  head-drefs  is  afide. 
She  drawls  her  words,  and  waddles  in  her  pace; 
Unwafh'd  her  hands,and  much  befnuff 'dherface. 
A  nail  uncut,  and  head  uncomb'd  fhe  loves; 
And  would  draw  on  jack-boots  as  foon  as  gloves* 
Gloves  by  queen  Befs's  maidens  might  be  mill, 
Her  bleffed  eyes  ne'er  faw  a  female  rift. 
Lovers,  beware !  to  wound  how  can  fhe  fail 
With  fcarlet  finger  and  long  jetty  nail  ? 
For  Hervey  theflrft  wit  fhe  cannot  be  5 
Nor,  cruel  Richard,  the  firft  toaft  for  thee. 
Since  full  each  other  flation  of  renown, 
Who  would  not  be  the  greateft  trapes  in  town  ? 
Women  were  made  to  give  our  eyes  delight  j 
A  female  floven  is  an  odious  fight. 

Fair  Ifabella  is  fo  fond  of  fame, 
That  her  dear  felf  is  her  eternal  theme  ! 
Thro'  hopes  of  contradiction  oft  fhe  '11  fay, 
"  Methinks  I  look  fo  wretchedly  to-day  !" 
When  molt  the  world  applauds  you,  raoft  be 
'Tis  often  lefs  a  bleffmg  than  a  fnare.      [ware : 
Diftruft  mankind ;  with  your  own  heart  confer; 
And  dread  even  there  to  find  a  flatterer. 
The  breath  of  others  raifes  our  renown  ; 
Our  own  as  furely  blows  the  pageant  down ; 
Take  up  no  more  than  you  by  worth  can  claim, 
Left  foon  you  prove  a  bankrupt  in  your  fame- 
But  own  I  muft  in  this  perverted  age, 
Who  moft  deferve  can't  always  moft  engage. 
So  far  is  worth  from  making  glory  lure, 
It  often  hinders  what  it  fnould  procure. 
Whom  praife  we  moft  ?  the  virtuous,  brave,  and 
No;  wretches  whom  in  fecret  we  defpife.  [wife?' 
And  who  fo  blind  as  not  to  fee  the  caufe  ? 
No  rival's  rais'd  by  fuch  difcreet  applaule; 
And  yet  of  credit  it  lays  in  a  flore, 
By  which  our  fpleen  may  wound  true  worth 

the  more. 
Ladies  there  are  who  think  one  crime  is  all ; 
Can  women  then  no  way  but  backward  fall  ? 
So  fweet  is  that  one  crime  they  don't  purfue,. 
To  pay  its  lofs,  they  think  all  others  few. 
Who  hold  that  crime  fo  dear  muft  never  claim 
Of  injur'd  modefty  the  facred  name. 

But  Clio  thus :  "  What !  railing  without  end  ? 
"  Mean  talk !  how  much  more  gen'rous  to  com- 

"  mend  I" 
Yes,  to  commend  as  you  are  wont  to  do, 
My  kind  inftru6lor  and  example  too. 

'<  Daphnis,"  fays  Clio,  ««  has  a  charming  eye: 
"  What  pity  'tis  her  fhoulder  is  awry  I 
u  Afpafia's  fhape  indeed — but  then  her  air — 
"  The  man  has  parts  who  finds  deft ruclion  there. 
"  Almeria's  wit  has  fomething_  that 's  divine ; 
"  Andwifs  enough— how  few  in  all  thingsfhine! 

«'  Selima 
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*  Selima  ferves  her  friends,  relieves  the  poor — 
"  Who  was  it  laid  Selima  s  near  threescore? 
u  At  Lucia's  match  I  from  my  ibul  rejoice, 
"  The  world  congratulates  fo  wile  a  choice; 
"  His  lordmip's  rent-roli  is  exceeding  great: 
u  But  mortgages  will  lap  the  belt  ettate. 
"  In  Shirley's  form  might  cherubims  appear, 
"  But  then — lhe  has  a  freckle  on  her  ear." 
Without  a  but,  Horteniia  lhe  commends, 
The  firll  of  women,  and  the  beil  of  friends; 
Owns  her  in  peribn,  wit,  fame,  virtue  bright; 
Bat  how  comes  this  to  pafs? — ill?  died  lad  night. 

Thus  nymphs  commend,  who  yet  at  fatire  rail; 
Indeed  that 's  needlefs,  if  fuch  praife  prevail ; 
And  whence  fuch  praife?  our  virulence  is  thrown 
On  others1  fame,  thro'  fondnefs  for  our  own. 

Of  rank  and  riches  proud,  Cleora  frowns  ; 
For  are  not  coronets  akin  to  crowns  ? 
Her  greedy  eye,  and  her  fublime  addrefs, 
The  height  of  avarice  and  pride  confefs. 
You  leek  perfections  worthy  of  her  rank; 
Go,  feek  for  her  perfections  at  the  bank. 
By  wealth  unquench'd,  byreafon  uncontroll'd, 
For  ever  burns  her  facred  thirft  of  gold. 
As  fond  of  fivepence  as  the  verieft  cit, 
And  quite  as  much  detefted  as  a  wit. 

Can  gold  calm  pafiion,  or  make  reafon  (bine? 
Can  we  dig  peace  or  wifdom  frorri  the  mine  ? 
Wifdom  to  gold  prefer,  for  'tis  much  lei's 
To  make  our  fortune  than  our  h'apoinefs; 
That  happineis  which  great  ones  often  fee, 
Wirk  rage  and  wonder,  in  a  low  decree, 
Themiclves  unbleft:  the  poor  are  only  poor; 
But  what  are  they  who  droop  amid  their  (tore? 
Nothing  is  meaner  than  a  wretch  of  itate, 
The  happy  only  are  the  truly  great. 
Peaiants  enjoy  like  appetites  with  kings, 
And  thofe  bell  Satisfied  with  cheapeft  things. 
Could  both  our  Indies  buy  but  one  new  fenfe, 
Our  envy  would  be  due  to  large  expence. 
Since  not,  thofe  pomps  which  to  the  great  belong 
Are  but  poorarts  to  mark  them  from  the  throng. 
See,  how  they  beg  an  alms  of  flattery ! 
They  languiih  !  oh  fupport  them  with  a  lye! 
A  decent  competence  we  fully  taftej 
It  (hikes  our  lenie,  and  gives  a  conftant  feaft: 
More,  we  perceive  by  diat  of  r  alone; 

The  rich  muft  labour  to  poiTefs  their  own, 
To  feel  their  great  abundance;  and  requeft 
Their  humble  friends  to  help  them  to  be  bleft  ; 
To  fee  their  trea lures,  hear  their  glory  told, 
Andaid  the  wretched  impotence  of  gold. [divine, 

But  fome,great  fouls!  and  touch'd  with  warmth 
Give  gold  a  price,  and  teach  its  beams  to  (hine. 
All  hoarded  trealures  they  repute  a  load, 
Nor  think  their  wealth  their  own,   till  well  be 
Grand  refervoirs  of  public  happinefs,    [ftow'd. 
Thro'  fecret  dreams  diifuilvely  they  blefs;[view, 
And  while  their  bounties  glide  conceal'd  from 
Relieve  our  wants,  and  fpare  our  blufhes  too. 
But  fatire  is  my  talk,  and  theie  deftroy 
Her  gloomy  province  and  malignant  joy. 


Help  me,  ye  mifers  !  help  me  to  complain, 
And  blaft  our  common  enemy,  Germain: 
But  our  invectives  muft  defpair  (uccefs; 
For  next  to  praife,  (he  values  nothing  lefs. 

What   picture's  yonder,    loofen'd    from  its 
Or  is  't  A  uituria,  that  affected  dame  ?    [frame  ? 
The  brighteft  forms,  thro'  affectation,  fade 
To  ftrange  newthings,which  nature  nevermade ; 
Frown  not  ye  fair  !  fo  much  your  (ex  we  prize, 
We  hate  thoie  arts  that  take  you  from  our  eyes, 
In  Albucinda's  native  grace  is  ken 
What  you,  who  labour  at  perfection,  mean. 
Short  is  the  rule,  and  to  be  learnt  with  eafe; 
Retain  your  gentle  felves,  and  you  muft  pleafe. 
Here  might  I  fing  of  Memmia's  mincing  mien, 
And  all  the  movements  of  the  foft  machine: 
How  two  red  lips  affected  zephyrs  blow, 
To  cool  the  bohea,  and  inflame  the  beau ; 
While  one  white  finger  and  a  thumb  confpire 
To  lift  the  eup  and  make,  the  world  admire. 

Tea  !  how  I  tremble  at  thy  fatal  ftream  I 
As  Lethe  dreadful  to  the  love  of  fame. 
What  de variations  on  thy  banks  are  feen  ! 
What  (hades  of  mighty  names  which  once  have 
A  hecatomb  of  characters  fupplies  [been  1 

Thy  painted  altar's  daily  facrifice; 
H — ,  P — ,  B — ,  afpers'd  by  thee  decay, 
As  grains  of  fineft  fugars  melt  away, 
And  recommend  thee  more  to  mortal  tafte : 
Scandal 's  the  fweet'ner  of  a  female  feaft. 

But  this  inhuman  triumph  lhail  decline, 
And  thy  revolving  Naiads  call  for  wine; 
Spirits  no  longer  mall  ferve  under  thee; 
But  reign  in  thy  own  cup,  exploded  tea ! 
Citronia's  nofe  declares  thy  ruin  nigh ; 
And  who  dares  give  Citronia's  nofe  the  lye*  ? 

The  ladies  long  at  men  of  drink  exclaim'd, 
Andvvhatirnpair'd  both  health andvirtueblam'd. 
At  length,  to  refcue  man,  the  gen'rous  lais 
Stole  from  her  confort  the  pernicious  glafs. 
As  glorious  as  the  Britifti  queen  renown'd, 
Who  fuck'd  thepoifonfromherhufrjand'swound. 

Nor  to  the  glafs  alone  are  nymphs  inclin'd, 
But  ev'ry  bolder  vice  of  bold  mankind.    . 

O  Juvenal  !  for  thy  feverer  rage, 
To  lain  the  ranker  follies  of  our  age! 
Are  there  among  the  females  of  our  ifle 
Such  faults  at  which  it  is  a  fault  to  fmile  r* 
There  are.  Vice,  once  by  modeft  nature  chain'd, 
And  legal  ties,  expatiates  unreltrain'd  j 
Without  thin  decency  held  up  to  view, 
Naked  (he  ftalks  o'er  law  and  gofpel  too. 
Our  matrons  lead  fuch  exemplary  lives, 
Men  (igh  in  vain  for  none  but  for  their  wives; 

marry  to  be  ire**,  to  range  the  more, 
And  wed  one  man  to  wanton  with  a  fcore. 
Abroad  too  kind,  at  home  'tis  ftedfaft  hate, 
And  one  eternal  temped  of  debate. 
What  foul  eruptions  from  a  look  mod  meek  ! 
What  thunders  bunting  from  a  dimpled  cheek! 
Their  pafiion s  bear  it  with  a  lofty  hand  ; 
But  then  their  reafon  is  at  due  command. 


-Solera  qui*  'dicere  falfum  audeat?    Virgil. 
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Is  there  whom  you  dereft,  and  feek  his  life  ? 
Truft  no  foul  with  the  iecret — but  his  wife. 
Wives  wonder  that  their  conduct  I  condemn, 
And  afk,  what  kindre;!  is  a  fpoufe  to  them  ? 

What  fwarms  of  am'rous  grandmothers  I  fee, 
And  mines,  ancient  in  iniquity  !  [ing  ! 

What  blafting  whifpers,and  what  loud  declaim- 
What!ying,drinking,bawding,fwearing;gaming! 
Friendship  fo  cold,  fuch  warm  incontinence, 
Such  griping  av'rice,  Inch  profuie  expence, 
Such  dead  devotion,  fuch  a  zeal  for  crimes, 
Such  licens'd  ill,  fuch  mafquerading  times, 
Such  venal  faith,  fuch  milapplied  applaufe, 
Such  flatter'' d  guilt,  and  fuch  inverte ■■  laws, 
Such  difiblution  thro'  the  whole  I  find, 
'Tis  not  a  world,  but  chaos  of  mankind,  [belle 

Since  Sundays  have  no  balls,  the  well-drefs'd 
Shines  in  the  pew,  but  fmiles  to  hear  of  hell ; 
And  cafts  an  eye  of  fweet  difdain  on  all 

Who  liften  lefs  to  C ns  than  St.  Paul. 

Atheifts  have  been  but  rare  fince  nature's  birth; 
Till  now,  fhe-atheifts  ne'er  appeared  on  earth ; 
Ye  men  of  deep  refearches,  lay  whence  fprings 
This  daring  character,  in  tim'rous  things, 
Who  ftart  at  feathers,  from  an  infect  fly, 
A  match  for  nothing — but  the  Deity  ?       [own 

But,  not  to  wrong  the  fair,  the  Mule  mult 
In  this  purfuit  they  court  not  fame  alone ; 
But  join  to  that  a  more  fubftantial  view — 
"  From  thinking  free,  to  be  free  agents  too/'' 

They  ftrive  with  their  own  hearts,  and  keep 
them  down 
In  complaifance  to  all  the  fools  in  town. 
Oh  how  they  tremble  at  the  name  of  prude  ! 
And  die  with  fhame  at  thought  of  being  good  ! 
For  what  will  Artimis,  the  rich  and  gay, 
What  will  the  wits,  that  is,  the  coxcombs  fay  ? 
They  heaven  defy,  to  earth's  vile  dregs  a  Have ; 
Thro'  cowardice  moll  execrably  brave. 
With  our  own  judgments  durfl  we  to  comply, 
In  virtue  fhould  we  live,  in  glory  die. 
Rife  then,  my  Male,  in  honeft  fury  rife ! 
They  dread  a  Satire  who  defy  the  Ikies. 

Atheifts  are  few;  moil  nymphs  a  god-head 
And  nothing  but  his  attributes  dethrone,  [own, 
From  Atheifts  far,  they  ftedfallly  believe 
God  is,  and  is  almighty — to  forgive. 
His  other  excellence  they  '11  not  difpute  j 
But  mere)'-,  fore,  is  his  chief  attribute. 
Shall  pleafures  of  a  inert  duration  chain 
A  lady's  foul  in  everlafting  pain  ? 
Will  the  great  Author  us  poor  worms  deftroy, 
For  now  and  then  a  fip  of  tranfient  joy  ? 
No,  he  \s  for  ever  in  a  fmiling  mood; 
He  's  like  themfelves,  or  how  could  he  be  good  r 
And  they  blafpheme  who  blacker  fchemes  fup- 
Devoutly,  thus,  Jehovah  they  depofe,        [pole. 
The  pure !  the  juft  !  and  fet  up  in  his  ftead 
A  Deity  that 's  perfectly  well-bred. 

"  Dear  Tillotfon  ! — be  fure  the  bed  of  men — 
"  Nor  thought  he  more  than  thought  great  Ori- 
<*  Tho'  once  upon  a  time  he  mifbehav'd —  [gen. 
u  Poor  Satan!  doubtlefs  he'll  at  length  be  fav'd. 


c<  Let  priefts  do  fomething  for  their  one  in  ten; 
"  It  is  their  trade  ;  lb  far  they're  honeft  men. 
:<  Let  them  canton, lince  theyhave  got  the  knack, 
:<  And  drefs  theirnotionslikethemfelvesinblacki 
"  Fright  us  with  terrors  of  a  world  unknown 
"  From  joys  of  this,  to  keep  them  all  their  own. 
"  Of  earth 's  fair  fruits,  indeed,  they  claim  a  fee; 
"  But  then  they  leave  our  untith'd  virtue  free. 
"  Virtue's  a  pretty  thing  to  make  a  fhow: 
"  Did  ever  mortal  write  like  Rocfiefoucault  ?** 
Thus  pleads  the  Devil's  fair  apologift, 
And  pleading,  faffly  enters  on  his  lift. 

Let  angel  forms  angelic  truths  maintain  ; 
Nature  disjoins  the  beauteous  and  profane. 
For  wh  't  's  true  beauty  but  fair  virtue's  face. 
Virti  e  made  vifible  in  outward  grace  ? 
She,  then,  that's  haunted  with animpious mind, 
The  more  ihecharms  theraorefhefhocksmankind. 

But  charms  decline  ;  the  fair  long  vigils  keep  ; 
They  fleep  no  more !  Quadrille  has  murder'd 

fleep  *. 
a  PoorK — p  !  cries  Livia ;  I  have  not  been  there 
"  Thefe  two  nights;  the  poorcreaturewilldefpair. 
"  I  hate  a  crowd — but  to  do  good,  you  know-** 
"  And  people  of  condition  fhould  beftow." 
Convinc'dj.o'ercome,  to  K — p's  grave  matron's 
Now  fet  a  daughter,  and  now  ltakea  fon  ;  [run, 
Let  health,  fame,  temper,  beauty,  fortune  fly  j 
And  beggar  half  their  race — through  chanty. 

Immortal  were  we,  or  elfe  mortal  quite, 
I  lefs  fhould  blame  this  criminal  delight; 
But  lince  the  gay  afTembly's  gayeft  room 
Is  but  an  upper  flory  to  fome  tomb, 
Mcthinks  we  need  not  our  fliort  beings  fhun, 
And,  thought  to  fly,  content  to  be  undone: 
We  need  not  buy  our  ruin  with  our  crime, 
And  give  eternity  to  murder  time. 

The  love  of  gaming  is  the  worft  of  ills  ; 
With  ceafelefs  norms  the  blacken'd  foul  it  fills; 
Inveighs  at  heaven,  neglefts  the  ties  of  blood, 
Deftroys  the  pow'r  and  will  of  doing  good  ; 
Kills  health,  pawns  honour,  plunges  in  difgrace, 
And,  what  is  ftill  more  dreadful,  fpoils  your  face. 

See  yonder  fet  of  thieves  that  live  on  fpoil, 
The  fcandal  and  the  ruin  of  our  ifle  ! 
And  fee  (ftrange  light !)  amid  that  ruffian  band , 
A  form  divine  high  wave  her  fnowy  hand; 
That  rattles  loud  a  fmall  enchanted  box, 
Which  loud  as  thunder  on  the  board  fhe  knocks. 
And  as  fierce  ftorms,  which  earth's  foundation 
From  JEolus's  cave  impetuous  broke,    [fhook, 
From  this  fmall  cavern  a  mix'd  tempeft  flies, 
Fear,  rage,  convulfion,  tears,  oaths,  blafphemies! 
For  men,  I  mean,  the  fair  difcharges  none  ; 
She,  guiltlefs  creature  !  fwears  to  Heaven  alone. 

See  her  eyes  ftart,  cheeks  glow,  and  mufcles 
Like  the  mad  maid  in  the  Cumean  cell,    [fwell ! 
Thus  that  divine  one  her  foft  nights  employs  ! 
Thus  tunes  her  foul  to  tender  nuptial  joys  1 
And  when  the  cruel  morning  calls  to  bed, 
And  on  her  pillow  lays  her  aching  head, 
With  the  dire  images  her  dreams  are  crown'd, 
The  die  fpins  lovely,  or  the  cards  go  round  : 
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Imaginary  ruin  charms  her  11:11; 
Her  liappy  lord  is  cuckold  by  Spadilie; 
And/ if  file's  brought  to  bed,  'tis  ten  to  one, 
He  marks  the  forehead  of  her  darling  fon. 

Oh  fcene  of  horror,  and  of  wild  defpair ! 
Why  is  the  rich  Artides'  fplendid  heir 
Contlrain'd  to  quit  his  ancient  lordly  feat, 
And  hide  his  glories  in  a  mean  retreat  ? 
Why  that  drawn  fword  ?  and  whence  that  difinal 
Why  pale  detraction  thro'  the  family  r      [cry? 
See  my  lord  threatens  and  my  lady  weep, 
And  trembling  fervants  from  the  tempelt  creep. 
Why  that  gay  fon  to  dillant  regions  IVnt  ? 
What  fiends  that  daughter's  dellin'd  match  pre- 
Why  the  whole  houfe  in  Sadden  ruin  laid? [vent? 
Oh  nothing  but — lail  night  my  lady  play'd. 

But  wanders  not  my  Satire  from  her  theme? 
Is  this  too  owing  to  the  love  of  fame  ? 
Tho'  now  your  hearts  on  lucre  are  beftow'd; 
'Twas  firfl  a  vain  devotion  to  the  mode. 
Nor  ceafe  we  here,  lince  "'tis  a  vice  to  Ilrong, 
The  torrent  fweeps  all  womankind  along. 
This  may  be  laid  in  honour  of  our  times, 
That  none  nowltand  diilinguiih'd  bytheircrim.es. 

If  fin  you  mull,  take  nature  for  your  guide, 
Love  has  fome  foft  excufe  to  foo the  your  pride 5 
Ye  fair  apollates  from  love's  ancient  pow'r ! 
Can  nothing  raviih  but  a  golden  lliow'r? 
Can  cards  alone  your  glowing  fancy  feize  ? 
Mull  Cupid  learn  to  punt,  ere  he  can  pleafe  ? 
When  you're  enamour'd  cf  a  lift  or  call, 
What  can  the  preacher  more  to  make  us  chafle  ? 
Can  fame,  like  a  repique,  the  foul  entrance  ! 
And  what  is  virtue  to  the  lucky  chance  ? 
Why  muft  ilrong  youths  unmarried  pine  away? 
They  find  no  woman  difengag'd — from  play. 
Why  pine  the  married  ?  oh  fewer  fate  ! 
They  find  from  play  no  difengag'd — eilate. 
Fiavia,  at  lovers  falle  untouched,  and  hard,      " 
Turns  pale  and  trembles  at  a  cruel  card. 
Nor  Arria's  Bible  can  fecure  her  age ; 
Her  threefcore  years  are  Ihuffling  with  her  page: 
While  death  Hands  by  but  till  the  game  is  clone, 
To  fweep  that  Hake  in  jullice  long  his  own; 
Like  old  cards  ting'd  with  fulphur  Ihe  takes  fire ; 
Or,  like  muffs  funk  in  lockets,  blazes  higher. 
Ye  gods!  with  new  delights  infpire  the  lair; 
Or  give  us  fon>,  and  lave  us  from  defpair! 

Sons,  brothers,  fathers,  hulbands,  tradefmen, 
dole 
In  my  complaint,  and  brand  your  fins  in  profe ; 
Yet  I  believe  as  firmly  as  my  creed, 
In  fpite  of  all  our  wildom,  you'll  proceed. 
Our  pride  fo  great,  our  pafiion  is  lb  Ilrong, 
Advice  to  right  confirms  us  in  the  wrong. 
I  hear  you  cry,  "This  fellow's  very  odd!" 
When  you  challife,  who  would  not  kifs  the  rod? 
But  I've  a  charm  your  anger  lhall  control, 
And  turn  your  eyes  with  coldnefs  on  the  vole. 
The  charm  begins !  To  yonder  flood  of  light 
That  burlls  o'ergloomy'Britain,  turn  your  light. 
What  guardian  pow'ro'erwhelmsyour  foul  with 
Her  deeds  are  precepts,  her  example  law.  .[awe  ? 


'Mid ft  empire's  charms,  how  Carolina's  heart 
Glows  with  a  love  of  virtue  and  of  art ! 
Her  fivor  is  diffus'd  to  that  degree, 
Excels  of  goodnefs  !  it  has  dawn'd  on  me, 
When  in  my  page,  to  balance  num'rous  faults, 
Or    god-like  deeds  were    (hewn,  or  gen'rous 

thoughts, 
She  fmii'd,  indullrious  to  be  pleas'd,  nor  knew 
From  whom  my  pen  the  borrow'd  luftre  drew. 

*  Thus  the  majellic  mother  of  mankind, 
To  her  own  charms  moll  amiably  blind, 
On  the  green  margin  innocently  Hood, 
And  gaz'd  indulgent  on  the  cryflal  flood, 
Survey 'd  the  llranger  in  the  painted  wave, 
And  mailing  prais'dthe  beauties  which  Ihe  gave. 

f  In  more  than  civil  war,while  patriots  ftorm; 
While  genius  is  but  cold,  their  pafiion  warm; 
While  public  good  aloft,  in  pomp,  they  wield; 
And  private  int'rell  Ikulks  behind  the  fhield : 
While  Mill  and  Wilkins  rile  in  weekly  might, 
Make  preifes  groan,  lead  lenators  to  fight; 
Exalt  our  coffee  with  lampoons,  and  treat    - 
The  pamper'd  mob  with  miniflers  of  Hate : 
"  J  While  Ate,hot  from  hell  makes  heroes  fhrink, 
"  Cries  havoc,  and  lets  loofe  the  dogs  of  ink:" 
Nor  rank  nor  fex  efcapes  the  gen'ral  frown, 
But  ladies  are  ripp'd  up  and  cits  knock'd  down : 
Tremendous  force!  where  even  the  viclor  bleeds; 
And  he  deferves  our  pity  that  fucceeds  : 
Immortal  Juvenal  !  and  thou  of  France  ! 
In  your  fam'd  field  my  Satire  dares  advance; 
But  cuts  herfelf  a  track  to  you  unknown  ; 
Nor  crops  your  laurel,  but  would  raife  her  own : 
A  bold  adventure  !  but  a  fafe  one  too ! 
For  though  iurpafs'd,  I  am  furpafs'd  by  you. 

SATIRE      VII. 

To  the  Right  Honourable  Sir  Robert  JFalpsIs. 
Carmina  turn  melius,  cum  veneric  Ipfe,  canemm. 

V1RC. 

ON  this  lall  labour,  this  my  clofing  llrain, 
Smile,  Walpole,  or  the  Nine  infpire  in  vain. 
To  thee  'tis  due;   that  verfe  how  juftly  thine, 
Where  Brunfwick's  glory  crowns  the  whole 

defign  ! 
That  glory  which  thy  counfels  make  fo  bright, 
That  glory  which  on  thee  reflects  a  light. 
Illullnous  commerce,  and  but  rarely  known  ! 
To  give  and  take  a  luilre  from  the  throne. 

Nor  think  that  thou  art  foreign  to  my  theme; 
The  fountain  is  not  foreign  to  the  ltream. 
Kow  all  mankind  will  be  furpris'd  to  fee 
This  flood  of  Britifh  folly  charg'd  on  thee  ! 
Yet,  Britain,  whence  this  caprice  of  thy  fons, 
Which  thro'  their  various  ranks  with  fury  runs? 
The  caufe  is  plain,  a  caufe  which  we  mull  blefs; 
For  caprice  is  the  daughter  of  fuccefs, 
(A  bad  effecl,  but  from  a  pleafing  caufe) 
And  gives  our  rulers  undefign'd  applaufe; 
Tells  how  their  conduct  bids  our  wealth  increafe, 
And  lulls  us  in  the  downy  lap  of  peace. 
'  While  I  furvey  the  blelfin^s  of  our  ule, 
Her  arts  triumphant  in  the  Royal  fniile, 
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Her  public  wounds  bound  up,  her  credit  high, 
Her  commerce  fn  reading  fails  in  ev'ry  fky, 
The  pleafing  lcene  recalls  my  theme  again, 
And  {hews  the  madnefs  of  ambitions  men, 
Who,  fond  ofbloodfhed,  draw  the  murdering 

fword, 
And  burn  to  give  mankind  a  fingle  lord. 

The  follies  pail  are  of  a  private  kind, 
Their  fphere  is  fmall,  their  mifchief  is  conmVd: 
But  daring  men  there  are  (awake  my  Mufe ! 
And  raife  thy  verfe)  who  bolder  phrenzychoofe; 
Who,  ftung  by  glory,  rave  and  bound  away  j 
Theworldtheii  friend.andhumankindtheirprey. 

The  Grecian  chief,  th'  enthufiaft  of  his  pride, 
With  Rage  and  Terror  ilalking  by  his  fide, 
Raves  round  the  globe  j  he  foars  into  a  god  ! 
Stand  fait,  Olympus  !  and  fuftain  his  nod. 
The  pell  divine  in  horrid  grandeur  reigns, 
And  thrives  on  mankind's  miferiesand  pains. 
What  ilaughter'd  holts  !  what  cities  in  a  blaze ! 
What  wafted  countries !  and  what  crimfon  feas ! 
With  orphans'"  tears  his  impious  bowl  o'erflows, 
And  cries  of  kingdoms  lull  him  to  repofe. 

And  cannot  thrice  ten  hundred  years  unpraife 
The  boift'rous  boy,  and  blaft  his  guilty  bays  ? 
Why  want  we  then  encomiums  on  the  ftorm, 
Or  famine,  or  volcano  ?  they  perform 
Their  mighty  deeds  j  they,  hero-like,  can  flay, 
And  fpread  their  ample  deferts  in  a  day. 
O  great  alliance !  O  divine  renown  ! 
With  dearth  and  peftilence  to  mare  the  crown. 
When  men  extol  a  wild  deftroyer's  name, 
Earth's  Builder  and  Preferver  they  blafpheme. 

One  to  deftroy  is  murder  by  the  law 5 
And  gibbets  keep  the  lifted  hand  in  awe. 
To  murder  thousands,  takes  a  fpecious  name, 
War's  glorious  art,  and  gives  immortal  fame. 

When  after  battle  I  the  field  have  feen  [men. 
Spread  o'er  with  ghaitly  mapec, which  once  were 
A  nation  crufh'd  !  a  nation  of  the  brave  ! 
A  realm  of  death  !  and  on  this  fide  the  grave  ! 
Are  there,  faid  I,  who  from  this  fad  furvey, 
This  human  chaos,  carry  fmiles  away  ? 
How  did  my  heart  with  indignation  rife  !• 
How  hone  ft  nature  fwell'd  into  my  eyes  ! 
How  was  I  mock'd,  to  think  the  hero's  trade 
Of  fuch  materials  fame  and  triumph  made  ! 

How  guilty  thefe  !  yet  not  lefs  guilty  they 
Who  reach  falfe  glory  by  a  fmoother  way  ; 
Who  wrap  deitruclion  up  in  gentle  words, 
Andbows,and  fmiies,rnore  fatal  than  theirfwordsj 
Who  flifie  nature,  and  fnbfift  on  art ; 
Who  coin  the  face,  and  petrify  the  heart  5 
All  real  kindnefs  for  the  fnow  difcard, 
As  marble  polifh'd  and  as  marble  hard  ; 
Who  do  for  gold  what  Chriftians  do  thro'  grace, 
"  With  open  arms  their  enemies  embrace  j" 
Who  give  a  nod  when  broken  hearts  repine; 
*'  The  thinnefc food  onwhicha  wretch  can  dine," 
Or,  if  they  ferve  you,  ferve  you  difinclin'd; 
And,  in  their  height  of  kindnefs,  are  unkind. 
Such  courtiers  were,  and  fuch  again  may  be, 
Walpole,  when  men  forget  to  copy  thee. 

Here  ceafe,  my  Mufe  !  the  catalogue  is  writ, 
Nor  one  more  candidate  for  fame  admit  j 


Tho"*  difoppointed  thoufands  juftry  blame 
Thy  partial  pen,  and  boait  an  equal  claim, 
Be  this  their  comfort — fools  omitted  here 
May  furnifh  laughter  for  another  year. 
Then  let  Crifpino,  who  was  ne'er  refus'd 
The;  juilice  ytt  of  being  well  abus'd, 
With  patience  wait,  and  be  content  to  reign 
The  pink  of  puppies  in  ibme  future  {train  ; 

Some  future  {train,  in  which  the  Mufe  (hall  tell 
How  fcience  dwindles,  and  how  volumes  fwellj 

How  commentators  each  dark  paffage  {bun, 
And  hold  their' farthing  candle  to  the  fun  ; 

Howtortur'd  texts  to  {peak  our  fenfeare  made, 
And  ev'ry  vice  is  to  the  fcripture  laid  ; 

Howmifers  fqueezeayoungvolumptuous  peer, 
His  fins  to  Lucifer  not  half  fo  dear; 

How  Verfus  is  lei's  qualified  to  fteal 
With  fword  and  piflol,  than  with  wax  and  fealj 

How  lawyers'  fees  to  fuch  excefs  are  run, 
That  clients  are  redrefs'd  till  they're  undone: 

How  one  man's  anguifh  is  another'?  fport, 
And  cv'n  denials  coil  us  dear  at  court; 

How  man  eternally  falfe  judgments  makes, 
Andall  his  joys  and  forrows  are  miitakes. 

This -{'warm  of  themes  that  fettles  on  my  pen, 
Which  I,  like  fummer-fiies,  make  off  again, 
Let  others  fing  5  to  whom  my  weak  eifay 
But  founds  a  prelude,  and  points  out  their  prey. 
That  duty  done,  I  haRen  to  complete 
My  own  defigns  ;  for  Tonfon's  at  the  gate. 

The  love  of  fame,  in  its  effecls  furvey'd, 
The  Mufe  has  fung  j  be  now  the  caufe  difplay'd, 
Since  lb  diffufive  and  fo  wide  its  fway, 
What  is  this  Pow'r  whom  ali  mankind  obey  ? 

Shot  from  above, by  Heav'ns  indulgence  cattiG 
This  gen'rous  ardour,  this  unconquer'd  flame, 
To  warm,  to  raife,  to  deify  mankind, 
Still  burning  brighteft  in  the  nobleft  mind. 
By  JaFge-foul'd  men,for  thirft  of  fame  renown'd, 
Wife  laws  were  fram'd,  and  fecret  arts  were 

found  ; 
Defire  of  p raife  firft  broke  the  patriot's  reft, 
And  made  a  bulwark  of  the  warrior's  breall; 
It  bids  Argyle  in  fields  and  fenates  fhine: 
What  more  can  prove  its  origin  divine? 

But,  oh!  this  paflion  planted  in  the  foul, 
On  eagles  wings  to  mount  her  to  the  pole, 
The  flaming  minilter  of  virtue  meant, 
Set  up  falfe  gods,  and  wrong'd  her  high  defcent. 

Ambition,  hence,  exerts  a  doubtful  force, 
Of  blots  and  beauties  an  alternate  fource  j 
Hence  Gildon  rails,  the  raven  of  the  pit, 
Who  thrives  upon  the  carcafes  of  wit : 
And  in  art-loving  Scarborough  is  {een 
How  kind  a  patron  Pollio  might  have  been.    . 
Purfuit  of  fame  with  pedants  fills  our  fchools, 
And  info  coxcombs  burniihes  our  fools  j 
Purfuit  of  fame  makes  folid  learning  bright, 
And  Newton  lifts  above  a  mortal  height : 
That  key  of  nature,  by  whofe  wit  {he  clears 
Her  long,  long  fecrets  of  five  thoufand  years. 

Would  you  then  fully  comprehend  the  whole 
Why,  and  in  what  degrees,  Pride  fways  the  foul? 
(For.  tho'  in  all  not  equally  {he  reigns) 
Awake  to  knowledge,  and  attend  my  firains. 

Ye 
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Ye  doctors  !  hear  the  doctrine  I  difclofe, 
As  true  as  if  'twere  writ  in  dulleit  profe; 
As  if  a  letter'd  dunce  had  laid,  "  'tis  right," 
.And  imprimatur  ufher'd  it  to  light. 

To  glorious  deeds  this  paflion  fires  the  mind, 
And  clofer  draws  the  ties  of  humankind, 
Confirms  fociety;  fince  what  we  prize, 
As  our  chief  blefiing,  muft  from  others  rife. 

Ambition  in  the  truly  noble  mind, 
With  (iiter-virtue  is  for  ever  join'd ; 
As  in  fam'd  Lucrece,  who  with  equal  dread 
-From  guilt,  and  Ihame,  by  her  lad. conduct  fled; 
Her  virtue  long  rebell'd  in  firm  difdain, 
And  the  fword  pointed  at  her  heart  in  vain ; 
But,  when  the  llave  was  threaten'd  to  be  laid 
Dead  by  her  fide,  her  love  of  fame  obey'd. 

In  meaner  minds  ambition  works  alone  j 
But  with  fuch  art  puts  virtue's  afpect  on, 
That  not  more  like  in  feature,  and  in  mien, 
The  god  and  mortal  in  the  comic  fcene*. 
Falfe  Julius,  ambufh'd  in  this  fair  difguife, 
Scon  made  the  Roman  liberties  his  prize. 

No  mafk  in  bafefl  minds  ambition  wears, 
But  in  full  light  pricks  up  her  afs's  ears ; 
All  I  have  fung  are  inftances  of  this, 
And  prove  my  theme  unfolded,  not  amifs. 

Ye  vain  !  defilt  from  your  erroneous  ftrife ; 
Be  wife,  and  quit  the  falle  fublime  of  life. 
The  true  ambition  there  alone  refides, 
Where  juftice  vindicates,  and  wifdom  guides  j 
Where  inward  dignity  joins  outward  ltate, 
Our  purpofe  good,  as  our  achievement  great ; 
Where  public  bleiiings  public  praife  attend, 
Where  glory  is  our  motive,  not  our  end.  [view, 
Wouldit  thou  be  fam'd?  have  thofe  high  deeds  in 
'Brave  men  would  aft,  tho'  icandal  mould  enfue. 

Behold  a  prince  whom  no  fwoln  thoughts  in- 
flame ; 
No  pride  of  thrones,  no  fever  after  fame ; 
But  when  the  welfare  of  mankind  infpires, 
And  death  in  view  to  dear-bought  glory  fires, 
"Proud  conqueft  then,  then  regal  pomps  delight: 
Then  crowns,then  triumphs,  lpai  kle  in  his  fight; 
Tumult  and  noife  are  dear,  which  with  thembring 
His  people's  bleffings  to  their  ardent  king: 
But,  when  thole  great  heroic  motives  ceafe, 
His  (Welling  foul  lubfides  to  native  peace ; 
Fromtediousgrandeur's  faded  charmswithdraws, 
A  fudden  foe  to  fplendour  and  applaule., 
Greatly  deferring  his  arrears  of  fame, 
Till  men  and  angels  jointly  ihout  his  name. 
O  pride  celeftial,  which  can  pride  difdain  ! 
O  bleft  ambition,  which  can  ne'er  be  vain  ! 

From  one  fam'd  Alpine  hill,  which  props  the 
Inwhofe  deepwomb  unfathom'd  waters  lie,  [fky, 
Here  burft  theRhone  and  foundingPo,therelhine 
In  infant  rills  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine  ; 
From  the  rich  ltore  one  fruitful  urn  fupplies, 
WThole  kingdoms  fmile,  athoufand  harveits  rife. 

In  Brunfwick  fuch  a  fource  the  mufe  adores, 
Which  public  bleflings  thro'  half  Europe  pours, 


When  his  heart  burns  with  fuch  a  god-like  aim 
Angels  and  George  are  rivals  for  the  fame  ; 
George,  who  in  foes  can  foft  affections  raife, 
And  charm  envenom'd  Satire  into  praife. 

Nor  human  rage  alone  his  pow'r  perceives, 
But  the  mad  winds  and  the  tumultuous  wavesf . 
Even  ftorms  (death's  fierceft  minifters !)  forbear, 
And,  in  their  own  wild  empire,  learn  to  fpare. 
Thus  nature's  felf,  fupporting  man's  decree, 
Styles  Britain's  Sovereign,  Sovereign  of  the  Sea. 

While  fea  and  air,  greatBrunfwick !  fhook  our 
ftate, 
And  fported  with  a  king's  and  kingdom's  fate, 
Depriv'd  of  what  fhe  lov'd,  and  prefs'd  with  fear 
Of  ever  lofing  what  fhe  held  moll  dear, 
How  did  Britannia,  like  Achilles  J,  weep, 
And  tell  her  forrows  to  the  kindred  deep  ! 
Hang  o'er  the  floods,  and  in  devotion  warm, 
Strive  for  thee  with  the  furge,  and  fight  the 
ftorm ! 

What  felt  thy  Walpole,  pilot  of  the  realm? 
Our  Palinurus  §  flept  not  at  the  helm, 
Kis  eyes  ne'er  clos'd;  long  lince  inur'd  to  wake, 
And  outwatch  ev'ry  ftar,  for  Brunfwick's  fake, 
By  thwarting  paffions  toft,  by  cares  oppreft, 
He  found  thy  tempefl  piclur'd  in  his  breaft. 
But  now  what  joys  that  gloom  of  heart  difpel, 
No  pow'rs  of  language — but  his  own,  can  tell; 
His  own,  which  Nature  and  the  Graces  form, 
At  will  to  raife  or  hum  the  civil  ftorm. 


§  54.  The  Cajlle  of  Indolence.  ,  An  Allegorical 
Poem.        Thomson. 

The  Caftle  hight  of  Indolence, 

And  its  falfe  luxury  ; 
Where  for  a  little  time,  alas ! 

We  liv'd  right  joliily. 

O  mortal  man,  who  liveft  here  by  toil, 
Do  not  complain  of  this  thy  hard  eflate: 
That  like  an  emmet  thou  mull  ever  moil, 
Is  a  lad  fentence  of  an  ancient  date ; 
And,  certes,  there  is  for  it  realon  great ; 
For,tho'fometimes  itmakes  theeweepandwail, 
And  curfe  thy  ftar,  and  early  dnidge  and  late; 
Withouten  that  would  come  an  heavier  bale, 

Loofe  life,  unruly  paffions,  and  difeafes  pale. 
In  lowly  dale,  fafl  by  a  river's  fide, 
With  woody  hill  o'er  hill  encompafs'd  round, 
A  molt  enchanting  wizard  did  abide, 
Than  whom  a  fiend  more  fell  is  nowherefound. 
It  was,  I  ween,  a  lovely  fpot  of  ground : 
And  there  a  fealon  atween  June  and  May, 
Half  prankt  with  fpring,  with  fummer  half 

imbrown'd, 
A  liftlefs  climate  made,  where,  footh  to  fay, 

No  livingwight  could work,necared  evenforplay. 
Was  nought  around  but  images  of  relt : 
Sleep-foothing  groves,andquiet  lawnsbetween 
And  flow'ry  beds  that  flumb'rous  influence 
keft, 


*  Amphytrion  t  The  King  in  danger  by  fea.  J  Horn.  II.  lib.  X. 

§  Ecce  Deus  ramum  JLctfueo  rore  rnadentem,  &c.    Virg.  1.  v. 
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From  poppies  breath'd;  and  beds  of  pleafant 

green, 
Where  never  yet  was  creeping  creature  feen-, 
Meantime  un'number'd  glittering  dreamlets 

play'd, 
And  hurled  every  where  their  waters  fheen  ; 
That,  as  they  bicker'd  thro'  the  funny  glade, 
Tbo'  redlefs  dill  themfelves,  a  lulling  murmur 
made. 

Join'd  to  the  prattle  of  the  purling  rills 
Were  heard  the  lowing  herds  along  the  vale, 
And  flocks  loud-bleating  from  the  diftant  hills, 
And  vacant  (hepherds  piping  in  the  dale; 
And  now  and  then  fweet  Philomel  would  wail, 
Or  Stock-doves  'plain  amid  the  tbreft  deep, 
That  drowfy  ruitled  to  the  figbing  gale; 
And  (till  a  coil  the  grafshopper  did  keep  : 
Vet  all  thefe  founds  yblent  inclined  all  to  (leep. 
Full  in  the  paffage  of  the  vale  above, 
A  fable,  filent,  folemn  foreft  Hood  ;     [move, 
Where  nought  but  (hadowy  forms  was  feen  to 
As  Idlenefs  fancied  in  her  dreaming  mood  : 
And  up  the  hills  on  either  fide  a  wood 
Of  blackening  pines,  ay  waving  to  and  fro, 
Sent  forth  a  ileepy  horror  thro'  the  biood  ; 
And  where  this  valley  winded  out  below, 
The  murmuring  main  was  heard,  and  fcarcely 
heard,  to  flow. 
A  pleafing  land  of  drowfy  head  it  was, 
Of  dreams  that  wave  before  the  half- (hut  eye ; 
And  of  gay  cadles  in  the  clouds  that  pafs, 
For  ever  fluming  round  a  fummer  fky  : 
There  eke  the  foft  delights  that  witchingly 
Inltil  a  wanton  fweetnefs  through  the  bread, 
And  calm  the  pleafures,  always  hover'd  nigh, 
But  whate'er  fmack'd  of  noyance,  or  unrefl, 
Was  far,  far  oft  expeird  from  this  delicious  ned. 

The  lmdfcape  fuch,  infpiring  perfecl  eafe, 
Where  Indolence  (for  fo  the  wizard  bight) 
Clofe  hid  his  caflle  'mid  embow'ring  trees, 
That  half  (hut  outthebeamsofPhcebusbright; 
And  made  a  kind  of  checqutr'd  dayand  night: 
JVleanwhile,  unceaiing  at  the  raaffv  gate, 
Beneath  a  fpacious  palm,  the  wicked  wight 
Was  plac'd  ;  and,  to  his  lute,  of  cruel  fate 
And  labour  harm  complain'd,  lamenting  man's 
eflate. 

Thither  continual  pilgrims  crowded  ftill, 
From  all  the  roads  of  earth  that  pafs  thereby ; 
For,  as  theychanc'd  to  breathe  on  neighb'ring 

hill, 
The  fre(hnefs  of  this  valley  fmote  their  eye, 
And  drew  them  over  and  anon  more  nigh  •, 
'Till  duff  ring  round  th'  enchanter  falfe  they 


hun 


&» 


Ymolten  with  his  fyren  melody  ; 
While  o'er  th*  enfeebling  lure  hishandheflung 
And  to  the  trembling  chords  thole  tempting 
verfes  fung  ; 

"  Behold  !  ye  pilgrims  of  this  earth,  behold! 
"  See  all  but  man,with  unearn'd  pleafure  gay, 
**  See  her  bright  robes  the  butterfly  unfold, 
"  JSroke  from  her wintrytomb  inprimeof  May ! 


"  What  youthful  bride  can  equal  her  array  ? 
"  Who  can  with  her  for  eafy  pleafure  vie  ? 
"  From  mead  to  mead  with  gentlewingtodray, 
"  From  flow'r  to  flow'r  on  balmy  gales  to  fly, 
1  Is  all  (he  hath  to  do  beneath  the  radiant  fky. 
"  Beheld  the  merry  minflrels  of  the  morn, 
"  The  lwarming  fongilers  ofthecarclefsgrove, 
"  1  en  thoufancT  throats !  that  from  the  flower- 

"  ing  thorn 
"  Hymn  thci rgoodGod,andcarol fvveetoflove, 
"  Such  grateful  kindly  raptures  them  eraove: 
"  Theyneither  plough  nor  fow;  ne,fit  for  flail, 
"  E'er  to  the  barn  the  nodding  theaves  they 

'.'  drove ; 
"  Yet  theirs  each  harvefl  dancing  in  the  gale, 
"  Whatever  crowns  the  hill,  or  fmiles  along  the 
"  vale. 
"  Outcaft  of  nature,  man !  the  wretched  thrall 
"  Of  bitter-dropping  fweat,  of  fweltry  pain, 
"  Of  cares  that  eat  away  thy  heart  with  gall, 
"  And  of  the  vices,  an  inhuman  train, 
"   That  all  proceed  from  favage  third  of  gain ! 
"  For  when  hard-hearted  intered  firft  began 
"  To  poifon  earth,  Adrsea  left  the  plain ; 
"  Guile,violence,  and  murder,  fciz'd  on  man, 
'  And,  for  foft  milky  dreams,  with  blood  the 
"  rivers  ran. 
"  Come  ye  who  ftill  the  cumbrous  load  of  life 
«  Pufli  hard  up  hill;  but, as  the  fartheft  deep 
"  You  truft  to* gain,  and  put  an  end  to  itrife, 
*  Down  thunders  back  the  done  with  mighty 

"  (weep, 
"  And  hurls  your  labours  to  the  valley  deep, 
11  For  ever  vain  ;  come,  and  withouten  fee 
t:  I  in  oblivion  will  your  forrows  deep, 
"  Your  cares.your  toils;  will  deep  you  inafea 
"  Of  full  delight:  oh  come,  ye  weary  wights  to 
(i  me  ! 
u  With  me  you  need  not  rife  at  early  dawn,. 
"  To  pafs  the  joylefs  day  in  various  founds  -x 
"  Or,  louting  low,  on  upftart  fortune  fawn, 
"  And  fell  fair  honour  for  fome  pal  cry  pounds: 
"  Or  thro'  the  city  take  your  dirty  rounds, 
"  To  cheat,  and  dun,  and  lie,  and  vifit  pay, 
"  Now  flattering    bafe,    now  giving  fecret 

"  rounds; 
"  Or  proul  in  courts  of  law  for  human  prey, 
«  In  venal  fenate  thieve,  or  rob  on  broad  higli- 
"  way. 
"  No  cocks  with  me  to  ruftic  labour  call, 
«  From  village  on  to  village  founding  clear  ; 
"  To  tardy  fwains  no  (hrill'd-voic'd  matrons 
«  (quail;  LearJ 

"  No  dogs,  no  babes,  no  wives,  to  dun  your 
"  No  hammers  thump ;  no  horrid  blackfmith 
a  fear.  [dart, 

(i  No  noify  tradefmen  your  fweet  (lumbers 
"  With  founds  that  are  a  mifery  to  hear : 
"  But  all  is  calm,  as  would  delight  the  heart 
Of  Sybarite  of  old,  all  nature  and  all  art. 
"  Here  nought  but  candour  reigns,  indulgent 

«  eafe,  [dovvn: 

«  Good-natur'd  lounging,  (luaiU'nng  «Pfa 

«  They 
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u  They  who  are  pleas'd  themfelves  muftal  way  s 

"  pleafe; 
"  On  others  ways  they  never  fquinta  frown, 
w  Nor  heed  what  haps  in  hamlet  or  in  town. 
t:  Thus,  from  the  fource  of  tender  indolence, 
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Tho'  fome  there  were  who  would  not  further 
And  his  alluring  baits  fufpe6led  han.    [pafs* 
The  wife  diilrull  the  too  fair  fpoken  man; 
Yet  thro'  the  gate  they  call  a  wifhful  eye: 
Not  to  move  on,  forfooth,  is  ail  they  can ; 
For,  do  their  very  bell,  they  cannot  fly ; 

u  Is  footh'd  and  fweeten'd  by  the  focial  fenfe-.  But  often  each  way  look,  and  often  forely  figh. 

For intYeft,  envy,  pride, and  ftrife  are  baninVd       When  this  the  watchful  wicked  wizard  faw, 
"  hence. 

u  What,  what  is  virtue,  but  repofe  of  mind  ? 


With  milky  blood  the  heart  is  overflown, 


'*  A  pure  ethereal  calm,  that  knows  no  florm; 
"  Above  the  reach  of  wild  ambition's  wind, 
"  Above  thofe  paifions  that  th  is  world  deform, 
H  And  torture  man,  a  proud  malignant  wonn! 
"  But  here  inflead,  loft  gales  of  pafllon  play, 
u  And  gently  iiir  the  heart,  thereby  to  form 
"  A  quicker  fenfe  of  joy  ;  as  breezes  ilray 
"  Acrofs  th'enliven'd  (kies,  aud  make  them  (lill 
"  more  gay. 

"  The  bell  of  men  have  ever  lov'd  repofe ; 
<;  They  hate  to  mingle  in  the  filthy  fray; 
"  Where  the  foul  fours,  and  gradual  rancour 

"  grows, 
<{  Embitter'd  more  from  peevilh  day  to  day. 
"  Ev'n  thofewhom  fame  has  lenther  faired  ray, 
**  Themoftrenown'd  of  worthy  wights  of  yore, 
"  From  a  bafe  world  at  laft  have  itol'n  away. 
"  So  Scipio,  to  the  foft  Cumjean  fhore 
•'  Retiring,  tailed  joy  he  never  knew  before. 

"  But  if  a  little  exercife  you  choofe, 
"  Some  zeit  for  eafe,  'tis  not  forbidden  here. 
"  Amid  the  groves  you  may  indulge  themufe; 
*•'  Or  tend  the  blooms,  and  deck  the  vernal 

'•'  year; 
"  Or  foftly  Healing,  with  your  watery  gear, 
'•'  Along  the  brooks,  the  crimfon-fpotted  fry 
"  You  maydelude:  thewhiiftamus'd  you  hear 
"  Nowthe  hoarfe  ftream,  and  nowthe  zephyr's 

"  %h, 
"  Attuned  to  the  birds  and  woodland  melody. 

"  O  grievous  folly  !  to  heap  up  eftate, 
"  Lofing  the  days  you  fee  beneath  the  fun  ; 
"  When,fudden,comesb!md  unrelentingfate, 
u  Andgivestheuntafted  portion  youhavewpn 
**  With  ruthlefs  toil,  and  many  a  wretch  un- 

"  done,  [reign, 

"  To  thofe  who  mock  you  gone  to  Pluto's 
"  Therewith  fad  ghoils  to  pine,  and  fhadows 

*  dun  : 
"  But  fure  it  is  of  vanities  moll  vain,  [tain." 
"  To  toil  for  what  you  here  untoiling  may  ob- 

He  ceas'd.  Butitilltheirtremblingearsretain'd 
The  deep  vibrations  of  his  'witching  fong; 
That  by  a  kind  of  magic  pow'r  conilrain'd 
To  enter  in,  pell-mell,  the  lill'ning  throng. 
Heapspour'donheaps,andyettheyilipp'dalong. 
In  filent  eafe ;  as  when  beneath  the  beam 


Withfuddenfpringheleap'duponthemftraight 
And,  foon  as  touch'd  by  his  unhallow'd  paw, 
They  found  themfelveswithin  the  curled  gate} 
Full  hard  to  be  repal's'd,  like  that  of  fate. 
Not  ftronger  were  of  old  the  giant  crew 
Who  fought  to  pull  highjove  from  regal  Hate; 
Tho'feeble  wretch  he  feem'd  of  fallow  hue, 

Certes,  who  bides  his  grafp,  will  that  encounter 
rue. 
For,  whomfoe'er  the  villain  takes  in  hand, 
Their  joints  un\nit,  their  finews  melt  apace, 
As  lithe  they  grow  as  any  willow  wand, 
And  of  theirvanquiuVd  force  remains  notrace. 
So  when  a  maiden  fair,  of  modeit  grace, 
In  all   her  buxom  blooming  May  of  charms, 
Is  feized  irr  fome  lofel's  hot  embrace, 
She  waxeth  very  weakly  as  (he  warms, 

Then  figning  yields  her  up  to  love's  delicious 
harms. 

Wak'd  by  the  crow^flowfrom  his  bencharofe 
A  comely  full -fp read  porter,  fwoln  with  lieep; 
His  calm,  broad,  thoughtlefs  afpecl  breathed 

repofe, 
And  in  fweet  torpor  he  was  plunged  deep, 
Ne  could  himfelf  from  ceafeleis  yawning  keep: 
While  o'er  his  eyes  the  drowfy  liquor  ran, 
Thro'which  his  half- wak'd  foul  would  faintly 

peep. 
Then  taking  his  black  ftaflf,  he  call'd  his  man, 
Androus'dhimftlfasmuchasroufehimfelf  hecan. 
The  lad  leap'd  lightly  at  his  mailer's  call, 
He  was,  to  weet,  a  little  roguim  page, 
Save  fleep  and  play  who  minded  not  at  all, 
Like  moil  the  untaught  ftriplings  of  his  age. 
This  boy  he  kept  each  band  to  difengage, 
Garters,  and  buckles,  talk  for  him  unfit, 
But  ill-becoming  his  grave  perfonage, 
And  which  his  portly  paunch  would  not  per- 
mit ; 
So  this  fame  limber  page  to  all  performed  it. 
Meantime  the  mailer-porter  wide  difplay'd 
Great  (lore  of  caps,  of  flippers,  and  of  gowns; 
Wherewith  he  thofe  who  enter'd  in  array 'd, 
Loofe  as  thebreeze  that  playsalong  the  downs, 
And  waves  the  fummer. woods  when  evening 

frowns. 
O  fair  undrefs,  beft  drefs  !  it  checks  no  vein, 
But  ev'ry  flowing  limb  in  pleafure  drowns, 
And  heightens  eafe  with  grace.    This  done^ 
right  fain, 


Or  tTZ  T°T'^n  di^nt  Wri3  an:°ng'  Sir  Porter  fat  him'down^nd  turn'd  to  fleepagain. 
Oi  by  iome  flood  all  filver'd  with  the  eleam,       -r,  r       uu    *u      t     i.    r  .  -Jr\ 

k-  r~*.  — u-j-.-j  r  ,   •  Thus  eafy  rob'd,  they  to  the  fountain  fped, 


The  (oft  embodied  fays  thro'  airy  portal  ftream. 
By  the  fmooth  demon  fo  it  order'd  was, 
And  here  his  baneful  bounty  firft  began : 


That  in  the  middle  of  the  court  up-threw 
A  dream,  high  fpouting  from  its  liquid  bed, 
And  tailing  back  again  in  drizzly  dew  : 

There 
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There  each  deep  draughts,  as  deep  he  thirfted, 

drew. 
It  was  a  fountain  of  Nepenthe  rare:     (grew, 
Whence,  as  Dan  Homer  fings,huge  pleaiaunce 
And  fweet  oblivion  of  vile  earthly  care  ; 
Fair  gladfome  waking    thoughts,    and  joyous 

dreams  more  fair. 

This  rite  perforrn'd,  all  inly  pleas'd  and  ftill, 
Withouten  tromp  was  proclamation  made: 
"  Ye  fons  of  Indolence,  do  what  you  will ; 
*£  Andwanderwhereyoulift,thro'hall  orglade ! 
**  Be  no  man's  pleafure  for  another's  ftaid; 
4i  Let  each  as  likes  him  belt  his  hours  employ ; 
*'  And  curs'd  be  he  who  minds  his  neigh- 

"  bour's  trade ! 
u  Here  dwells  kind  eafe  and  unreproving  jo)r: 

**  He  little  merits  blifs  who  others  can  annoy." 
Straight  of  thefe  endlefs  numbers,  fwarmmg 

round, 
As  thick  as  idle  motes  in  funny  ray, 
Hot  one  eftfouns  in  view  was  to  be  found, 
But  ev'ry  man  ft  roll' d  off  his  own  glad  way. 
Wide  o'er  this  ample  court's  blank  area, 
With  all  the  lodges  that  thereto  pertain'd, 
No  living  creature  could  be  feen  to  ftray  ; 
While  folitude  and  perfect  filence  reign'd: 

So  that  to  think  you  dream'd  you  almoft  was 
conftrain'd. 

As  when  a  fhepberd  of  the  *  Hebrid  Ifles, 
Plac'd  far  amid  the  melancholy  main, 
(Whether  it  be  lone  fancy  him  beguiles, 
Or  that  aerial  beings  fometimes  deign 
To  ftand,  embodied,  to  our  fenfes  plain) 
Sees  on  the  naked  hill,  or  valley  low, 
The  whilft  in  ocean  Phcebus  dips  his  wain, 
A  vaft  aflembly  moving  to  and  fro : 
Then  all  at  once  in  air  diflblves  the  wondrous 
fhow. 

Ye  gods  of  quiet  and  of  fieep  profound, 
Whole  foft  dominion  o'er  this  caftle  fways, 
And  all  the  wildly  filent  places  round, 
Forgive  me  if  my  trembling  pen  difplays 
What  never  yet  was  fung  in  mortal  lays. 
But  how  (hall  I  attempt  i'uch  arduous  ftring. 
I  who  have  fpent  my  nights  and  nightly  days 
In  this  foul-deadening  place,  loofe  loitering? 
Ah!  how  mall  I  forthisuprear  my  moulted  wing? 

Come  on,  my  mufe,  nor  ftoop  to  low  defpair; 
Thou  imp  of  Jove,  touch'd  by  celeftial  fire! 
Thou  yet  malt  fmg  of  war,  and  a&ions  fair, 
Which  the  bold  fons  of  Britain  will  infpire; 
Of  ancient  bards  thou  yet  malt  fweep  the  lyre; 
Thou  yet  (halt  tread  in  tragic  pall  the  ftage, 
Paint  love's  enchanting  woes,  the  hero's  ire, 
The  fages  calm,  the  patriot's  noble  rage, 
Damingcorruptiondownthro'ev'ryworthlefsage. 

The  doors,  that  knew  no  fhrill  alarming  bell, 
Ne  curfed  knocker  plied  by  villain's  hand, 
Self-open'd  into  halls,  where,  who  can  tell 
What  elegance  and  grandeur  wide  expand, 


The  pride  of  Turkey  and  of  Perfnn  land  ? 
Soft  quilts  onquilts,  on  carpets  carpets  fpread, 
And  couches  ftfetch  around  in  feemly  band; 
And  endlefs  pillows  rift  to  prop  the  bead; 
So  that  each  fpacious  room  was  one  full-fweliing 
bed. 

And  every  where  huge  cover'd  tables  ftood, 
With  wines  high  flavour'd  and  rich  viands 

crown'd ; 
Whatever  fprightly  juice  or  tafteful  food 
On  the  green  bofom  of  this  earth  are  found, 
And  ail  old  ocean  genders  in  his  round  : 
Some  hand  unfeen  thefe  (ilently  difplay'd, 
Ev'n  undemanded  by  a  fign  or  found  : 
You  need  but  wifli  ;  and  inftantly  obey'd, 
Fair  rang'd  the  dimes  rofe,  and  thick  the  glafles 

play'd. 

Here  freedom  reign'd  without  the  leaft  alloys 
Nor  goflip/s  tale,  nor  ancient  maiden's  gall, 
Nor  faintly  fpleen,  durft  murmur  at  our  joy, 
And  with  envenom 'd  tongueourpleafurespalL. 
P'or  why  ?  there  was  but  one  great  rule  for  ail  ; 
To  wit,  that  each  mould  work  his  own  defire, 
And  eat,  drink,  fiudy,  deep,  as  it  may  fall, 
Or  melt  the  time  in  love,  or  wake  the  lyre, 
\nd  carol  what,  unbid,  the  mufes  might  infpire. 

The  rooms  with  coftly  tapeftry  were  hung, 
Where  was  enwoven  many  a  gentle  tale  ; 
Such  as  of  old  the  rural  poets  Jung, 
Or  of  Arcadian  or  Sicilian  vale : 
Reclining  lovers,  in  the  lonety  dale, 
Pour'd  forth  at  large  the  fweetly  tortur'd  heart, 
Or,  iighing  tender  paiTion,  fweld  the  gale, 
And  taughtcharm'd  echotorefoundtheirfmart; 
While  flocks,  woods,  ftreams,  around  repofe 
and  peace  impart. 

Thofe  pleas'd  the  molt,  where,  by  a  cunning 
Depainted  was  the  patriarchal  age ;  [hand, 
What  time  Dan  Abraham  left  the  Chaldee  land, 
And  paftur'd  on  from  verdant  ftage  to  ftage, 
Where  fields  and  fountains  frefh  could  belt 

engage. 

Toil  was  not  then.  Of  nothing  took  they  heed, 

But  with  wild  beafts  the  fylvan  war  to  wage, 

And  o'er  vaft  plains  their  herds  and  flocks  to 

feed : 

Blcft  fons  of  Nature  they!  true  goldenage  indeed! 

Sometimes  the  pencil,  in  cool  airy  halls, 
Bade  the  gay  bloom  of  vernal  landfcapes  rife, 
Orautumn's  varied  fhades  imbrown  the  walls.: 
Now  the  black  tempeft  ftrikes  th'  aftoniih'd 

eyes; 
Now  down  the  fteep  the  flaming  torrent  flies; 
The  trembling  fun  now  plays  o'er  ocean  blue, 
And  nowrude  mountains  frown  amidthefkie&j 
Whate'erLorrain  light-touch'd  with  foftning 

hue 
Or  favage  Rofa  dafh'd,  or  learned  Pouflin  drew. 

Each  found  too  here  to  languifhment  inclin'd, 
Lull'd  the  weak  bofom,  and  induced  eafe. 


*  Thofe  iflands  on  the  weitecn  coaft  of  Scotland,  called  the  Hebrides. 
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Aerial  mufic  in  the  warbling;  wifid, 
At  diftance  rifing  oft,  by  fmall  degrees 
Nearer  and  nearer  came,  till  o'er  the  trees 
It  hung,  and  breath'd  fuch  foul-dilfolving 
As  did  alas  !  with  foft  perdition  pleaie:  [airs, 
Entangled  deep  in  its  enchanting  {hares, 
The  lift'ningheart  forgot  all  duties  and  ail  cares. 

A  certain  mufic,  never  known  before, 
Here  lull'd  the  penlive  melancholy  mind, 
Full  eafily  obtain'd.     Behoves  no  more, 
1      But  fidelong,  to  the  ge.itiy- waving  wind, 
To  lay  the  well-tun'd  initrument  reclin'd; 
From  which  with  airy  flying  fingers  light, 
Beyond  each  mortal  touch  the  moll  rehVd, 
The  god  of  winds  drew  founds  of  deep  delight : 
Whence,  with  juit  caufe,  the  Harp  of  ^oius  * 


it  hight. 


Ah  me  !  what  hand  can  touch  the  firing  fo 
Who  up  the  lofty  diapafon  roll  [tine  ? 

Such  fweet,  fuch  fad,  fuch  folemn  airs  divine, 
Then  let  them  down  again  into  the  foul  ? 
Now  rifing  love  they  fann'd;  now  pleafing  dole 
They  breath'd,  in  tender  mufings,  thro'  the 

heart ; 
And  now  a  graver  facred  ftrain  they  Hole, 
As  when  feraphic  hands  a  hymn  impart : 
Wild  warbling  nature  all,  above  the  reach  of  art! 
Such  the  gay  fplendour,  the  luxurious  flate 
Of  caliphs  old,  who  on  the  Tygris'  more, 


In  mighty  Bagdat,  populous  and  great,  [ltore; 
Held  their  bright  court,  where  was  of  iadies 
And  verfe,  love,  mufic  (till  the  garland  wore: 
When  deep  was  coy,  the  bard  in  waiting  there 
Cheer'd  the  lonemidnight  withtheMuie'slore; 
Compofing  mufic  bade  his  dreams  be  fair, 
And  mufic  lent  new  gladnefs  to  the  morning 
air  f. 

Near  the  pavillions  where  we  fiept,  ftill  ran 
Soft  tinkling  llreams,  and  darning  waters  fell, 
And  fobbing  breezes  figh'd,  and  oft  began 
(So  work'd  the  wizard)  wint'ry  ltorms  tofvvell, 
As  heaven  and  earth  they  would  together  mell : 
At  doors  and  windows,  threating  feeuvd  to 

call 
The  demons  of  the  tempeft,  growling  fell, 
Yet  the  leall  entrance  found  they  none  at  all; 
Whence  fweeter  grew  our  lleep,  lecure  in  mafly 

hall. 

And  hitherMorpheus  fenthis  kindeft  dreams, 
Railing  a  world  of  gayer  tincr.  and  grace  ; 
O'er  which  were  fhadowy  caftelylian  gleams 
That  play'd  in  waving  lights,  from  place  to 

place, 
And  iTied  a  rofeate  fmile  on  nature's  face. 
Not  Titian's  pencil  e'er  could  lb  array, 
So  fleece  with  clouds,  the  pure  ethereal  fpace; 
Ne  could  it  e'er  fuch  melting  forms  difplay, 
As  loofe  on  flow'ry  beds  all  languifhingly  lay. 


No,  fair  illufions  !  artful  phantoms,  no  ! 
My  Mufe  will  not  attempt  your  fairy  land  : 
She  has  no  colours  that  like  you  can  glow  ; 
To  catch  your  vivid  icenes  too  grofs  her  hand. 
But  fure  it  is,  was  ne'er  a  fubtler  band  [rites, 
Than  thefe  fame  guileful  angel-feeming  fpi- 
Who  thus  in  dreamsvoluptuous,foftandoJand, 
Pour'd  all  theArabian  heaven  uponournights, 
And  blefs'd  them  oft  befides  with  more  refin'd 
delights. 

They  were,  in  footh,  a  molt  enchanting  train, 
Ev'n  feigning  virtue  ;  fkilful  to  unite 
With  evil  good,  and  ftrew  with  pleafure  pain. 
But  for  thefe  fiends  whom  blood  and  broils 

delight, 
Who  hurt  the  wretch,  as  if  to  hell  outright, 
Down,  down  black  gulphs,where  fullen  waters 

fleep, 
Or  hold  him  clambering  all  the  fearful  night 
On  beetling  cliffs,  or  pent  in  ruins  deep  : 
They,  till  due  time  fliould  ferve,  were  bid  far 

hence  to  keep. 

Ye  guardian  fpirits,  to  whom  man  is  dear, 
From  thefe  foul  demons  fhield  the  midnight 
Angels  of  fancy  and  of, love  be  near,  [gloom: 
And  o'er  the  blank  of  fleep  diffufe  a  bloom  : 
Evoke  the  facred  fhades  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  let  them  virtue  with  a  look  impart : 
But  chief,  awhile,  oh  lend  us  from  the  tomb 
Thole  long  loll-friends  for  whom  in  love  we 
fmart,  [heart. 

And  fill  with  pious  awe  and  joy-mixt  woe  the 

Or,  are  you  fportive,  bid  the  morn  of  youth 
Rife  to  new  light,  and  beam  afrefh  the  days 
Of  innocence,  iimplicity,  and  truth,  [ways. 
To  cares  eflrang'd,  and  manhood's  thorny 
What  tranfport,  to  retrace  our  boyifh  plays, 
Our  eafy  blifs,  when  each  thing  joy  fupplied ; 
The  wocds,  the  mountains,  and  the  warbling 
maze  [wide, 

Of  the  wild  brooks  ! — But,  fondly  wand'ring 
MyMufe,refume  the  tafk  thatyet  doth  thee  abide. 

One  great  amufement  of  our  houfehold  was, 
1 1  a  huge  cryftal  magic  globe  to  fpy, 
Still  as  you  turn'd  it,  all  things  that  do  pafs 
Upon  this  ant-hill  earth;  where  conllantly 
Of  idly  bufy  men  the  reftlefs  fry 
Run  buftling  to  and  fro  with  foolifh  hafte, 
In  fearch  of  plenfures  vain  that  from  them  fly, 
Or  which  obtain'd  the  catiffs  dare  not  tafle: 
When  nothing  is  enjoy'd,  can  there  be  greater 
wafie  ? 


Of  Vanity  the  mirror  this  was  call'd : 
Here  you  a  muckworm  of  the  town  might  fee 
At  his  dull  defk,  amid  his  ledgers  ftali'd, 
Eat  up  with  carking  care  and  penurie  ; 
Mofl  like  to  carcafe  pitch'd  on  gallows-tree. 
fi  A  penny  faved  is  a  penny  got  j" 


*  This  is  not  an  imagination  of  the  author ;  there  being  in  fatt  fuch  an  inftniment,  called  bolus's  Harp, 
which,  when  placed  againft  a  little  rufhing  or  current  of  air,  produces  the  effe&  here  de(crib=d. 

f  The  Arabian  caliphs  had  poets  among  the  officers  of  their  court,  whofe  office  it  was  to  do  what  is 
here  mentioned. 

Firm 
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Firm  to  this  fcoundrel  maxim  keepeth  he, 
Ne  of  its  rigour  will  he  bate  a  jot, 
Till  it  has  quench'd  his  fire, and  banilhed  his  pot. 

Straight  from  thefilth  of  this  low grub,behold! 
Comes  fluttering  forth  a  gaudy  ipend  thrift 

lieir, 
All  glolly  gay;  enamell'd  all  with  gold, 
The  filly  tenant  of  the  fummer  air, 
In  folly  loll,  of  nothing  takes  he  care; 
P.imps,lawyers,ftewards, harlots, flatterers  vile, 
And  thieving  tradefmen  him  among  them 

mare : 
His  father's  ghoft  from  limbo-lake,  the  while, 
Sees  this,  which  more  damnation  does  upon  him 

pile. 
This  globe  portray' d  the  race  of  learned  men, 
Still  at  their  books,  and  turning  o'er  the  page 
Backwards  and  forwards :  oft  they  match  the 
As  if  infpir'd,  and  in  a  Thefpian  rage ;  [pen, 
Then  write  and  blot,aswould  yourruthengage. 
Why,  Authors,  all  this  fcrawl  and  fcribbling 

fore, 
To  lofe  the  prefent,  gain  the  future  age, 
Praifed  to  be  when  you  can  hear  no  more, 
And   much  enrich'd  with  fame  when  uselefs 

worldly  flore. 

Then  would  a  fplendid  city  rife  to  view, 
With  carts,  and  cars,  and  coaches  roaring  all. 
Wide  pour'd  abroad  behold  the  giddy  crew: 
See  how  they  dafh  along  from  wall  to  wall ! 
At  ev'ry  door,  hark,  how  they  thund'ring  call! 
"  Good  Lord !  what  can  this  giddy  rout  excite  ? 
Why,  on  each  other  with  fell  tooth  to  fall; 
A  neighbour's  fortune,  fame,  orpeace  to  blight, 
And  make  new  tirefome  parties  for  the  com- 
ing night. 

The  puzzling  fons  of  party  next  appear'd, 
In  dark  cabals  and  nightly  juntos  met;  [rear'd 
And  now  they  whifper'd  clofe,  now  flirugging 
The  important  moulder  ;  then,  as  if  to  get 
New  light,  their  twinkling  eyes  were  inward 
No  fooncr  Lucifer  *  recals  affairs,  [let. 

Than  forth  they  various  rum  in  mighty  fret! 
When,  lo!  pufh'd  up  to  pow'r,  and  crown'd 
their  cares,  [flairs 

In  comes  another  fet,  and  kicketh  them  down 

But  what  mofl  fhew'd  the  vanity  of  life, 
Was  to  behold  the  nations  all  on  fire, 
In  cruel  broils  engag'd,  and  deadly  flrife  : 
Mofl  Chriftian  kings,  inflam'd  by  black  defire ! 
With  honourable  ruffians  in  their  hire, 
Caufe  war  to  rage, and  blood  around  to  pour: 
Of  this  fad  work  when  each  begins  to  tire, 
Theyfitthem  down  juflwhere  they  werebefore, 
Till  for  new  fcenes   of  woe  peace  mall   their 
force  reflore. 
To  number  up  the  thoufands  dwelling  here, 
An  ufelefs  were,  and  eke  an  endlefs  talk ; 
From  kings,  and  thofe  who  at  the  helm  appear, 
Togypfies  brown  in  fummer-glades  who  bafk. 
Yea  many  a  man,  perdie,  I  could  unmafk, 
Whofe  deik  and  table  make  a  iblemn  fhow, 


With  tape-tied  train,  and  fuits  of  fools  that  afk 
For  place  or  pennon,  laid  in  decent  row  ; 
Butthefe  I  pafTenby,withnamelefsnumbersmoc. 

Of  all  the  gentle  tenants  of  the  place, 
There  was  a  man  of  fpecial  grave  remark : 
A  certain  tender  gloom  o'erfpread  his  face, 
Penfive,  not  fad,  in  thought  involv'd  not  dark. 
As  footh  this  man  could  (Lag  as  morning  lark, 
And  teach  the  noblefl  morals  of  the  heart; 
But  thefe  his  talents  were  yburied  ftark  ; 
Of  the  fine  flores  he  nothing  would  impart, 

Which  orboon  naturegave,ornature-paintingart. 
To  noon-tide  fhades  incontinent  he  ran, 
Where  purls  the  brook  with  fleep-inviting 

found. 
Or  when  Dan  Sol  to  Hope  his  wheels  began, 
Amid  the  broom  he  balk'd  him  on  the  ground, 
Where  the  wildthvme  and  camomile  arefound: 
There  would  he  linger,  till  the  lateft  ray 
Of  light  fat  trembling  on  the  welkin's  bound; 
Then  homeward  thro'  the  twilight  fhadows 
ftray, 

Sauntering  and  flow.  So  had  he  paffed  many  a  day. 

Yet  not  in  thoughtlefs  {lumber  were  they  paft, 
For  oft  the  heavenly  fire  that  lay  conceal'd 
Beneath  the  fleeping  embers,  mounted  farft, 
And  all  its  native  light  anew  reveal'd  : 
Oft  as  he  travers'd  the  ccerulean  field,  [wind, 
And  mark'd  the  clouds  that  drove  before  the 
Tenthoufand  glorious  fyfremswould  he  build, 
Ten  thoufand  great  ideas  fill'd  his  mind ; 

But  with  the  clouds  they  fled,  and  left  no  trace 
behind. 
With  him  was  fometimes  join'd  in  filent  walk 
(Profoundly  filent,  for  they  never  fpoke) 
One  fhyer  ftill,  who  quite  deteited  talk : 
Oft,  flung  by  fpleen,  at  once  away  he  broke 
Togrovesofpine,andbroado'erfhadowingo?J-;; 
There,  inly  thrill'd,  he  wander'd  all  alone, 
And  on  himfelfhis  penfive  fury  wroke, 
Ne  ever  utter'd  word,  fave  when  firft  flior.e 

The  glittering  ftar  of  eve — "  Thank  heaven  I 
11  the  day  is  done." 

Here  lurch'd  awretch  who  had  notcreptabroad 
For  forty  years,  ne  face  of  mortal  feen  5 
In  chamber  brooding  like  a  loathly  toad  : 
And  lure  his  linen  was  not  very  clean. 
Thro'  fee  ret  loop-holes, that  had  practis'd  been 
Near  to  his  bed,  his  dinner  vile  he  took; 
Unkcmpt,and  rough,  of  fqualid  faceand  mien, 
Our  caftle's  fhame  !  whence,  from  his  filthy 
nook, 
We  drove  the  villain  out  for  fitter  lair  to  look. 

One  day  there  chane'd  into  thefe  halls  to  rove 
A  joyous  youth,  who  took  you  at  firfl  fight ; 
Him  the  wild  wave  of  pleafure  hither  drove, 
Before  the  fprightly  tern  pert-tolling  light : 
Certes,  he  was  a  molt  engaging  wight, 
Of  focial  glee,  and  wit  humane  tho'  keen, 
Turning  the  night  to  day  and  day  to  night; 
For  him  the  merry  bells  had  rung,  I  ween, 
If  in  this  nook  of  quiet  bells  had  ever  been. 


*  The  Morning  Star. 


But 


Bo  o  k  IT,  DIDACTIC,    DESCRIPTIVE,   &c. 

But  not  e'en  pleafure  to  excefs  is  good  : 
What  moil  elates  then  iinks  the  foul  as  low  : 
0  When  fpring-tide  joy  pours  in  with  copious 
flood, 
The  higher  (till  the  exulting  billows  flow, 
The  farther  back  again  they  flagging  go, 
And  leave  us  groveling  on  the  dreary  ihore: 
Taught  by  this  fon  or" joy,  we  found  it  lb; 
'    Who,  whilft  he  (laid,  kept  in  a  gay  uproar 
Our  maddeii'd  cattle  all,  the  abode  of  lleep  no 
more. 

As  when  in  prime  of  June  a  burnifh'd  fly 
Sprung  from  the  meads,  o'er  which  he  fweeps 

along, 
Cheer' d  by  the  breathing  bloom  and  vital  flcy, 
Tunes  up  amid  thefe  aiiy  halls  his  fong, 
Soothing  at  firlt  the  gay  repoiing  thro 
And  oft  he  iips  their  bowl;  or  nearlydrown'd, 
He,thence  recovering,drives  their  bedsamong, 
And   fcares  their  tender  lleep,  with  tromp 
profound; 
Then  out  again  he  flies,  to  wing  his  mazy  round. 

Another  gueft  there  was,  of  fenfe  refin'd, 
Who  felt  each  worth,  for  ev'ry  worth  he  had, 
Serene  yet  warm,  humane  yet  firm  his  mind, 
As  little  touched  as  any  man's  with  bad  ; 
Him  thro'  their  inmoft  walks  the  Mufes  lad, 
To  him  the  lacred  love  of  nature  leant, 
And  ibmetimeswouid  hemake  our  valley  glad: 
Whenas  we  found  he  would  not  here  be  pent, 
To  him  the  better  fort  this  friendly  melfage  fent: 

"  Come,  dwell  with  us  !  true  fon  of  virtue, 

come  ! 
u  But  if,  alas  I  we  cannot  th.ee  perfuade 
"  To  ly  content  beneath  our  peaceful  dome, 
"  Ne  ever  more  to  quit  our  quiet  glade ;_ 
"  Yet  when  at  laft  thy  toils  but  ill  apaid 
"  Shall  dead  thy  fire,  and  damp  its  heavenly 

"  fpark, 
"  Thou  wilt  be  glad  to  feek  the  rural  fliade, 
"  There  to  indulge  the  mufe,  and  nature  mark: 
**  We  then  a  lodge  for  thee  will  rear  in  Hagley 

"  Park." 
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Here  whilom  liggM  the  Efopus  *  of  the  age  ; 
But  calTd  by  tame,  in  foul  ypricked  deep, 
A  noble  pride  reftor'd  him  to  the  itage, 
And  rous'd  him  like  a  giant  from  his  deep. 
Even  from  his  {lumbers  we  advantage  reap : 
Withdoubleforcethe  enliven'd  fcene  he  wake?, 
Yet  quits  not  nature's  bounds.     He  knows 

to  keep 
Each  due  decorum :  now  the  heart  he  makes, 
And  now  with  well-urg'd  fenfe  the  enlighten'd 

judgment  takes. 

Abard  here  dwelt,  more  fat  than  bardbefeems; 
Who  f,  void  of  envy,  guile,  and  lull  of  gain, 
On  virtue  ftill,  and  nature's  pleallng  themes, 
Pourd  forth  his  unpremeditated  ftrain  : 
The  world  forlaking  with  a  calm  dildain, 
Here  laugh'd  he  icarelefs  in  his  eafy  feat: 
Here  quaff'd  encircled  with-  the  joyous  train, 


*  Mr,  Quia. 


Oft  moral  ilingfage !  his  ditty  fweet 
He  loathed  much  to  write,  ne  cared  to  repeat. 

Full  oft  by  holy  feet  our  ground  was  trod, 
Of  clerks  good  plenty  here  you  mote  efpy. 
A  little,  round,  fat,  oily  man  of  God, 
Was  one  I  chiefly  mark'd  among  the  fry ; 
He  had  a  roguith  twinkle  in  his  eye, 
And  flione  all  glittering  with  ungodly  dew, 
If  a  tight  damiel  chane'd  to  trippen  by; 
Which  when  obferv'd,hefhrunk  into  his  mew, 
And  ilraight  would  recollect  his  piety  anew. 

Nor  be  forgot  a  tribe,  who  minded  nought 
(Old  inmates  of  the  place)  but  ftate  affairs: 
They  look'd,perdie,  as  if  they  deeply  thought; 
And  on  their  brow  fat  ev'ry  nation's  cares: 
The  world  by  them  is  parcell'd  out  in  fharesy 
When  in  the  Hailor  Smoke  they  congrefs  hold, 
And  the  fage  beny  fun-burnt  Mocha  bears 
Has  clear'd  their  inward  eye :  then  Imoke- 
enroll'd, 

Their  oracles  break  forth  myfterious  as  of  old- 
Here  languid  beauty  kept  her  pale-fac'd  court: 
Bevies  of  dainty  dames,  of  digh  degree, 
From  every  quarter  hither  made  refort ; 
Where  from  grofs  mortal  care  and  bufinefs  free, 
They  lay,  pour'd  out  in  eafe  and  luxury. 
Or  Ihould  they  a  vain  fhew  of  work  afTume, 
Alas  !  and  well-a-day !  what  can  it  be  ? 
To  knot,  to  twift,  to  range  the  vernal  bloom? 

Biltfariscaltthediftaff,fpinning-wheel,andloom. 

Their  only  labour  was  to  ftill  the  time: 
And  labour  dire  it  is,  and  weary  woe. 
They  fit,  they  loll,  turn  o'er  fome  idle  rhyme: 
Then  riling  fudden,  to  the  glafs  they  go, 
Or  faunter  forth,  with  tottering  ftep  and  flow; 
This  loon  too  rude  an  exercife  they  find ; 
Straight  on  the  couch  their  limbs  again  they 

throw, 
Where  hours  on  hours  they  nghingly  reclin'd, 

And  court  the  vapoury  god  ibft-breathing  in, 
the  wind. 
Now  mult  1  mark  the  villany  we  found, 
But  ah  !   too  late,  as  fhall  eftfoons  be  fhewn. 
A  place  here  was,  deep,  dreary,  under  ground ; 
Where  ftill  our  inmates,    when  unpleafing 

grown, 
Difeas'd  and  loathfome,  privily  were  thrown. 
Far  from  the  light  of  heaven,  they  languifli'd 
Unpitied,utteringmanya-bitter grain ;  [there 
For  of  thofe  wretches  taken  was  no  care:  [were. 

Fierce  fiends,  and  hags  of  hell,  their  only  nurfes 
Alas !  the  change !  from  fcenes  of  joy  and  reft 
To  this  dark  den,  where  ficknefs  tofs'd  alway. 
Here  Lethargy,  with  deadly  deep  oppreft, 
Stretch'd  on  his  back,  a  mighty  lubbard,  lay, 
Heaving  his  fides,  and  fnored  night  and  day; 
To  ftir  him  from  his  trance  it  was  not  eath, 
And  his  half-open'd  eynehefhutftraightway: 
He  led,  I  wot,  the  fofteft  way  to  death, 

And  taught  withouten  pain  and  ftrife  to  yield 
the  breath. 

Of 
f  The  following  lines  of.  this  ftanza  were  writ  by  a  friend  of  the  author. 
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Of  limbs  enormous,  but  withal  un found, 
Soft-fwoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  Hydropfy : 
Unweildy  man;  with  belly  monftrous  round, 
For  ever  fed  with  watery  fupply ; 
For  (till  he  drank,  and  yet  he  itill  was  dry. 
And  moping  here  did  Hypochondria  fit, 
Mother  of  fpleen,  in  robes  of  various  dye, 
Who  vexed  was  fall  oft  with  ugly  fit,  [a  wit. 
And  fome  her  frantic  deem'd,and  fomelierdeem'd 

A  lady  proud  fhe  was,  of  ancient  blood, 
Yet  oft  her  fear  her  pride  made  crouchen  low: 
She  felt,  or  fancied  in  her  flattering  mood, 
All  the  difeafes  which  the  fpittals  know. 
And  fought  all  phyfic  which  the  (hops  bellow, 
And  frill  new  leeches  and  new  drugs  would  try, 
Her  humour  ever  wavering  to  and  fro :    [cry, 
Forfomet'mes  (he  would  laugh,  and  fometimes 
Then  fudden  waxed  wroth;  and  all  ihe  knew 
not  why. 

Faft  by  her  fide  a  liftlefs  maiden  pin'd,  [ings; 
"With  achinghead.  and  fqueami(hheart-burn- 
Pale,bloated,  cold,  (lie  feem'd  to  hate  mankind, 
Yet  lov'd  in  fecret  all  forbidden  things. 
And  here  the  Tertian  makes  his  chilling-wings, 
The  fleeplefs  gout  here  counts  the  crowing 

cocks, 
A  wolf  now  gnaws  him,  now  a  ferpent  flings ; 
Whilftapopiexycramm'dintemp'rance  knocks 
£)own  to  the  ground  at  once,as  butcher  felleth  ox. 

CANTO      II. 

The  Knight  of  Arts  and  Induftry, 
And  his  achievements  f:iir  ; 

That,  by  this  caftle's  overthrow, 
Secur'd  and  crowned  were. 

Escaped  the  caftle  of  the  fire  of  fin, 
Ah  !  where  (hall  I  fo  fweet  a  dwelling  find? 
For  all  around,  without,  and  all  within, 
Nothing  fave  what  delightful  was  and  kind, 
Of  goodnefs  favouring  and  a  tender  mind, 
F'er  rofe  to  view.     But  now  another  ftrain, 
Of  doleful  note,  alas !  remains  behind  ; 
I  now  rauft  ling  of  pleasure  turn'd  to  pain, 
And  of  the  falfe  inchanter  Indolence  complain. 

Is  there  no  patron  to  protect  the  Mufe, 
And  fence  for  her  Parnaffus'  barren  foil? 
To  every  labour  its  reward  accrues, 
And  they  are  fure  of  bread  who  fink  and  moil  ; 
But  a  fell  tribe  the  Aonian  hive  defpoil, 
As  ruthlefs  wafps  oft  rob  the  painful  bee. 
Thus  while  the  laws  not  guard  that  nobleft  toil, 
Ne  for  the  Mufes  other  meed  decree, 
They  praifed  are  alone,  and  ftarve  right  merrily. 

I  care  not,  Fortune,  what  you  me  deny  : 
You  cannot  rob  me  of  free  nature's  grace  ; 
You  cannot  (hut  the  windows  of  the  iky, 
Thro"*  which  Aurora  mews  herbright'ningface; 
You  cannot  bar  my  conftant  feet  to  trace 
The  woods  and  lawns,  by  living  ftream,  at  eve : 
Let  health  my  nerves  and  finer  fibres  brace, 
And  I  their  toys  to  the  great  children  leave : 
Of  fancy,  reafon,  virtue,  nought  can  me  bereave. 


Come  then,  my  Mufe,  and  raife  a  bolder  fong; 
Come,  lig  no  more  upon  the  bed  of  (loth, 
Dragging  the  lazy  languid  line  along, 
Fond  to  begin,  but  (HI I  to  fini(h  loth ; 
Thy  half-writ  fcrolls  all  eaten  by  the  moth : 
Arife,  and  fing  that  generous  imp  of  fame, 
Who  with  the  fons  of  foftnefs  nobly  wroth, 
To  (weep  away  this  human  lumber  came, 
Orina  chofen  few  to  roufe  the  (lumbering flame. 

In  Fairy-land  there  liv'd  a  knight  of  old, 
Of  features  (tern,  Selvagio  yclep'd  5 
A  rough  unpolifh'd  man,  robuft  and  bold, 
But  wondrous  poor:  he  neither  fow'd  nor 

reap'd, 
Ne  (lores  in  fummer  for  cold  winter  heap'dj 
In  hunting  all  his  days  away  he  wore; 
Nowfcorcird  by  J  une,nowinNovember(1eep'd, 
Now  pinch'd  by  biting  January  fore, 
He  (till  in  woods  purfued  tht;  libbard  and  the  boar. 

As  he  one  morning,  long  before  the  dawn, 
Prick'd  thro'  the  foreft  to  diilodge  his  prey, 
Deep  in  the  winding  bofom  of  a  lawn,  [ray, 
With  wood  wild-fring'd,  he  mark'd  a  taper's 
That  from  the  beating  rain,  and  wint'ry  fray, 
Did  to  a  lonely  cot  his  (leps  decoy  ; 
There,  up  to  earn  the  needments  of  the  day, 
He  found  dame  Poverty,  nor  fair  nor  coy  : 
Her  he  comprefs'd,  and  fiU'd  her  with  a  lufty  boy. 

Amid  the  green- wood  (hade  this  boy  was  bred, 
And  grew  at  laft  a  knight  of  muchel  fame, 
Of  active  mind  and  vigorous  luftyhed, 
The  Knight  of  Arts  and  Induftry  by  name. 
Earth  was  his  bed, the  boughs  his  roofdidframej 
He  knew  no  beverage  but  the  flowing  ftream  j 
His  tafteful  well-earn'd  food  the  (ylvan  game, 
Or  the  brown  fruit  with  which  the  woodlands 
teem;  [breme. 

The  fame  to  him  glad  fumrner,  or  the  winter 

So  pafs'd  his  youthly  morning,  void  of  care, 
Wild  as  the  colts  that  thro' the  commons  run: 
For  him  no  tender  parents  troubled  were, 
He  of  the  foreit  feem'd  to  be  the  (on ; 
And  certes  had  been  utterly  undone, 
But  that  Minerva  pity  of  him  took, 
With  all  the  gods  that  love  the  rural  wonne, 
That  teach  to  tame  the  foil  and  rule  the  crook  j 
Ne  did  the  facred  Nine  difdain  a  gentle  look. 

Of  fertile  genius  him  they  nurtur'd  well, 
In  ev'ry  fcience,  and  in  ev'ry  art,         [excel, 
By  which  mankind  the  thoughtlefs  brutes 
That  can  or  ufe,  or  joy,  or  grace  impart, 
Difclofing  all  the  pow'rs  of  head  and  heart: 
Ne  were  the  goodly  exercifes  fpar'd, 
That  brace  the  nerves,  or  make  the  limbs  alert, 
And  mix  elaftic  force  with  (irmnefs  hard: 
Was  never  knight  on  ground  mote  be  with  him 
compar'd. 

Sometimes,  with  early  morn,  he  mounted  gay 
The  hunter-fteed,  exulting  o'er  the  dale, 
And  drew  the  rofeate  breath  of  orient  dayj 
Sometimes  retiring  to  the  fecret  vale, 
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Ycladin  fteel  and  bright  with  burnifh'd  mail, 
He  ftrain'd  the  bow,ortofs'd  thefoundingfpear, 
Or  darting  on  the  goal  outftripp'd  the  gale, 
Or  wheel 'd  the  chariot  in  its  mid  career, 

Or  ifrenuous  wreftled  hard  with  many  a  tough 
compeer. 
At  other  times  he  pried  thro'  nature's  ftore, 
Whatever  (lie  in  th'  ethereal  round  contains, 
Whate'er  fae  hides  beneath  her  verdant  floor, 
The  vegetable  and  the  mineral  reigns ;  [mains, 
Or  elie'he  fcann'd  the  globe,  thofe  fmall  do- 
Where  reftlefs  mortals  inch  a  turmoil  keep, 
Its  Teas,  its  floods,  its  mountains,  and  its  plains, 
But  more  he  fearch'd  the  mind,  and  rous'd 
from  fleep 

Thofe  moral  feeds  whence  we  heroic  acfions  reap 

Nor  would  he  fcorn  to  ftoop  from  high  purfuits 
Of  heavenly  truth,and  praclife  what  lhetaught. 
Vain  is  the  tree  ot  knowledge  without, fruits. 
Sometimes  in  hand  the  fpade  or  plough  he 
caught,  [fraught 

Forth-cailing  all   with  which  boon  earth  is 
Sometimes  he  plied  the  ftrong  mechanic  tool, 
Or  reared  the  fabric  from  the  fineft  draught} 
And  oft  he  put  himfelf  to  Neptune's  fchool, 
Fighting  with  winds  and  waves  on  the  vex'd 
ocean  pool. 
To  folace  then  thefe  rougher  toils,  he  tried 
To  touch  the  kindling  canvas  into  life; 
With  nature  his  creating  pencil  vied, 
With  nature  Joyous  at  the  mimic  ftrife  j 
Or,  to  fuch  fhapes  as  grae'd  Pygmalion's  wife 
He  hew'd  the  marble;  or  with  varied  fire, 
He  rous'd  the  trumpet  and  the  martial  fife, 
Or  bade  the  lute  fvveet  tenderness  infpire; 
Or  verfes  fram'd  that  well  might  wake  Apollo's 
lyre. 
Accomplifh'd  thus  he  from  the  woods  issued, 
Full  of  great  aims,  and  bent  on  bold  emprize ; 
The  work  which   long  he  in  his  breaft  had 

brew'd, 
Now  to  perform  be  ardent  did  devife; 
To  wit,  a  barbarous  world  to  civilise. 
Earth  was  till  then  a  bound'efs  foreft  wild; 
Nought  to  be  {ten  but  lavage  wood  and  flues ; 
No  cities  nouriih'd  arts,  i;o  culture  fmil'd, 
SJo  government,  no  laws,  no  gentle  manners  mild. 

A  rugged  wight,  the  worft  of  brutes  was  man  : 
On  his  own  wretched  kind  he  ruthlefs  prey'd: 
The  ftrongeft  ftill  the  weakeft  over-ran; 
In  ev'ry  country  mighty  robbers  fway'd, 
And  guile  and  ruffian  force  were  all  their  trade. 
Life  was  a  fcene  of  rapine,  want,  and  woe; 
Which  this  brave  knight,  in  noble  anger,  made 
To  fwear,  he  would  the  rafcal  rout  o'erthrow, 
For,  by  the  pow'rs divine,  it  ihould  no  more  be  fo ! 

It  would  exceed  the  purport  of  my  fong, 
To  fay  how  this  bejl  fun  from  orient  climes 
Came  beaming  life  and  beauty  all  along, 
Before  him  chacing  indolence  and  crimes.    . 
Still  as  he  pafs'd,  the  nations  he  fublimes, 
And  calls  forth  aits  and  virtues  with  his  ray  i 
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Then  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Rome  their  golden 
Succefhve,  had ;  but  now  in  ruins  grey  [time& 
They  ly  to  uavifh  floth  and  tyranny  a  prey. 

To  crown  his  toils,  Sir  Induftry  then  fpread 
The  fwelling  fail,  and  made  for  Britain's  coaft> 
A  fylvan  life  till  then  the  natives  led, 
In  the  brown  fhades  and  greenwood  foreft  loft, 
All  carelefs  rambling  where  it  lik'd  them  mofh 
Their  wealth  the  wild  deer  bouncing  thro* 

the  glade: 
They  lodg'd  at  large,  and  liv'd  at  nature's  coft  5 
Save  (pear  and  bow,  withouten  other  aid ; 
Yet  not  the  Roman  fteel  their  naked  breati  dif- 

may'd. 

He  lik'd  the  foil,  he  lik'd  the  clement  fkics, 
He  lik'd  the  verdant  hills  and  flow'ry  plains. 
Be  this  my  great,  my  chofen  ifle  (he  cries)  5 
This,  whilft  my  labours  Liberty  fullains, 
This  queen  of  ocean  all  affault  dildains. 
Nor  lik'd  he  lefs  the  genius  of  the  land, 
To  freedom  apt  and  perfevering  pains : 
Mild  to  obey,  and  gen'rous  to  command, 
Temper'd    by  forming   heaven  with    kindeft 
firmeft  hand. 
Here,  by  degrees,  his  mafter-work  arofe, 
Whatever  arts  and  induftry  can  frame ; 
Whatever  finifh'd  agriculture  knows,  [came, 
Fair  queen  of  arts!  from  heaven  itielf  who 
When  Eden  flourifh'd  in  un!  petted  fame. 
And  ftill  with  her  fweet  innocence  we  find 
And  tender  peace,  and  joys  without  a  name, 
That,  while  they  ravifh,  tranquillize  the  mind, 
Nature  and  art  at  once,  delight  and  ufecombin'd. 

Then  towns  he  quicken'd  by  mechanic  arts, 
And  bade  the  fervent  city  glow  with  toil ; 
Bade  foeial  commerce  raife  renowned  marts, 
Join  land  to  land,  and  marry  foil  to  foil, 
Unite  the  poles,  and  without  bloody  fpoil 
Bring  home  of  either  Ind  the  gorgeous  ftores  j 
Or,  ihould  defpotic  rage  the  world  embroil, 
v.nts  tremble  on  remoteft  fhores; 
While  o'er  th'  encircling  deep  Britannia's  thun- 
•  der  roars. 

The  drooping  Mufes  then  he  weftward  cali'cV 
From  the  fam'd  city  *  by  Propontic  fea, 
What  time  the  Turk  the  enfeebled  Grecian 
thrall'd ;  [free, 

Thence  from  their  cloifter'd  walks  he  fetthera 
And  brought  them  to  another  Caftalie, 
Where  Ifis  many  a  famous  nourfling  breeds; 
Or  where  old  Cam  foft  paces  o'er  the  lea 
In  penfive  mood,  and  tunes  his  Doric  reeds, 
The  whilft  his  flocks  at  large  the  lonely  fhep- 
herd  feeds. 
Yet  the  fine  arts  were  what  he  finifh'd  leaft. 
For  why  ?  thy  are  the  quinteffence  of  all ; 
The  growth  of  labouring  time,  and  flow  en- 

creaft ; 
Unlefs,  as  feldom  chances,  it  fhould  fall,. 
That  mighty  patrons  the  coy  fifters  call 
Up  to  the  funfhine  of  uncumber'd  eafe,  [thrall, 
Where  no  rude  care  themounting  thought  may 

And 
*  Constantinople. 
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And  where  they  nothing  have  to  do  hut  pleafe: 
Ah  !  gracious  God  !  thou  know'il  they  aik  no 
other  fees. 

But  now,  alas !  we  live  too  late  in  time: 
Our  patrons  now  even  grudge  that  little  claim, 
Except  to  fuch  as  fleek  the  Toothing  rhyme ; 
And  yet,  foriboth,  they  wear  Maecenas'  name-. 
Poor  ions  of  puft-up  vanity,  not  fame 
Unbroken  fpirits-  cheer !  ftill,  fiiil  remains 
The  eternal  patron.  Liberty ;  whofe  flame, 

.    While fhe  protects,  infpires'thenobleftitrains. 

The  befl,  and  fweetefl  far,  are  toil-created  gains.. 

Whenas  the  knight  had  fram'd  inBritain-land 
A  matchlefs  form  Of  glorious  government, 
In  which  the  fov'reign  laws  alone  command, 
Laws  'ftablihYd  by  the  public  free  confent, 
Whofe  majeily  is  to  the  fceptre  lent; 
When  this  great  plan,  with  each  dependent  art, 
Was  fettled  firm,  and  to  his  heart's  content, 
Then  fought  he  from  the  toil  feme  fcene  topart, 
And  let  life's  vacant  eve  breathe  quiet  thro'  the 
heart. 

For  this  he  chofe  a  farm  in  Deva's  vale, 
Where  his  long  alleys  peep'd  upon  the  main; 
In  this  calm  feat  he  drew  the  healthful  gale, 
Here  mix'd  the  chief,thepatriot,and  the  fwain. 
The  happy  monarch  of  his  fylvan  train, 
Here,  fided  by  the  guardians  of  the  fold, 
He  walk'd  his  rounds,  and  cheer'd  his  blefl 

domain  : 
His  days,  the  days  of  unftain'd  nature,  roll'd, 
Replete  with  peace  and  joy,  like  patriarchs  of  old. 

Witnefs,ye  lowingherds,  whogave  him  milk; 
Witnefs,  ye  flocks,  whofe  woolly  veftments  far 
Exceed  foft  India's  cotton,  or  her  iilk;  [car, 
Witnefs,  with  autumn  charg'd,  the  nodding 
That  homeward  came  beneath  fweet  evening's 
Or  of  September  moons  the  radiance  mild,  [liar; 
O  hide  thy  head,  abominable  war  ! 
Of  crimes  and  ruffian  idlenefs  the  child ! 
From  heaven  this  life  yfprung,  from  hell  thy 
glories  wild! 

Nor  from  his  deep  retirement  baniuVd  was 
The  muling  care  of  rural  induftry. 
Still  as  with  grateful  change  the  feafons  pafs, 
New  fcenes  arife,  new  landfcapes  ilrike  the  eye, 
And  all  the  enlivened  country  beautify : 
Gay  plains  extend  where  marines  flept  before  ; 
O'er  recent  meads  the  exulting  flreamlets  fly; 
Dark  frowning  heaths  grow  bright  withCeres' 
ftore,  [the  fhore. 

And  woods  embrown  the  flaep,  or  wave  along 

As  nearer  to  his  farm  you  made  approach, 
He  polifh'd  nature  with  a  finer  hand: 
Yet  on  her  beauties  durft  not  art  encroach ; 
'Tis  art's  alone  thefe  beauties  to  expand. 
In  graceful  dance  immingled,  o'er  the  land, 
Pans,  Pales,  Flora,  and  Pomona  play 'd: 
Here  too,  brifk  gales  the  rude  wild  common  | 
fann'd, 


An  happy  place:  where  free  and  unafraid, 
Amid  the  flow'r'ing  brakes  each  coyer  creature 
flray'd. 

But  in  prime  vigor  what  can  laft  foray-? 
That^foul-enfeebiing  wizard  Indolence, 
I  whilom  fung,  wrought  in  his  works  decay: 
Spread  far  and  wide  was  his  curs'd  influence  j 
Of  public  virtue  much  he  dull'd  the  fenfe, 
Even  much  of  private;  ate  our  fpirit  out, 
And  fed  our  rank  luxurious  vices ;  whence 
The  land  was  overlaid  with  many  a  lout; 
Not,  as  old  fame  reports,  wife,  generous,  bold, 
and  flout. 

A  rage  of  pleafure  niaddenM  evYy  bread, 
Down  to  the  loweft  lees  the  ferment  ran: 
To  his  licentious  wifh  each  mult  be  blefs'd, 
With  joy  be  fever'd;  fnatch'it  as  he  can. 
Thus  vice  the  ftandard  rear'd;  her  arrier-ban 
Corruption  cal I'd, and  loud  fhe  gave  the  word, 
"  Mind,  mind  yourfelves!  why  fliould  the 
"  vulgar  man, 
■  "  Thelacqueybe  morevirtuousthan  his  lord? 
"  Enjoy  this  fpan  of  life!  'tis  all  the  gods  afford." 

The  tidings  reach'd  to  where,  in  quiet  halt, 
The  good  oldknightenjoy'dwell-earn'drepofe. 
"  Come,  come,  Sir  Knight !  thy  children  on 

u  thee  call  ; 
"  Come,  fave  us  yet,  ere  ruin  round  us  clofe; 
'«  The  demon  Indolence  thy  toil  o'erthrows." 
On  this  the  noble  colour  flain'd  his  cheeks, 
Indignant, glowing  thro'  thewhiteningfnows 
Of  venerable  eld  ;  his  eye  full  fpeaks  [breaks. 
His  ardent  foul,  and  from  his  couch  at  once  he 

I  will  (he  cried),  fo  help  me,  God  !  deflroy 
That  villain  Archimage.— His  page  then. 
He  to  him  cali'd,  a  fiery-footed  boy,  [ftright 
Benempt  Difpatch.  "  My  fleedbeatthegate, 
u  My  bard  attend  ;quick,bringthenetof  Fate.'* 
This  net  was  twilled  by  the  fiflers  three; 
Which  when  once  caft  o'er  harden'd  wretch, 

too  late 
Repentance  comes:  replevy  cannot  be 
From  the  ilrongiron  grafp  of  vengeful  deftiny. 

He  came,  the  bard,  a  little  druid  wight, 
Of  wither'd  afpeel ;  but  his  eye  was  keen, 
With  fweetnefs  mix'd.     In  ruffet  brown  be- 
As  is  his  lifter  in  the  copfes  green  *,  [dight, 
He  crept  along,  unpromifing  of  mien. 
Grofs  he  who  judges  fo.     His  foul  was  fair, 
Bright  as  the  children  of  yon  azure  fheen. 
True  comelinefs,  which  nothing  can  impair, 
Dwells  in  the  mind :  all  elfe  is  vanity  and  glare. 

Come  (quoth  the  knight),  a  voice  has  reach'd 

mine  ear: 
The  demon  Indolence  threats  overthrow 
To  all  that  to  mankind  is  good  and  dear: 
Come,  Philomel  us  ;  let  us  inftant  go, 
O'erturn  his  bowers,  and  lay  his  caflle  low. 
Thofe  men,  thofe  wretched  men,  who  will  be 

flaves, 
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Mult  drink  a  bitter  wrathful  cup  of  woe: 
But  fome  there  be,  thyfong,as  fromtheirgr;. 
Shall  raife.     Thrice  happy  lie!  who  without  ri- 
gour fives. 
JfTuing  forth,  the  knight  beftrode  his  fteed, 
Of  ardent  bay,  and  on  whole  front  a  (tar 
Shone  blazing  bright:  fprung  from  the  gene- 
rous breed 
That  whirl  of  active  day  the  rapid  car, 
He  pranc'd  along,  diidaining  gate  or  b:ir. 
Meantime.thc  bard  on  milk-white  palfrey  rod  e$ 
An  honeft  fober  bead,  that  did  not  mar 
His  meditations,  but  full  foftly  trode: 
And  much  they  moralized  asthus  yfere  theyyode. 
They  talk'd  of  virtue,  and  of  human  bllfsj 
What  elle  lb  lit  rbr  man  to  fettle  well  ? 
And  ltiil  their  long  refearches  met  in  this, 
This  truth  of  truths,  which  nothing  can  refel: 
.    '*  From  virtue's  fount  the  pureft  joys  out-  well, 
"  Sweet  rills  of  thought  that  cheer  thecon- 

"  fcjous  foul ; 
"  While  vice  pours  forth  the  troubled  ilreams 

u  of  hell, 
"  The  which, howe'erdifgiiis'd, at  lalhvithdole 
"  Will  through   the  tortur'd  breait  their  fiery 
';  torrent  roll/' 
At  length  it  dawn'd,  that  fatal  valley  gay, 
O'er  which    high  wood-crown 'd  hills  their' 

fummits  rear. 
On  the  cool  height  awhile  our  palmers  Hay, 
An d  ipite  even  of  themlelves  their  fen fes  cheer ; 
Thentothewizard'swonnetheirflepstheyiteer. 
Like  a"  green  iile,  it  broad  beneath  them  i'pread, 
With  gardens  round,  and  wandering  currents 
clear, 


In  witching  wife^  as  I  before  have  faid. 
But  wheil  he  law,  in  goodly  geer  array'd, 
The  grave  majeitic  knight  approaching  nigh, 
And  by  lis  lidc  the  bard  fo  lage  and  itaid, 
His  countenance  fellj  yet  oft  his  anxious  eye 
Mark'd  them,  like  wily  fox  Who  roolted  cock 
doth  fpy. 
Natblefs,with  feign'd  refpecT,hebade  giveback 
The  rabble-rout,  and  welcora'd  them  full  kind; 
Struck  with  the  noble  twain. they  were  notllack 
His  orders  to  obey,  and  fail  behind.   • 
Then  he  refum'd  his  long;  and  unconfin,d 
Pour'd  all  his  mufic,  ran  thro'  all  his  ilv':: 
With  mr'gic  dull  their  eyne  he  tries  to  blind, 
And  virtue's  tender  airs  o'er  nature  flings. 
What  pity  bale  his  long  who  fo  divinely  lings  1 
Elite  in  thought,  he  counted  them  his  own, 
They  liftehM  fo  intent  with  fix'd  delight: 
But'they  inlread,.as  iftranlmew'd  to  (tone, 
MarveTd  he  could  with  fuch  fvveet  art  unite 
Tile  lights  and  {hades  of  manners,  wrong  and 

•    ri|rn>. 
Meantime,  the  filly  crowd  the  charm  devour, 
Wide  preOing  to  the  gate.  Swift  on  the  knight 
He  darted  fierce,  to  drzv;  him  to  his  bower, 
Who  back'ning  (hunnM  his  touch,  for  well  lie 
knew  its  power. 
As  in  throng'd  amphitheatre  of  old, 
The  weary  Retiarius*  trapped  his  foe  ; 
Ev'n  fo  the  knight,  returning  on  him  bold, 
At  once  involv'd  him  in  the  net  of  woe, 
Whereof  I  mention  made  hot  long  ago. 
Enrag'd  at  firft,  he  fcorn'd  fo  weak  a  jail, 
And  leapM,and  flew,  and  flounced  to  and  fro; 
But  when  he  found  that  nothing  could  avail, 


And  tufted  groves  to  Ihed  the  meadow  bed,   !  He  fat  him  felly  down,  and  gnaw'd  his  bitter  nail. 


t  airs 


ana  long 
feem'd  elatk 


and  without  hurry  all 


"  As  God  fhali  judge  me,  knight,  we  mult  for- 
(Thehalf-enraptur'dPhiifcmelus cried)  [give  I 
"  The  frail  good  man  deluded  here  to  live,    j 
"  And  in  thefe  groves  his  muting  fancy  hide,  j 
"  Ah!  nought  is  pure.    It  cannot  be  denied, 
"  That  virtue  ftfll  fpme  tincture  has  of  vice, 
t:  And  viceof  virtue.  What  mould  then  betide. 
"  But  that  oar  charity  be  not  too  nice  > 
*  Goihe,  let  us  thoie  we  can  to  real  blifs  entice."' 

"  Ay,hcker  (quota  the  knight)  all  rlefh  U  frail.  : 
'<  rp  pleafant  lin  and  joyou:.  dalliance  bent;  j 

iut  let  not  brutiih  vice  of  this  avail, 
"  And  think  to  'leapt  deferved  punilhment. ;' 
"  Jultice  were  cruel  weakly  to  relent  ; 
"  From  mercy's  fell  flic  got  her  facrtd  glaive: 
"  Grace  be  to  thofe  v. ho  can,  and  will  repent 
u  But  penance  long,  and  dreary  to  the  (lave, 
w  Who  mult  in  Hoods  of  fire  his  grofs  foul  fpirit 
"  lave."  *  h 

Thas,ho3dingh:.;hdifcourfe,thevcametowl-!erf 
The  curled  carle  was  at  his  wonted  trade} 
Still  tempting  heedlefs  men  into  his  ihure, 


AlarnVd,  the  inferior  demons  of  the  place 
R-ns'd  rueful  fhrieksand  hideousyellsaround; 
Black  ltormycloudsdeforufd  thewelkin's  face, 
And  from  beneath  was  heard  a  wailing  found, 
A3  of  infernal  fprights  in  cavern  bound  ; 
A  folemn  fadnefs  cv'ry  creature  itrook, 
And  lightnings  flahVd,and  horror  rock'd 

ground  ;  [miuYd  I 

Huge  crowds  on  crowds  out-pour"' d  wish  ble- 
|  A.s  if  on  time's  lalt  verge  this  frame  of  tfai 

had  (hook. 
Soon  as  '.he  fhort-liv'd  tempcir.  was  yfrent. 
SteanVd  from  the  jaws  of  vex'd  A  vermis'  hole, 
And  huflvd  the  hubbub  of  the  r.tbblement, 
Sir  Indulby  the  firit  calm  moment  itole: 
'•  There  mull  (he  cried)  amid  fo  vait  a  lhoal 
'*  Ee  fome  who  are  not  tainted  at  the  he:. 
"  Not  poifon'd  quite  by  this  lame  villain's 

"  bowl :  [part  : 

"  Come  then,  my  bard,  thy  heavenly  fire  ini- 

"  Touch  foul  with  foul,  till  forth   the  latent 

"  fpirit  ftart." 

The  bard  cbey'd  ;  and  taking  from  his  fide, 
Where  it  in  feemly  fort  depending  hung, 


*  A  Glad  •  o  made  v..  .\  which  he  threw  over  Wis  aUvc 
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His  Britifh  harp,  its  fpeaking  firings  he  tried, 
The  which  with  fkilful  touch  he  deftly  ilrung, 
Till  tinkling  in  clear  fymphony  they  rung. 
Then,  as  he  felt  the  Mufes  come  along, 
Light  o'er  the  cords  his  raptur'd  hand  he  flung, 
And  play'd  a  prelude  to  his  riling  long: 
The  whiift,  like  midnight  mute,  ten  thoufands 
round  him  throng. 

Thus  ardent  burlt  his  ftrain 

"  Ye  haplefs  race, 
■*  Dire-labouring  here  to  (mother  reason's  ray, 
"  T!iat  lights  our  Maker's  image  in  our  face, 
"  And  gives  us  wide  o'er  earth  unqueition'd 

"  iway; 
**  What  is  the  ador'd  Supreme  Perfection,  fay? 
*'  What,  but  eternal  never-refling  foul, 
i(  Almighty  power,  and  all  directing  day ; 
"  By  whom  each  atom  ftirs,  the  planets  roll  ; 
**  Who  fills,  furrounds,  informs,  and  agitates 

"  the  whole  ! 


f  Come,  to  the  beaming  God  your  hearts 
"unfold!  [alone 

"  Draw  from  its  fountain  life  !     'Tis  thence 
"  VVe  can  excel.     Up  from  unfeeling  mold, 
*t  To  feraphs  burning  round  the  Almighty's 

"  throne, 
"  Life  riling  ftill  on  life,  in  higher  tone, 
u  Perfection  forms,  and  with  perfection  blifs. 
"  In  univerfal  nature  this  clear  (hewn, 
"  Not  needeth  proof:  to  prove  it  were,  I  wis, 
To  prove   the  beauteous  world  excels  the 
"  brute  attyfs. 

"  Is  not  the  field,  with  lively  culture  green, 
"  A  joyous  fight  more  than  the  green  morafs? 
"  Do  not  the  fkies,  with  active  e«ther  clean, 
"  And  fann'd  by  fprightly  zephyrs,  far  fur- 

"  pafs  [mafs, 

"  The  foul  November  fogs,  and  flumh'rousj 
<(  With  which  fad  Nature  veils  her  drooping 

"  face  ?  [glafs* 

"  Does  not  the  mountain-ftream,  as  clear  as 
"  Gay  dancing  on,  the  putrid  pool  diigrace? 
The  fame  in  all  holds  true,  but  chief  in  hu- 

"  man  race. 

"  It  was  not  by  vile  loitering  in  eafe  [art, 
"  That  Greece  obtain'd  the  brighter  palm  of 
<{  That  foft  yet  ardent  Athens  learn'd  to  pUafe, 
<c  To  keen  the  wit,  and  to  fublime  the  heart, 
f  Ift  all  fupreme  !  complete  in  every  part ! 
"  It  was  not  thence  majeflic  Rome  arofe, 
"  And  o'er  the  nations  fhook  her  conquering 

*  dart: 
"  For  fluggard's  brow  the  laurel  never  grows} 
'  Renown  is  not  the  child  of  indolent  repofe. 

:*  Had  unambitious  mortals  minded  nought, 
"  But  in  loofe  joy  their  time  to  wear  away; 
"  Hnd  they  alone  the  lap  of  dalliance  fought, 
"  Pleas'don  her  pillow  their  dull  heads  to  lay, 
u  Rv.de  nature's  itate  had  been  our  ftate  to- 

«  day; 
"  No  cities  e'er  their  tovv'ry  fronts  had  rais'd, 
"  No  arts  had  made  us  opulent  and  gay  j 


"  With  brother  brutes  the  human  race  had 

"  graz'd ; 
«'  None  e'er  had  foar'd  to  fame,  none  honour'd 

"  been,  none  prais'd. 
"  GreatHomer's  fong  hadnevernVdthebreaft 
"  To  third  of  glory,  and  heroic  deeds  ; 
u  Sweet  Maro's  mute,  funk  in  inglorious  reft, 
w  Had  filent  flept  amid  the  Mincian  reeds: 
il  The  wits  of  modern  time  had  told  their 

"  beads, 
"  And  monkifh  legends  been  their  onlyftrains: 
"  Our  Milton's  Eden  had  lain  wrapt  in  weeds, 
"  Our  Shakefpeare  ftroll'd  and  laugh'd  with 

"  Warwick  fwains ;  [plains. 

*■  Ne  had  my  nmfler  Spenfer  charm' d  his  Mulla's 

"  Dumb  too  had  been  the  fage  hiftoric  mufe, 
•*  And  perifh'd  all  the  fons  of  ancient  fame; 
"  Thole  ftarry  lights  of  virtue,  that  diffufe 
M  Through  the  dark  depth  of  time  their  vivid 

"  flame, 
(i  Had  all  been  loft  with  fuchas  have  no  name. 
«  Who  then  had  fcorn'd  his  eafe  for  other'* 

"  good  ? 
"  Who  then  had  toil'd  rapacious  men  to  tame? 
"  Who  in  the  public  breach  devoted  flood, 
And  for  his  country's  caufe  been  prodigal  of 

"  blood  ? 


"  But  fhould  to  fame  your  hearts  unfeeling  be, 
"  If  right  I  read,  you  pleafure  all  require  : 
w  Then  hear  how  beft  may  be  obtain'd  this 

"  fee, 
**  How  beft  enjoy'd  this  nature's  wide  dellre. 
"  Toil,  and  be  glad  !  let  induftry  infpire 
"  Into  your  quicken'd  limbs  her  buoyant 

M  breath  ! 
u  Who  does  not  a&  is  dead  :  abforpt  entire 
tl  In  miry  floth,  no  pride,  no  joy  he  hath  ; 
"  O  leaden-hearted  men,  to  be  in  love  with  death! 

"  Ah !  what  avail  the  laigeft  gifts  of  Heaven 
"  When  drooping  health  and  fpirits  go  amifs  ? 
c*  How  taftelefs  then  whatever  can  be  given  I 
*'  Health  is  the  vital  principle  of  blifs, 
"  And  exercife  of  health.     In  proof  of  this, 
"  Behold  the  wretch,  who  Hugs  his  life  away, 
"  Soon  fwallow'd  in  difeafe's  lad  abyfs; 
*;  While  he  whom  toil  has  brac'd,  or  manly 
"  play,  [as  day. 

:<  Has  lightas  air  each  limb,  each  thought  as  clear 

"  O  who  can  fpeak  the  vigorous  joys  of  health  * 
"  Unclogg'd  the  body,  unobfcur'd  the  mind ; 
"  The  morning  rifes  gay;  with  pleafingftealth, 
"  The  temperate  evening  fal  Is  fercne  and  kind. 
"  In  health  the  wifer  brutes  truegladnefs  find. 
"  See !    how  the  younglings  frifk  along  the 

"  meads,  [wind  j 

"  As   May  comes  on,  and  wakes  the  balmy 

"  Rampant  with  life,  their  joy  all  joy  exceeds : 

"  Yet  what  but  high-ftrung  health  this  dancing 

"  pleafaunce  breeds  ? 

"  But  here,  inftead,  is  fofter'd  eveiy  ill, 
u  Which  ordiftemper'd  mindsorbodiesknow. 
"  Come  then,  mv  kindred  fpirits !  do  not  fpill 

«  Your 
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'•'  Your  talents  here.  This  place  is  hut  a  (how, 
"  Whofe  charms  delude  you  to  the  den  of  woe : 
"  Come,  follow  me,  I  will  direct:  you  right, 
«'  Where  pleafure's   rofes  void  of  ferpents 

««  grow,  [knight, 

<l  Sincere  as  fweet;  come,  follow  this  good 

•*  And  you  will  blefs  the  day  that  brought  him 

"  to  your  fight. 
"  Some  he  will  lead  to  courts,  and  fome  to 

"  camps  ; 
*«  To  fenates  fome,  and  public  fage  debates, 
"  Where,  by  the  folemn  gleam  of  midnight 

"  lamps,  [dates: 

"  The  world  is  pois'd,  and  manag'd  mighty 
<c  To  high-difcovery  fome,  that  new-creates 
"  The  face  of  earth ;  fome  to  the  thriving 

"  mart; 
<{  Some  to  the  rural  reign,  and  fofter  fates ; 
"  To  the  fweet  mufes  fome,  who  raife  the 

K  heart: 
"  All  glory  (hall  be  yours,  all  nature  and  all  art. 

"  There  are,  I  fee,  wholiften  to  my  lay, 

"  Who  wretched  iigh  for  virtue,  but  defpair. 

"  All  may  be  done,  (methinks  I  hear  them 

"  fay)  [fair: 

*  Even  death  defpis'd  by  generous  actions 
*c  All,  but  for  thofe  who  to  thefe  bowers  re- 
ft  Their  very  power  diflblv'd  in  luxury,  [pair, 
"  To  quit  of  torpid  (luggifhnefs  the  lair, 
"  And  from  the  powerful  arms  of  (loth  get 

"  free  [be! 

<(  'Tis  rifmg  from  the  dead — Alas ! — It  cannot 

"  Would  you  then  learn  to  diflipate  the  band 

"  Of  thefe  huge  threatening  difficulties  dire, 

"  That  in  the  weak  man's  way  like  lions 

"  (land, 
"  His  foul  appal,  and  damp  his  riling  fire  ? 
"  Refolve,  refolve,  and  to  be  men  afpire. 
u  Exert  that  noblell  privilege,  alone 
"  Hereto  mankind  indulg'd:  controuldefire: 
"  Let  godlike  Reafon,  from  her  fovereign 

"  throne,  [is  done. 

"  Speak  the  commanding  word — I  will ! — and  it 

"  Heavens !  can   you   then  thus  wade,   in 

"  (hameful  wife, 
"  Your  few  important  days  of  trial  here  ? 
"  Heirs  of  eternity  !  yborn  to  rife 
"  Through  endlefs  dates  of  being  (till  more 

"  near 
"  To  blifs  approaching, and  perfection  clear; 
"  Can  you  renounce  a  fortune  fo  fublime, 
"  Such  glorious  hopes,  your  backward  fteps 

"  to  (leer,  [and  (lime  ? 

"  And  roll,  with  vileft  brutes,  through  mud 

"  No!  no! — Your  heaven-touch'd  hearts  dif- 

"  dain  the  fordid  crime  !" 

"  Enough  !  enough  !  "  they  cry'd — (Iraight 

from  the  crowd 
The  better  fort  on  wings  of  tranfport  fly, 
As  when  amid  the  lifelefs  fammits  proud 
Of  Alpine  cliffs,  where  to  the  gelid  iky 
Snows  pil'd  on  (hows  in  wint'ry  torpor  ly, 
The  rays  divine  of  vernal  Phcebus  play  j 
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Th'  awaken'd  heaps,  in  ftreamlets  from  on 
Rous'd  into  action,  lively  leap  away,    [high, 
Glad-warbling  through  the  vales,  in  their  new 
being  gay. 

Not  lefs  the  life,  the  vivid  joy  ferene, 
That  lighted  up  thefe  new  created  men, 
Than  that  which  wings  th' exulting  fpiritclean 
When,  juft  delivered  from  this  flelhly  den, 
It  foaring  feeksits  native  (kiesagen.  [pow'rs, 
How  light  its  eflence !    how  unclogg'd  its 
Beyond  the  blazon  of  my  moral  pen  ! 
Even  fo  we  glad  forfook  the(e  finful  bowers, 
Even  fuch  enraptur'd  life,  fuch  energy  was  ours. 

But  far  the  greater  part,  with  rage  enflam'd, 
Dire-mutter'd  curfes,  and  blalphem'cl  high 

Jove, 
"  Ye  fons  of  hate!   (they  bitterly  exclaim'd) 
"  What  brought  you  to  this  feat  of  peace  and 

"  love  ? 
"  While  with  kind  nature,here  amid  thegrove, 
"  We   pafs'd  the  harmlefs  fabbath  of  our 

"  time, 
f1  What  to  difturb  it  could,  fell  men,  emove 
"  Your  barbarous  hearts  ?    Is   happinefs  a 

"  crime  ?  [fublime." 

lt  Then  do  the  fiends  of  hell  rule  in  yon  heaven 

"  Ye  impious  wretches/'  quoth  the  knight 

in  wrath, 
*  Your  happinefs  behold!" — Then  ftraighta 

wand 
He  wav'd,  an  anti-magic  power  that  hath, 
Truth  from  illufive  falfehood  to  command. 
Sudden,  the  landfcape  finks  on  ev'ry  hand; 
The  pure  quick  dreams  are  marfliy  puddles 

found;  [(land; 

On  baleful  heaths  the  groves  all  blacken'd 
And  o'er  the  weedy  foul  abhorred  ground, 
Snakes,  adders,  toads,  each  loathfome  creature 

crawls  around. 

And  here  and  there,  on  trees  by  lightning 

fcath'd, 
Unhappy  wights  who  loathed  lifeyhung: 
Or,  in  fredi  gore  and  recent  murder  bath'd, 
They  welt'ring  lay;  or  elfe,  infuriate  flung 
Into  the  gloomy  flood,  while  ravens  fung 
The  funeral  dirge,  they  down  the  torrent 

rowl'd : 
Thefe,  by  didemper'd  blood  to  madnefs  dung, 
Had  doom'd  themfelvesj  whence  oft,  when 

night  controul'd  [bowl'd. 

The  world,  returning  hither  their  fad  fpirits 

Meantime  a  moving  fcene  was  open  laid  ; 
That  lazar  houfe,  I  whilom  in  my  lay 
Depainted  have,  its  horrors  deep  diiplay'd, 
And  gave  unnumber'd  wretches  to  the  day, 
Who  toffing  there  in  fqualid  mifery  lay. 
Soon  as  of  facred  light  the  unwonted  fmile 
Pour'd  on  thefe  living  catacombs  its  ray, 
Through  the  drear  caverns  (tretching  many  a 
mile,  [woes  a  while. 

The  fick  uprais'd  their  heads,  and  dropp'd  their 
F  f  2  "  ©  heaven ! 
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"  O  heaven !  (they  cried)  and  do  we  once  more 
«  (i 

'*  Yon  bfcfled  Tun  rind  this  green  earth  fo  fair? 
"  Arewefromnoifoinedampsofpefl>h<>{ife free? 
'*-  Anddi  ink  our  fouls  the  fweet  ethereal  air  ? 
**  Othou!  orKnight,orGod!whoholdcftthere 
"  That  fiend,  oh  keep  him  in  eternal  chains! 
*'  But  what  for  us,  the  children  of  defpair, 
*e  Brought  to  the  brink  of  hell,  what  hope 
'*  remains?  [j^aiqs." 

«*  Repentance   does   itfelf  but   aggravate   our 

The  gentle  Knight,  who  faw  their  rueful  cafe, 
Let  fall  adown  his  filver  beard  fbme  tears. 
"  Certes  (quoth  he)  it  is  not  even  in  grace 
'*  T'undo  the  paft,  and  eke  vour  broken  years: 
•*  NathJeft,to  nobler  worlds  Repentance  rears, 
u  With  humble  hope,  her  eye  ;  to  her  is  given 
"  A  .pow'rthe  truly  contrite  heart  that  cheers; 
*'  She  quells  the  brand  by  which  the  rocks 
"are  riven;  [Heaven. 

"  She  more  than  merely  foftens,  fhe  rejoices 

<i  Then  patient  bear  the  fufTerings  you  have 

"  earn'd, 
"  And  by  thefe  fufferings  purify  the  mind  ; 
"  Let  wifdom  be  by  paft  mifconduct  fearn'd; 
*'  Or  pious  die,  with  penitence  refign'd ; 
"  And  to  a  life  more  happy  and  renh'd, 
"  Doubt  not,  you  (hall  new  creatures  yet  arife. 
"  Till  then,  you  may  expecl  in  me  to  find 
"  One  who  will  wipe  your  forrow  from  your 

*'  eyes  ; 
"  One  who  will  foot  he  your  pangs,  and  wing 

tl  you  to  the  fides." 

They  filent  heard,  and  pour'd  their  thanks  in 

tears.  [tone) 

"  For  you  (refum'd  the  Knight  with  fternet 

*'  Whole  hard  dry  hearts  th'  obdurate  demon 

"  fears,  [groan; 

"  That  villain's  gifts  will   coil  you  many  a 

*  In  dolorous  manlion  long  you  rauft  bemoan 

?f  His  fatal  charms, and  weepyour  {tains  away. 

"  Till  (oft  and  pure  as  infant  good nefs  grown. 

H  You  feel  a  perfect  change :  then  ,who  can  fay, 

"  What  grace  may  yet  mine  forth  in  heaven's 

"  eternal  day?" 

This  fold,  his  powerful  wand  he  wav'd  anew; 
Inftant,  a  glorious  angel-train  deicends, 
The  Charities,  to  wit,  of  rofy  hue; 
Sweet  love  their  iooks  a  gentle  radiance  lends; 
And  with  feraphic  flame  companion  blendi. 
At  once,  delighted,  to  their  charge  Hhey  (|y; 
When,  lol  a  goodly  hofpital  afcends  ; 
In  which  they  b;*de*acli  lenient  aid  be  nigh, 
That  could  the  lick-bed  fmoothe  oi  that  iad 
company. 
It  was  a  worthy  edifying  fight, 
And  gtvef  to  human  kind  peculiar  grace. 
To  lee  kind  hands  attending  day  and  night, 
\\  rfli  \<:m\ir  minifcry,  from  place  to  place. 
Some  prop  the  bead  ;  iome  horn  the  pallid  face 
Wipe  or!  the  faint  cold  dews  weak  nature  fheds: 
Sume  reach  tht  i.e;.iiu^  draught:  ike  whiiih, 
tw  chafe 


The  fear  fupreme  around  their  foften'd  beds, 
So.ae   holy  man  by  prayer  all  op'ning  Heaven 
difpreds. 

Attended  by  a  glad  acclaiming  train, 
Of  thofe  he  refcued  had  from  gaping  hell, 
Then  tura'd  the  Knight,  and,  to  his  hall  again 
Soft-pacing,  fought  of  Peace  the  molly  cell: 
Yet  down  his  cheeks  the  gems  of  pity  fell, 
To  fee  the  hejplefs  wretches  that  remained, 
There  left  thro'  delves  and  defarts  dire  toyell ; 
Amaz'd,  their  looks  with  pale  difmay  were 
ftain'd, 
And  fpreading  wide  their  hands  they  meek  re- 
pentance feign'd. 

But,  ah  !  their  fcorned  day  of  grace  was  paft  * 
For  (horrible  to  tell !)  a  depart  wild       [vaft; 
Before  them  ftretch'd,  bare,  comfortlefs,  and 
With  gibbets,  bones,  and  carcafes  denTd. 
There  nor  trim  field,  nor  lively  culture  fmil'd ; 
Nor  waving  made  was  feen,  nor  fountain  fair} 
But  fands  abrupt  on  fands  lay  loofely  pil'd, 
Thro'  which  they  lioundering   toii'd   with 
painful  care, 
Whili't  Phcebus  fmote  them  fore,  and  fir'd  the 
cloudlefs  air. 

Then,  varying  to  a  joylefs  land  of  bogs, 

TheladdenYl  country  a  grey  walle  appear'd; 

Where  nought  but  putrid  ftreams and  noifome 
fogs 

Forever  hung  on  drizzly  Aufler's  beard  ; 

Or  elfe  the  ground  by  piercing  Caurus  fear'd, 

Was  jagg\i  with  froit,  or  heap'd  with  glazed. 
in ow  : 

Thro'  thefe  extremes  a  ceafelefs  round  they 
fteer'd, 

By  cruel  fiends  dill  hurried  to  and  fro, 
Gaunt  Beggary,  and   Scorn,  with  many  hell- 
hounds moe. 

The  firft  was  with  bafe  dunghill  rags  yclad, 
Tainting  the  gale,  in  which  they  ftutrer'd  light} 
Of  morbid  hue  his  features,  funk  and  fad  ; 
His  hollow  eyne  (hook  forth  a  iickiy  lio-ht: 
Ando'er  his  Link  jaw-hone,  in  piteous  plight, 
His  black  rough  beard  was  matted,  rank  ana 

vile ; 
Direful  to  fee!  and  heart-appalling  fight ! 
Meantime  foul  fcurf  and  blotches  him  defiie; 

And  dogs,  where'er  he  went,  ftill  baiked  all  the 
while. 
The  other  was  a  fell  defpightful  fiend: 
•  Hell  holds  noneworfein  baneful bow'r  below: 
By  pride,  and  wit,  ami  rage>and  rancor  keen'dj 
Or  Man  alike  if  good  or  bad  the  foe: 
With  nofe  up-turn'd,  he  always  made  a  (how 
As  if  he  forfeit  fome  nauftous  fcent;  his  eye 
Wasc.old  and  keen,  like  blaft  from  boreal  Ihowj 
And  taunts  he  careen  forth  moil  bitterly,  [fry. 

Such  were  the  twain  that' orf  drove  this  ungodly 
Even  fo  borough  Brentford  to\vn,atownofmud, 
An  heat  of  brilUy  fwine  is  prick 'd  along; 
The  filthy  beads,  that  never  chew  the  cud, 
Still  nn.Mitand  f^ueak,  and  ling  their  troublous 
foaz.  And 
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And  oft  theyplunge  thernfelvesthemireamong: 
But  ay  the  ruthiefs  driver  goads  them  on, 
And  ay  of  barking  dogs  the  bitter  throng 
Makes  th".i  renew  tl-tir  unmelodious  moan; 
Ne  ever  find  they  red  from  their  unrelling  fone. 


§55- 


To  the  Memory  of  Sir  l/aac  Neiuton. 

Thomson. 
Infer  ibed  to    the  Ri^bt   Honourable 
Sir  Robert  UWipote. 
Shall  the  great  foul  of  Newton  quit  this  earth. 
To  mingle  with  his  liars  5  and  every  Male, 
Aflonifh'd  Into  filence,  fhun  the  weight 
Of  honours  due  to  his  iiludriou-s  name? 
But  what  can  man? — Even  now  the  ions  of 
In  drains  high  warbled  to  leraphic  lyre, 
Hail  his  arrival  on  the  coait  of  biifs. 
Yet  am  I  not  deterr'd,  though  high  the  theme,,  An  univerfe  complete  !  and,  O  belov'd 


light, 


The  tide  revertive,  nnattracled  leaves 
A  yellow  wade  of  idle  fands  behind. 

Then  breaking  hence,  he  took  his  ardent 
Thro'  the  blue  infinite;  and  ev'ry  ftar,    [Might 
Which  the  clear  concave  of  a  winter's  night 
Pours  on  the  eye,  oradronomic  tube, 
Far-dretching  ihatches  from  the  dark  abyfs, 
Or  fuch  as  farther  in  fucceifive  Ikies 
To  fancy  lhine  alone,  at  his  approach 
Blaz'd  into  funs,  the  living  centre  each 
Of  an  harmonious  fyitem  :  all  combin'd, 
\nd  rul'd  unerring  by  that  fingle  pow'r 
Which  draws  the  ftone  projected  to  the  ground* 

O  unprofufe  magnificence  divine ! 
O  wifdom  truly  perfect  !  thus  to  call 
jFrom  a  few  caufes  fuch  a  fcheme  of  things, 
Effects  fo  various,  beautiful,  and  great, 


And  lung  to  harps  of  angels;  for  with  you, 

Ethereal  tiames!  ambitious  I  afpire 

In  Nature's  general  fymphony  to  join,    [gueit? 

And  what  new  wonders  can  you  ihew  your 
Who,  while  on  this  dim  fpor,  where  mortals  toil 
Clouded  in  dull,  from  Motion's  iimpie  laws 
Could  trace  the  fecret  hand  of  Providence 
Wide-working  thro'  this  univerfal  frame. 

Have  ye  not  liften'd,  while  he  bound  the  funs 
And  planets  to  their  fpheres?  th'  unequal  talk 
Of  human  kind  till  then.     Oft  had  they  roll'd 
fj'er  erring  man  the  year,  and  oft  difgrae'd 
The  pride  of  lchoois,  before  their  courie  was 
Full  in  its  caufes  and  effects,  to  him,     [known 
A  11-piercing  fage  !  who  fat  not  down  and  dream'd 
Romantic  fchemes,  defended  by  the  din 
Of  fpecious  words,  and  tyranny  of  names  j 
But,  bidding  his  amazing  mind  attend, 
And,  with  heroic  patience,  years  and  years 
Deep  fear'ching,  faw  at  lait  the  fyftem  dawn, 
And  mine,  of  ail  his  race,  on  him  alone,  [drong! 
What  were  his  raptures  then  !  how  pure  !  how 
And  what  the  triumphs  of  oldGreece  and  Rome, 
By  his  dimimfh'd,  but  the  pride  of  boys 
In  fbme  fmall  fray  victorious!  when  inftead 
Of  lhatter'd  parcels  of  this  earth  ufurp'd 
By  violence  unmanly,  and  lore  deeds 
Of  cruelty  and  blood,  Nature  herlelf 
Stood  all-fubdued  by  him,  and  open  laid 
Her  ev'ry  latent  glory  to  his  view.  . 
All  intellectual  eye,  our  folar  round 
Firft  gazing  thro',  he,  by  the  blended  pow'r 
Of  gravitation  and  projection,  faw 
The  whole  in  uient  harrhony  revolve. 
From  unalfifted  vilion  hid,  the  moons, 
To  cheer  remoter  planets  numerous  form'd, 
By  him  in  all  their  mingled  tracts  were  i'een. 
He  alfo  fix'd  our  wand'ring  queen  of  night ; 
Whether  ike  wanes  into  a  Icanty  orb, 


Of  Heaven,  whofe  weil-purg'd  penetrative  eye, 
j  The  mydic  veil  tranfpiercing,  inly  fcann'd 
The  riling,  moving,  wide-eltablilh'd  frame. 

He,  firll  of  men,  with  awful  wing  purine  j 
The  Comet  thro'  the  long  elliptic  curve, 
As  round  innum'rous  worlds  he  wound  his  way; 
Till,  to  the  forehead  of  our  evening  (ky 
Retunfdj  the  blazing  wonder  glares  anew, 
And  o'er  the  trembling  nations  lhakes  difmay. 
The  heavens  are  all  his  own;  from  the  wild 
Of  whirling  vortices  and  circling  fpheres,  [rule 
To  their  firft  great  limplicity  redor'd. 
The  ichools  adonifli'd  ftood;  but  found  it  vain 
To  combat  dill  with  demo.iltration  itrong, 
And,  unawaken'd,  dream  beneath  the  blaze 
Of  truth.     At  once  their  pleaiing  vilions  fled, 
With  the  gay  fliadows  of  the  morning  mix'd, 
When  Newton  role,  our  philolbphic  fun. 

The  aerial  flow  ef  found  was  known  to  him, 
From  whence  it  firft  in  wavy  circles  breaks, 
Till  the  touch'd  organ  takes  the  menage  in. 
Nor  could  the  darting  beam,  of  fpeed  immenfe 
Efcape  his  fwift  puriuit,  aad  meal'uring  eye. 
Even  light  it  lei  f,  which  ev'iy  thing  diipiays, 
Shone  undifcover'd,  till  his  brighter  mind 
Untwided  all  the  mining  robe  of  day  ; 
And  from  the  v/hitening  undid'mguiflVd  blaze 
Collecting  ev'ry  ray  into  his  kind, 
To  the  charm'd  eye  edue'd  the  gorgeous  train 
Of  parent-colours.     Firft  the  flaming  red 
Sprung  vivid  forth;  the  tawny  orange  next; 
And  next  delicious  yellow,  by  whole  lide 
Fell  the  kind  beams  of  all-refrefliing  green; 
Then  the  pure  blue,  thatfwells  autumnal  Ikies, 
Ethereal  play'd;  and  then,  of  ladder  hue, 
Emerg'd  the  deepen'd  indico,  as  when 
The  heavy-lkirted  evening  droops  with  froftj 
While  the  lad  gieamings  of  refracted  fight 
[Died  in  the  fainted  violet  away. 


Or,  waxing  broad,  with  her  pale  lhadowy  light,  iThefe,  when  the  clouds  dtftil  the  rofy  ltowV, 


In  a  fort  deluge  overflows  the  Iky. 
Her  ev'ry  motion  clear  difcerning,  He 
Adjulted  to  the  mutual  main,  and  taught 
Why  now  the  mighty  ruafs  of  water  fwells 
Reuftlefs,  heaving  on  the  broken  ro;ks, 
And  the  full  river  turning ;  till  again 


Shine  out  diftinct  adown  the  wat'ry  bow  j 
While  o'er  our  heads  the  dewy  vilion  bends 
Delightful,  melting  on  the  fields  beneath. 
Myriads  of  mingling  dyes  from  thefe  remit 
And  myriads  dill  remain — Infinite  fource 
Of  beauty,  ever-Jiul&ng,  ever  new  ! 
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Did  ever  poet  image  aught  fo  fair,  [brook! 
Dreaming  in  whifpering  groves  by  the  hoarfe 
Or  prophet,  to  whofe  rapture  heaven  defcends! 
Even  now  the  letting  fun  and  fhifting.  clouds, 
Seen , Green  wich,  from  thy  lovely  heights,  declare 
How  juft,  how  beauteous  the  refractive  law. 

The  noifelefs  tide  of  time,  all  bearing  down 
To  vaft  eternity's  unbounded  fea, 
Where  the  green  iflands  of  the  happy  fhine, 
He  ftemm'd  alone  :  and  to  the  fource  (involv'd 
Deep  in  primaeval  gloom)  afcending,  rais'd 
His  lights  at  equal  distances,  to  guide 
Hiitonan,  wilder'd  on  his  darkfome  way. 

But  who  can  number  up  his  labours?  who 
His  high  diicov'ries  fmg?  when  but  a  few 
Of  the  deep  ftudying  race  can  frretch  their  minds 
To  what  he  knew:  in  fancy's  lighter  thought 
How  fhall  the  Mufe  then  grafp  the  mighty  theme? 

What  wonder  thence  that  his  devotion  fwell'd 
Refponfive  to  his  knowledge  ?  for  could  he, 
Whofe  piercing  mental  eye  diffufive  faw 
The  finifh'd  univerfity  of  things, 
In  all  its  order,  magnitude  and  parts, 
Forbear  inceffant  to  adore  that  Pow'r 
Who  rills,  fu  trains,  and  actuates  the  whole? 

Say,  ye  who  bell  can  tell,  ye  happy  few, 
Who  faw  him  in  the  fofteft  lights  of  life, 
All  unwithheld,  indulging  to  his  friends 
The  vaft  unborrow'd  treafures  of  his  mind, 
Oh  fpeak  the  wondrous  man !  how  mild,  how 
How  greatly  humble,  how  divinely  good;  [calm, 
How  firm  eftablifh'd  on  eternal  truth; 
Fervent  in  doing  well,  with  ev'ry  nerve 
Still  preffing  on,  forgetful  of  the  paft, 
And  panting  for  perfection:  far  above 
Thole  little  cares  and  vifionary  joys 
That  fo  perplex  the  fond  impaflion'd  heart 
Of  ever-cheated,  ever-trufting  man  ! 

And  you,  ye  hopelefs  gloomy-minded  tribe, 
You,  who,  unconfcious  of  thofe  nobler  flights 
That  reach  impatient  at  immortal  life, 
Againll  the  prime  endearing  privilege 
Of  being  dare  contend,  fay,  can  a  foul 
Of  fuch  exteniive,  deep,  tremendous  powers, 
Enlarging  ftill,  be  but  a  finer  breath 
Of  fpirits  dancing  thro'  their  tubes  awhile, 
And  then  for  ever  left  in  vacant  air? 

But  hark!  methinks  I  hear  a  warning  voice, 
Solemn  as  when  fome  awful  change  is  come, 
Sound  thro'  the  world — "  'Tis  done!  the  mea- 
"  fure's  full  j  [Hones, 

'*  And  I  refign  my  charge."— Ye  mould'ring 
That  build  the  tow'ring  pyramid,  the  proud 
Triumphal  arch,  the  monument  effae'd 
By  ruthlefs  ruin,  and  whate'er  fupports 
The  worfhipp'd  name  of  hoar  antiquity, 
Down  to  the  duft !  what  grandeur  can  ye  boaft, 
While  Newton  lifts  his  column  to  the  fkies, 
Beyond  the  wafte  of  time  ?  Let  no  weak  drop 
Be  fned  for  him.     The  virgin  in  her  bloom 
Cutoff,  the  joyous  youth,  and  darling  child, 
Thele  are  the  tombs  that  claim  the  tender  tear 
And  elegiac  fong.     But  Newton  calls 
For  other  notes  of  gratulation  high, 


That  now  he  wanders  thro'  thofe  endlefs  worlds 
He  here  fo  well  defcried,  and  wond'ring  talks, 
And  hymns  their  Author  with  his  glad  compeers. 
O  Britain's  boaft!  whether  with  angels  thou 
Sitteft  in  dread  difcourfe,  or  fellow-bleft, 
Who  joy  to  fee  the  honour  of  their  kind  j 
Or  whether,  mounted  on  cherubic  wing, 
Thy  fwift  career  is  with  the  whirling  orbs, 
Comparing  things  with  things,  in  rapture  loft, 
And  grateful  adoration,  for  that  light 
So  plenteous  ray'd  into  thy  mind  below, 
From  Light  himfelf ;  O  look  with  pity  down 
On  human  kind,  a  frail  erroneous  race  ! 
Exalt  the  fpirit  of  a  downward  world  ! 
O'er  thy  dejected  country  chief  prefide, 
And  be  her  Genius  call'd !  her  ftudies  raife, 
Correct  her  manners,  and  infpire  her  youth: 
For,tho'  deprav'd  andfun^fhebroughttheeforth, 
And  glories  in  thy  name;  fhe  points  thee  out 
To  all  her  fons,  and  bids  them  eye  thy  ftar: 
While  in  expectance  of  the  fecond  life, 
When  time  fhall  be  no  more,  the  fiicred  dull 
Sleeps  with  her  kings,  and  dignifies  the  fcene. 


§56.    Hymn  on  Solitude.    Thomson, 

Hail,  mildly-pleafing  Solitude, 
Companion  of  the  wife  and  good : 
But  from  whofe  holy  piercing  eye 
The  herd  of  fools  and  villains  fly. 

Oh  !  how  I  love  with  thee  to  walk, 
And  liften  to  thy  whifper'd  talk, 
Which  innocence  and  truth  imparts, 
And  melts  the  moft  obdurate  hearts ! 

A  thoufand  fhapes  you  wear  with  eafe, 
And  ftill  in  ev'ry  fhape  you  pleafe. 
Now  wrapt  in  fome  mylierious  dream, 
A  lone  ohilofopher  you  teem  ; 
Now  quick  from  hill  to  vale  you  fly, 
And  now  you  fweep  the  vaulted  Iky. 
A  fhepherd  next  you  haunt  the  plain, 
And  warble  forth  your  oaten  ftrain  j 
A  lover  now,  with  all  the  grace 
Of  that  fweet  paffion  in  your  face: 
Then.,  calm'd  to  friendfhip,  you  afTume 
The  gentle-looking  Hartford's  bloom, 
As,  with  her  Mufidora,  (lie 
(Her  Mufidora  fond  of  thee) 
Amid  the  long  withdrawing  vale 
Awakes  the  rival'd  nightingale. 

Thine  is  the  balmy  breath  of  morn, 
Juft  as  the  dew-bent  rofe  is  born; 
And  while  meridian  fervors  beat 
Thine  is  the  woodland  dumb  retreat; 
But  chief,  when  evening  fcenes  decay, 
And  the  faint  landfcape  fwims  away, 
Thine  is  the  doubtful  foft  decline, 
And  that  beft  hour  of  mufing  thine. 

Defcending  angels  blefs  thy  train, 
The  virtues  of  the  fage  and  fwain  ; 
Plain  innocence,  in  white  array 'd, 
Before  thee  lifts  her  fearlefs  head  : 
Religion's  beams  around  thee  fhine. 
And  cheer  thy  glooms  with  light  divine: 

About 
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About  thee  fports  fweet  Liberty; 
And  rapt  Urania  fings  to  thee. 

Oh,  let  me  pierce  thy  fecret  cell, 
And  in  thy  deep  recedes  dwell. 
Parhaps  from  NorwoodVoak-clad  hill, 
When  meditation  has  her  fill, 
I  jult  may  caft  my  carelefs  eyes 
Where  London's  fpiry  turrets  rife; 
Think  of  its  crimes  its  cares,  its  pain, 
Then  (hield  me  in  the  woods  again. 


§  57.     Hymn  to  Darknefs.     Yalden. 

Darkness,  thou  firft  great  parent  of  us  all, 

Thou  art  our  great  original ; 

Siaee  from  thy  universal  womb  [fpring  come. 
Does  all  thou  (had 'ft  below,  thy  numerous  off- 

Thy  wondrous  birth  is  even  to  Time  unknown, 
Or,  like  eternity,  thoud'ft  none; 
Whilft  Light  did  its  firft  being  owe 

Unto  that  awful  (hade  it  dares  to  rival  now. 

Say,  in  what  diftant  region  doft  thou  dwell, 

To  Reafon  inacceflible  ? 

From  form  and  duller  matter  free, 
Thou  foar' ft  above  the  reach  of  man's  philofophy. 

InvolvM  in  thee,  we  firft  receive  our  breath, 
Thou  art  our  refuge  too  in  death: 
Great  Monarch  of  the  grave  and  womb  ! 

Where'er  our  fouls(hallgo,totheeourbodiescome. 

The  (ilent  globe  is  ftruck  with  awful  fear, 
When  thy  majeftic  (hades  appear: 
Thou  doft  compofe  the  air  and  fea,  [thee. 

And  Earth  a  fabbath  keeps,  facred  to  reft  and 

In  thy  ferener  fhades  our  ghofts  delight, 

And  court  the  umbrage  of  the  night ; 

In  vaults  and  gloomy  caves  they  ftray, 
But  fly  the  morning  beams,  and  ficken  at  the  day. 
Though  folid  bodies  dare  exclude  the  light, 

Nor  will  the  brighteft  ray  admit; 

No  fuhftance  can  thy  force  repel, 
Thou  reign'it  in  depths  below,  doft  in  the  centre 
dwell, 

The  fparkling  gems,  and  ore  in  mines  below, 
To  thee  their  beauteous  luftre  owe; 
Tho'  form'd  within  the  tomb  of  night, 

Bright  as  their  lire  they  mine,  with  native  rays 
of  light. 

When  thou  doft  raife  thy  venerable  head, 
And  art  in  genuine  night  array'd, 
Thy  negro  beauties  then  delight; 

Beauties,  like  polifli'd  jet,  with  their  own  dark- 
nefs bright. 

Thou  doft  thy  fmiles  impartially  beftow, 
And  know'ft  no  difference  here  below : 
All  things  appear  the  fame  by  thee, 

Tho'Light  distinction  makes,  thougi  v'ftequality. 

Thou,  Darknefs,  art  the  lover's  kind  retreat, 
And  doft  the  nuptial  joys  complete; 
Thou  doft  infpire  them  with  thy  (hade, 

Giv'ft  vigour  to  the  youth,  and  warm'ft  the 
Yielding  maid. 


Calm  as  the  blefs'd  above  the  anchorites  dwell 
Within  their  peaceful  gloomy  cell ; 
Their  minds  with  heavenly  joys  are  filPd ; 

The  p'eafurcs  Light  denies,  thy  (hades  for  ever 
yield. 

In  caves  of  night,  the  oracles  of  old 
Did  all  their  myfteries  unfold: 
Darknefs  did  firft  Religion  grace, 

GaveterrorstotheGod,and  reverence  to  the  place. 

When  the  Almighty  did  on  Horeb  ftand, 
Thy  (hades  inclos'd  the  hallow'd  land, 
In  clouds  of  night  he  was  array'd, 

And  venerable  darknefs  his  pavilion  made. 

When  heanpear'darm'd  in  his  pow'rand  might, 
He  veil'd  the  beatific  light; 
When,  terrible  with  majefty,  ftheer 

In  tempefts  he  gave  laws,  and  clad  himfelf  in 

Ere  the  foundation  of  the  earth  was  laid, 
Or  brighter  firmament  was  made ; 
Ere  matter,  time,  or  place  was  known, 

Thou,  Monarch  Darknefs,  fway'dft  thefe  fpa- 
cious  realms  alone. 

But  now  the  moon  (tho'  gay  with  borrowM 
Invades  thy  fcanty  lot  of  Night :  [light) 
By  rebel  fubject.s  thou'rt  betray'd, 

The  anarchy  of  ftars  depoie  their  monarch,  Shad 

Yet  fading  Light  its  empire  muft  refign, 
And  Nature's  pow'r  fubmit  to  thine : 
An  \miverial  ruin  (hall  erect,  thy  throne,* 

AndFate  confirm  thy  kingdom  evermorethyown 


§  58.     Education.     West. 
Written  in  imitation  of  the  Style  and  Manner  of 

Spenfer's  Fairy  Queen. 
Infcribed  to  Lady  Langbam,   ixjidvio  of  Sir  Jo* 

Lang  ham,  Bart. 
u  Unum  ftudium  vere  libera'e  eft,  quod  liberum  facit. 
"  Hoc  fapientiae  ftudium  eft,  fublimc,  forte,  mag- 
"  nanimum:  caeterapufillaetpuerilia,  funt. — Plus 
"  fcire  velle  quam  fit  fatis,  intemperantiae  genus  eft. 
«  Q^id,quod  iftaliberalium  artium  confectatio  mo- 
u  lefto>,  verbofos,  intempeftivos,  fibi  placentes 
•*  facir,  et  ideo  non  dicentes  neceffaiia,  quia fuper- 
u  vacua  didicerunt."  Sex.  Ep.  88. 

O  goodly  Difcipline!  from  Heaven  yfprung, 
Parent  of  Science,  queen  of  Arts  refin'd ! 
To  whom  the  Graces  and  the  Nine  belong, 
Oh !  bid  thofe  Graces,  in  fair  chorus  join'd 
With  each  bright  virtue  that  adorns  the  mind, 
Oh  !  bid  the  Mufes,  thine  harmonious  train, 
Who  by  thy  aid  erft  humaniz'd  mankind, 
Infpire,  direc>,  and  moralize  the  ftrain      [gain. 
That  doth  eflay  to  teach  thy  treafures  how  to 

And  thou,  whofe  pious  and  maternal  care, 
The  fubftitute  of  heavenly  Providence, 
With  tend'reft  love  my  orphan  life  did  rear, 
And  train  me  up  to  manly  ftrength  ayd  fenfe, 
With  mildeftawe  and  virtuous  influence 
Directing  my  unpractis'd  wayward  feet 
To  the  fmooth  walks  of  Truth  and  Innocence, 
Where  Happinefs  heartfelt,-Contentme»t  fweet,' 
Philofophy  divine,  aye  hold  their  bleft  retreat; 
Ft  4  T>ou> 
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Thou,mcJf  belov'd.moft.  honour'd',  moft  rever'd  ' 
Accept  this  Verfe,  to  thy  large  merit  due! 
Add  blame  me  not,  if.  by  each  tie  endear'd 
Of  nature,  gratitude,  and  friendfhip  true, 
The  whiles  this  moral  thefis  I  purine, 
And  trace  the  plan  of  goodly  nurture*  o'er, 
I  bring  thy  modeft  virtues  into  view, 
And  proudly  boall  that  from  thy  precious  (lore, 
Which  erfl  enrich'd  my  heart,  I  drew  this  facred 

lore. 
And  thus,  I  ween,  thus  mall  T  bell  repay 
The  valu'd  gifts  thy  careful  love  beftow'd, 
If  imitating  thee  well  as  I  may 
I  labour  to  dilfufe  th'  important  good, 
Till  this  great  truth  by  all  be  underilood — 
"  That  all  the  pious  duties  which  we  owe 
"  Our  parents,  friends,  our  country,  and  our 
<*  The  feeds  of  ev'ry  virtue  here  below,   [God, 
*'  From  difciplincaioncand  early  culture  grow/' 

CANTO     I. 

THE    ARGUMENT. 

The  Knight,  as  to  Predia's  +  houfe 

He  his  young  fon  conveys, 
Is  ftaid  by  Cullom,  with  him  fights, 

And  his  vain  pride  difdays. 

A  gentle  knight  there  was  whofe  noble  deeds 
O'er  Fairyland  by  Fame  were  blazon'd  round; 
For  warlike  enterprize  and  fage  areeds  | 
Among  the  chief  alike  was  he  renown'd, 
Whence  with  the   marks   of  highell  honours 
By  Gloriana,  in  domeitic  peace,  [crown  d 

That  port  to  which  the  wife  are  ever  bound, 
He  anchor1  d  was,  and  cbang'd  the  toiling  feas 
Of  buttling  buly  life  for  calm  fequefter,d  eafe. 

There  in  domeitic  virtue  rich  and  great, 
As  erfl  in  public,  'mid  his  wide  domain 
Long  in  primeval  patriarchal  itate, 
The  lord,  the  judge,  the  father  of  the  plain 
lie  dwelt:  and  with  him  in  the  golden  chain 
Of  wedded  faith  ylink'd  a  matron  iage 
Aye  dwelt,  fweet  partner  of  his  joy  and  pain  ! 
Sweet  charmer  of  his  youth,  friend  of  his  age, 
tfkill'd  to  improve  hisblifs,his  forrowstoailuagei 

From  this  fair  union,  not  of  fordid  gain, 
But  merit  iinr.Iar  and  mutual  love, 
True  (puree  of  lineal  virtue,  fprung  a  train 
Of  youths  and  virgins,  like  the  beauteous  grove 
Which  round  the  temple  of  Olympic  Jove 
Begirt  with  youthful  bloom  the  parent  tiet§, 
The  facred  oiiye,  whence  old  Fiis  wove 
Her  verdaht  crowns  of  peaceful  victory, 
Theguerdons||of  boldftrengthandiwiitacUvity. 


So  round  their  noble  parents  goodly  rofe 
Thefc  gen'rpus  fpionsj  they  with  watchful  care 

i  Nurture,  education,  -f  Px<ha  is  a  Grgek  word,  fignifying  education 


Still  as  the  fwelling  paffions  'gan  difclofe 

The  buds  of  future  virtues,  did  prepare 

With  prudent  culture  the  young  (hoots  to  rear, 

And  aye  in  this  endearing  pious  toil 

They  by  a  palmer  <f[  fage  inftrucled  were,  [while 

Who  from  deep  thought  andlludiousfearch  ere- 

Had  learnt  to  mend  the  heart  and  till  the  human 

foil. 
For  by  celeftial  Wifdom  whilom  led 
Thro"  all  the  apartments  of  tif  immortal  mind, 
He  view\tthefecrctflores,andmark'dthe  fled** 
To  judgment,  wit,  and  memory,  ailigifdj 
And  now  fenfation  and  reflection  join'd 
To  fill  with  images  her  darkfome  grotte, 
Where  variou  fly  disjointed  or  combinYl, 
As  reafon,  fancy,  or  opinion,  wrought,  [thought. 
Theirvarious  maiks  theyplay'd.andfedherpenfi  ve 

Alsff  thro"  the  fields  of  Science  had  he  ftray'd 
With  eager  fearcb,  and  fent  his  piercing  eye 
Thro'  each  learn'd  fchool,each  philofophic  made. 
Where  Truth  and  Virtue  erft  were  deem'd  tolie, 
If  haply  the  fair  vagrants  he  mote  J  J  fpy, 
Or  hear  the  muiic  of  their  charming  lore; 
But  all  unable  there  to  fatisfy 
His  curious  ioul,  he  turn'd  him  to  explore 
Tlie  facred  vvrit  of  Faith,  to  learn,  believe,  adore. 

Thence  foe  profefs'd.  of  Faifehood  and  Deceit, 

Thofe  fly  artificers  of  Tyranny, 

Aye  holding  up  before  uncertain  feet 

His  faithful  tight  to  knowledge,  Liberty, 

Mankind  he  led  to  civil  policy, 

And  mild  Religion's  charitable  law. 

That  fran-fd  by  Mercy  and  Benignity 

The  perfecuting  fword  forbids  to  draw, 

And  free-created  fouls  with  penal  terrours  awe. 

Ne  with  the  glorious  gifts  elate  and  vain 
Lock'd  he  his  wifdom  up  in  churlifn  pride, 
Rut  ftooping  from  his  height  would  even  deign 
The  feeble  Heps  of  infancy  to  guide: 
Eternal  glory  him  therefore  betide; 
Let  ev'ry  gen'rous  youth  his  praife  proclaim,    . 
Who  wandYing  thro'  iheworld'srudeforeftwide, 
By  him  hath  been  ytaught  his  courfe  to  frame 
roViitue'sfweetabodesandheavenafpiringFame! 

For  this  the  Fairy  knight  with  anxious  thought 
And  fond  paternal  care  his  counfel  pray'd, 
And  him  of  gentieft  courtefy  befought 
His  guidance  to  vcuchfafc  and  friendly  aid, 
The  while  his  tender  offspring  he  convey'd 
Thro1  devious  paths  to  that  fecure  retreat 
Where  fage  Fscdiawith  each  tuneful  maid 
On  a  wide  mount  had  fix'd  her  rural  feat, 
'Mid  fiowYygardens placM.untrod  byvulgarfeer. 
And  now  forth-pacing  with  his  blooming  heir, 
And  that  lame  virtuous  palmer  them  to  guide, 

t  AreedSj  counfels. 


§  I'auvtutr,  tU  [<.crti  cii-ve.]  1  his  tree  grew  in  the  A h is,  or  facred  gfove  of  Olympic  Jupiter,  at 
Oiympia,  having,  as  tbe'Elean*  pretended,  been  originally  planted  there  by  Hercules.  It  was  efteemed 
f.'.cied  ;   and  from  that  were  taken  the  Olympic  crowns. 

jl   Gue;dons,  reward?. 

^1  Palmer,  pUgrims     The  peifpn  here  fignified  is  Mr.  Locke,  characterized  by  his  works. 

f*  Sted,  place,  ftation.  +  +  Als,  alfo,  fmthcr.  "  Jl  M*te,  might,  ~ 

*       ■  ■  Arm  d 
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Arm'd  all  to  point,  and  on  a  courier  fair 
Ymounted  high,  in  military  pride,  _ 
His  little  train  before  he  flow  did  ride. 
Him  eke  behind  a  gentle  'fquire  enfues, 
With  his  young  lord  aye  marching  fide  by  fide, 
His  counfellor  and  guard  in  goodly  thews*, 
Who  well  had  been  brought  up  and  nurs'd  by 


ev 


ry  Mufe. 
Thus  as  their  pleating  journey  they  purfu'd, 
With  cheerful  argument  beguiling  pain, 
Ere  long  defcending  from  an  hill  they  view'd 
Beneath  their  eyes  outftretch'd  a  fpacious  plain, 
That  fruitful  fhew'd  and  apt  for  ev'ry  grain, 
For  paftures,  vines,  and  flowers, while  Nature  fair 
Sweet  fmilingall  around  with  countenance  fain  f 
.SeemM  to  demand  the  tiller's  art  and  care 
Her  wildnefs  to  correct,  her  lavilh  wafte  repair. 
Right  good  I  wsen  and  bounteous  was  the  foil, 
Aye  wont  in  happy  feafon  to  repay 
With  tenfold  uiury  the  peafant's  toil, 
But  now  it  was  ruin  all  and  wild  decay; 
Untill'd  the  garden  and  the  fallow  lay,  [grown, 
The  flieep-fliorne  down  with  barren  brakes  J  o'er- 
The  whiles  the  merry  peafants  fport  and  play 
All  as  the  public  evil  were  unknown, 
Or  ev'ry  public  care  from  ev'ry  breail  was  flown. 

AftonifrVd  at  a  fcene  at  once  fo  fair 
And  fo  deform'd,  with  wonder  and  delight 
At  man's  neglect  ami  Nature's  bounty  rare, 
In  fcudious  thought  awhile  the  Fairy  knight 
Bent  on  that  goodly  lond§  his  eager  fight, 
Then  forward  ruih'd  impatient  to  defcry 
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Was  erft  upthrown,  if  Co  it  mote  attain, 
Like  that  pontic  mountain,  to  be  hightfj1 
The  noble  feat  of  Learning's  goodly  tram; 
rheretb,  the  more  to  captivate  the  right 
It  like  a  garden  fair  molt  curioufly  wa-  dight**# 

In  figurM  plots  with  leafy  dos'd, 

By  meafure  and  by  rule  it  was  curhy'd, 
With  fymmetry  fo  regular  diipos'd 
That  plot  to  plot  (till  anfwer'd  (hade  to  fliade; 
Each  correfpondent  twain  alike  array'd 
With  like  embellimments  of  plants  and  rlow'rs, 
Of  itatues,  vafes,  fpouting  founts,  that  playYl 
Thro'  fhells  of  Tritons  their  afcending  fhow'rs, 
And   labyrinths    involv'd    and  treiice- woven 

bow'rs. 
There  like  wife  mote  be  feen  on  ev'ry  fide 
The  yew  obedient  to  the  planter's  will, 
And  fhapely  box  of  all  their  branching  pride 
Ungently  fhorne,  and  with  prepoit'n  us  (kill 
To  various  beaits  and  birds  of  fundry  quill 
Transform'd,and  human  ihapesof  monltrousiize, 
J  Huge  as  that  giant  race  who  hill  on  hill[prizef  -j- 
High-heaping,  fought  with   impious  vain  em- 
Defpiteof  thund'ringjove  to  fcale  the  iteepylkies* 

Als  other  wonders  of  the  fportive  fhears 
Fair  Nature  mifadorning  there  were  found 
Globes,  fpiral  columns,  pyramids,  and  piers, 


With     fprouting    urns   and    budding   ftatues 
And  horizontal  dials  on  the  ground  [crown'd, 
In  living  box  by  cunning  artjits  trae'd, 
And  gallies  trim  on  no  long  voyage  bound, 
But  by  their  roots  there  everanchorMfaft,  [btaft. 


What  towns  and  caitles  therein  were  empight|| ;  ^}  II  were  their  bellying  iails  outfpread  to  ev'ry 
For  towns  him  feem'd  and  caftles  he  did  fpy  [eye 
As  to  th'  horizon  round  he  Itreteh'dhis  roaming 

Nor  long  way  had  they  travell'd  ere  they  came 
To  a  wide  Itream  that  with  tumultuous  roar 
Amonglt  rude  rocks  itswinding  courfe  did  frame, 
Black 'd  was  the  wave  and  fordid,  cover'd  o'er 
With  angry  foam,  and  ftain'd  with  infants' gore: 
Thereto,  along  th"1  unlovely  margin  itood 
A  birchen  grove  that  waving  from  the  fhore 
Aye  caft  upon  the  tide  its  falling  bud, 

wiih  its  bitter  juice  empoii'on'd  all  the  flood. 

Jlight  in  the  centre  of  the  vale  empight 
Not  diftant  far  a  forked  mountain  role, 
In  outward  form  prefenting  to  the  light 
That  £4  n'd  Parnaflian  hill  on  whole  fair  brows 
The  Nine  Aonian  Siiters  wovtf  repofe, 
Lift'ning  to  fweet  Caitalia's  founding  Itream, 
Which  thro'the  plainsofCirrha  murm'ring  riows; 
But  this  to  that  compar'd  mote  juitly  feem 
fte  fitting  haunt  for  gods.ne  worthy  man's  efle'em. 

For  this,  nor  founded  deep  nor  fpredden  wide. 
Nor  high  uprais'd  above  the  level  plain, 
By  toiling  art  thro'  tedious  years  applied, 
Frog*  various  parts  compil'd  with  ft'udicuspain. 


O'er  all  appear'd  the  mountain's  forked  brows 
With  rerrades  on  terraflfes  upthrown, 
And  all  along  arranged  in  order'd  rows 
And  viftos  broad  the  velvet  fiopes  adown 
The  ever  verdant  trees  of  Daphne  fhone  ; 
But  aliens  to  the  clime,  and  brought  of  old 
From  Latian  plains  and  Grecian  Helicon, 
They  (hrunk  and  languiuVd  in  a  foreign  mould, 
By  changeful  fummers  ftarv'd,  and-pinch'd  by- 
winter's  cold. 
Amid  this  verdant  grove  with  folemn  ftate, 
On  golden  thrones  of  antic  form  reciinU, 
In  mimic  majefty  Nine  Virgins  fat, 
In  features  various  as  unlike  in  mind  : 
Als  boaited  they  themfeives  of  heavenly  kind, 
And  to  the  fweet  Parnafiian  Nymphs  allied; 
Thence  round  their  brows  the  Delphic  bay  they 

twin'd, 
And  matching  with  high  names  their  apiih  pride, 
O'er  ev'ry  learned  fchcol  aye  claim'd  they  to 

preiide. 
In  antic  garbs  (for  modern  they  difdain'd) 
By  Greek  and  Kcman  art.  :  nude, 

Of  various  woofs  and  varioufly  dilfain'd 
With  tints  of  ev'ry  hue  were  they  array'd; 

*  Thews,  manners.  -j-  Fain,  earned,  e.i-er.  J  Brakes,  br  §  Lend,  [a»d, 

f    Kn:  aced.  f  Eight,  cajled,  nam  **  Dight,        I 

+  t  u  rife,  attempt.  J J  All,  ul@4  h^,..  (a poets  [op  although. 

§§  Wliiloin,  formerly. 

And 
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And  here  and  there  ambitioufly  difplay'd 
A  purple  fhred  of  ibrne  rich  robe,  prepared 
F.rft  by  the  Mufes  or  th'  Aonian  Maid, 
To  deck  great  Tullius  or  the  Mantuan  bard, 
Which  o'er  each  motley  veil  with  uncouth 
fplendour  glar'd. 

And  well  their  outward  vefture  did  exprefs 
The  bent  and  habit  of  their  inward  mind, 
Affecting  Wifdom's  antiquated  drefs, 
And  ufages  by  time  cait  far  behind: 
Thence  to  the  charms  of  younger  Science  blind, 
The  cuftoms,  laws,  the  learning, arts, and  phrafe, 
Of  their  own  countries  they  with  fcorn  declin'd; 
Ne  facred  Truth  herfelf  would  they  embrace 
Unwarranted,  unknown  in  their  forefathers  days. 

Thus  ever  backward  calling  their  furvey 
To  Rome's  old  ruins,  arid  the  groves  forlorn 
Of  elder  Athens,  which  in  profpect  lay     [turn 
Stretch'd  out  beneath  the  mountain,  would  they 
Their  bufy  fearch,  and  o'er  the  rubbifh  mourn, 
Then  gath'ring  up  with  fuperftitious  care 
Each  little  fcrap,  however  foul  or  torn, 
In  grave  harangues  they  boldly  would  declare, 
This  Ennius,  Vario,  this  the  Stagirite,  did  wear- 

Yet  under  names  of  venerable  found,         [rod, 
While  o'er  the  world  they  ftretch'd  their  awful 
Thro'  all  the  provinces  of  Learning  own'd 
For  teachers  of  whate'er  is  wife  and  good; 
Als  from  each  region  to  their  drad*  abode 
Came  youth  unnumber'd,  crowding  all  to  tafte 
The  llreams  of  Science,  which  united  fiow'd 
Alown  the  mount  from  nine  rich  fources  call, 
And  to  the  vale  below  in  one  rude  torrent  paii. 

O'er  evVy  fource,  proteclrefs  of  the  ftream, 
One  of  thofe  Virgin  Sillers  did  preiide, 
Who  dignifying  with  her  noble  name 
Her  proper  flood,  aye  pour'd  into  the  tide, 
The  heady  vapours  of  fcholaftic  pride, 
Defpo'ical  and  abject,  bold  and  blind, 
Fierce  in  debate,  and  forward  to  decide, 
Vain  love  of  praife  with  adulation  join'd, 
And  disingenuous  fcorn  and  impotence  of  mind. 

Extending  from  the  lull  on  ev'ry  fide, 
In  circuit  vail  a  verdant  valley  fpread, 
Acrofs  whofe  uniform  flat  bofom  glide 
Ten  thoufand  ftreams,  in  winding  mazes  led 
By  various  fluices  from  one  common  head  j 
A  turbid  mafs  of  waters,  vail,  profound! 
Hight  of  Philology  the  lake,  and  fed 
3y  that  rude  torrent  which  with  roaring  found 
Came  tumbling  from  the  hill,  and  tlow'd  the 
level  round. 

And  ev'ry  where  this  fpacious  valley' o'er, 
Jaft  by  each  ftream  was  feen  a  numerous  throng 
OfheardlelsltriplingSjtothebirch-crown'dfliore 
By  nurfes,  guardians,  fathers,  dragg'd  along, 
Wao  helplefs,  meek,  and  innocent  of  wrong, 


Were  torn  reluctant  from  the  tender  fide 
Of  their  fond  mothers,  and  by  faitoursf  ftrong, 
By  pow'r  made  in  (blent  and  hard  by  pride,  [tide. 
Were  driv'n  with  furious  rage,  and  lafh'd  into  the 
On  the  rude  bank  with  trembling  feet  they  flood, 
And  calling  round  their  oft  reverted  eyes, 
If  haply  they  mote  'fcape  the  hated  flood, 
Fill'd  all  the  plain  with  lamentable  cries: 
But  far  away  th'  unheeding  father  flies, 
Conftrain'd  his  ftrong  compunctions  to  reprefs; 
While  clofe  behind,  afluming  the  difguife 
Ofnurt'ringCareandfmilingT©ndernefs,[prefs. 
With  fecret  fcourges  arm'd  thofe  grifly  faitours 

As  on  the  lleepy  margin  of  a  brook, 
When  the  young  Sun  with  flowry  Maia  rides, 
With  innocent  difmay  a  bleating  flock 
Crowd  back  affrighted  at  the  rolling  tides, 
The  fhepherd-fwain  at  firfl  exhorting  chides 
Their  feely  J  fear;  at  length,  impatient  grown, 
With  his  rude  crook  he  wounds  their  tender  fides, 
And,  all  regardlefs  of  their  piteous  moan,  [down. 
Into  the  dafhing  wave  compels  them  furious 

Thus  urg'd  by  malTring  fear  and  dolorous  teen§ 

Into  the  current  plung'd  that  infant  crowd; 

Right  piteous  was  the  fpectacle  I  ween, 

Of  tender  flriplings  llain'd  with  tears  and  blood, 

Perforce  conflicting  with  the  bitter  flood, 

And  lab'ring  to  attain  the  diflant  (here, 

Where  holding  forth  the  gown  of  manhood  flood 

The  Siren  Liberty,  and  evermore 

Solicited  their  hearts  with  her  enchanting  lore. 

Irkfome  and  long  the  paffage  was,  perplex'd 
With  rugged  rocks,  on  which  the  raving  tide 
By  fudden  burfls  of  angry  tempells  vex'd 
Oft  dalh'd  the  youth,whofeftrength  mote  i  11  abide 
With  head  uplifted  o'er  the  waves  to  ride; 
Whence  many  wearied  ere  they  had  o'erpaft 
The  middle  ftream  (for  they  in  vain  have  tried) 
Again  return'd  aftounded  j|  and  aghaft, 
Ne  one  regardful  look  would  ever  backward  call. 
Some,  of  a  rugged  more  enduring  frame, 
Their  toilfome  coiyfe  with  patient  pain  purfu'd, 
And  tho' with  many  abruifeandmuchel^y  blame, 
Eft  hanging  on  the  lipeks,  and  eft  embru'd 
Deep  in  the  muddy  ftream,  with  hearts  fubdwM, 
And  quail'd  by  labour,  gain'd  the  fhore  at  laflj 
But  in  life's  praclis'd  lear**  unfkill'd  and  rude, 
Forth  to  that  forked  hill  they  filent  pae'd, 
Where  hid  in  ftudiousfhades  their  fruitlefs  hours 

they  wafte. 
Others  of  rich  and  noble  lineage  bred, 
Tho' with  the  crowd  to  pafs  the  flood  conftrain'd, 
Yet  o'er  the  crags  with  fond  indulgence  led 
By  hireling  guides,  and  in  all  depths  fuftain'd, 
Skimm'd  lightly  o'er  the  tide,  undipt,  unftain'd, 
Save  with  the  fprinkling  of  the  wat'ry  fpray. 
And  aye  their  proud  prerogative  maintain'd 


*  Dmd,  dreadful. 

1  Faitour,  doer,  from /<:/><•,  to  do,  and/;//,  deed;  commonly  ufed  by  Spmfer  in  a  bad  fenfe. 

%  Seely,  fimplc. 

**  Lear,  learning. 


§  Teen,  pain,  gl"kf. 


j|  Aftounded,  aftonifhed. 


ff  Muchel,  much. 
Of 
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Of  ignorance,  and  cafe,  and  wanton  play, 
Soft  harbingers  of  vice  and  premature  decay. 

A  few,  alas !  how  few !  by  Heaven's  high  will 
With  fubtle  fpirits  endo'w'd  and  finews  Itrong, 
Aibe*  fore  mated f  by  the  tempelts  fhrill 
7  hat  bellow'd  fierce  and  rife  the  rocks  among, 
By  the  ir  own  native  vigour  borne  along, 
Cut  briflcly  thro'  the  waves,  and  forces  new 
Gat h' ring  from  toil,  and  ardour  from  the  throng* 
Of  rival  youths,  outftript  the  laboring  crew, 
And  to  the  true  Parnalfe  J  and  h-eaven-throng'd 
glory  flew. 

Dire  was  the  tumult !  and  from  ev'ry  more 
Difcordant  echoes  ftruck.  the  deafen'd  ear, 
Heart-thrillingcries,with  fobs  and  fingults§  fore 
Short  interrupted,  the  imploring  tear, 
And  furious  ftripes  and  angry  threats  fevere, 
Confus'dly  mingled  with  the  jarring  found 
Of  all  the  various  fpeeches  that  whilere|| 
On  Shinars's  widefpread  champaign  did  aflound 
High  Babel's  builders  vain,  and  their  proud 
works  confound. 

Much  was  the  knight  empaflion'd  at  the  fcene; 
But  more  his  blooming  fon,  whole  tender  brealt 
Empierced  deep  with  fympathizing  teen 
On  his  pale  cheek  the  figns  of  drad  imprefs'd, 
And  filPd  with  tears  his  eyes,  which  fore  dif- 
Upto  his  lire  herais'd  in  mournful  wife,  [trefs'd, 
Who  with  fweet  fmiles  paternal  foon  redrefs'd 
His  troublous  thoughts,  and  clear'd  each  fad 

furmife: 
Then  turns  his  ready  fleed,and  onhisjourneyhies. 

But  far  he  had  not  march'd  ere  he  was  ftay'd 
By  a  rude  voice,  that  like  th'  united  found 
Of  fhouting  myriads  thro  the  valley  bray'd 
And  lhook  the  groves,  the  floods,  and  folid 
The  diftant  hills  rebellow'd  all  around. [ground  5 
"  Arreft,  fir  Knight,"  it  cried, "  thy  fond  career, 
"  Nor  with  preiumptuous  difobedience  wound 
"  That  awful  majefty  which  all  revere! 
"  In  my  commands,  fir  Knight,  the  voice  of 
"  nations  hear.'"* 

Quick  turn'dthe  knight,  and  fawupon  the  plain 
Advancing  towards  him,  with  impetuous  gait, 
And  vifage  all  inflamM  with  fierce  difdain, 
A  monftrous  giant,  on  whofe  brow  elate 
Shone  the  bright  enfign  of  imperial  ftate  j 
Albeit  lawful  kingdom  he  had  none 
But  laws  and  kingdoms  wont  he  oft  create, 
And  oft  times  over  both  erect  his  throne, 
While  fenates,  priefts,  and  kings,  his  fovran  ^f 
fceptre  own. 

Cuftom  he  hight,  and  aye  in  ev'ry  land 
Ufurp'd  dominion  with  defpotic  fway 
O'er  all  he  holds,  and  to  his  high  command 


Conftrains  ev'n  ftubborn  Nature  to  obey, 
Whom  difpofleffing  oft  he  doth  a  flay 
To  govern  in  her  right;  and  with  a  pace 
So  foft  and  gentle  doth  he  win  his  way, 
That  flie  unwares  is  caught  in  his  embrace; 
And  tho'  deflour'd  and  tiiraird  nought  feels  her 
foul  difgrace, 

For  nurturing  even  from  their  tendereft  age 
The  docile  fons  of  men  withouten  pain, 
By  difciplines  and  rules  to  every  ftage 
Of  life  accommodate,  he  doth  them  train 
Infenfibly  to  wear  and  hug  his  chain; 
Als  his  behells  or  gentle  or  fevere, 
Or  good  or  nox"i3us,  rational  or  vain, 
He  craftily  perfuades  them  to  revere 
As  inititutions  fage  and  venerable  lear. 

Proteftor  therefore  of  that  forked  hill, 
And  mighty  patrcn  of  thofe  Sifters  Nine, 
Who  there  enthron'd  with  many  a  copious  rill, 
Feed  the  full  ftreams  that  thro'  the  valley  lhine, 
He  deemed  was,  and  aye  with  rites  divine, 
Like  thofe  which  Sparta's  **  hardy  race  of  yore 
Were  wont  perform  at  fdl  Diana's  fhrine, 
He  doth  conltrain  his  vaflals  to  adore 
Perforce  their  facred  names,  and  learn  their  fa- 
cred  lore. 

And  to  the  Fairy  knight  now  drawing  near 
With  voice  terrific  and  imperious  mien 
(All  was  he  wont  lefs  dpeadful  to  appear  [feen) 
When  known  and  praclis'd  than  at  diftance 
And  kingly  ftretching  forth  his  fceptre  fheen, 
Him  he  commandeth  upon  threaten'd  pain 
Of  his  difpleafure  high  and  vengeance  keen, 
From  his  rebellious  purpofe  to  refrain,    [train. 
And  all  due  honours  pay  to  Learning's  rev'rend 

So  faying,  and  forcftalling  all  reply, 
His  peremptory  hand  without  delay, 
As  one  who  little  car'd  to  juftify 
His  princely  will,  long  us'd  to  boundlefs  fway, 
Upon  the  Fairy  youth  with  great  difmay 
In  ev'ry  quaking  limb  convuls'd  he  lay'd, 
And  proudly  (talking  o'er  the  verdant  layf  f, 
Him  to  thole  fcientific  ftreams  convey'd, 
With  many  his  young  compeers,  therein  to  be 
embay 'd  J  J. 

The  knight  his  tender  fon's  diftrefsful  flour  §§ 
Perceiving,  fwift  to  his  afliilance  flew, 
Ne  vainly  flay'd  to  deprecate  that  pow'r 
Which  from  fubmiflion  aye  more  haughty  grew; 
For  that  proud  giant's  force  he  wifely  knew 
Not  to  be  meanly  dreaded,  nor  defied 
With  rafh  prefumption;  and  with  courage  true, 
Rather  than  ftep  from  virtue's  path  afide, 
Oft  had  he  iingly  fcorn'd    his  all-difmaying 
pride. 


*  Albe,  although. 
§  Singvilts,  fighs. 


f  Mated,  amazed,  feared.  +  Parnafie,  Parnaffus. 

|j  Whilere,  formerly.  f[  Sovran,  for  fovereign. 

**  The  Lacedemonians,  in  order  to  make  their  children  hardy,  and  endure  pain  with  conftancy  and 
courage,  were  accuftomed  to  caufe  them  to  be  fcourged  very  feverely.  u  And  I  myfelfx"  fays  Plutarch, 
in  his  Life  of  Lycurgus,  "  have  feen  feveral  of  them  endure  w-hipping  to  death  at  the  foot  of  the  al'ar  of 
Diana,  furnamed  Othia."    f  f  Lay,  mead.    +J  Embay'd,  bached,  dipt,    <*§  Stour,  trouble,  misfortune,  Sec. 

And 
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And  now,  difdaining  parle,  his  courfer  hot 
He  iiercely  pnck'd,   and   couchM  his  vengeful 

fpear, 
Wherewith  the  giant  he  fo  rudely  fmot, 
That  him  perforce  constrain \\  to  wend  v  arrear ; 
Who  much  abafh'd  at  fttch  rebuke  Severe, 
Yet  his  accuirom'd  pride  recOv'iring  icon, 
Forthwith  his  mafty  fceptre  'gan  uprear, 
For  other  warlike  weapon  he  had  none, 
Ne  other  him  behov'd  to  quell  his  boldeft  fonef  . 

With  that  enormous  mace  the  Fairy  knight 
So  fore  he  bet  J  that  all  his  armour  bray'd  §, 
To  pieces-  well  nigh  riv'n  with  the  might 
Of  fo  tempeftuous  ltrokes ;   but  he  was  ftay'd, 
And  ever  with  deliberate  valour  weighM 
The  fudden  changes  of  the  doubtful  fray, 
From  cautious  prudence  oft  deriving  aid, 
When  force  unequal  did  him  hard  afTay; 
So  lightly  from  his  deed  he  leap'd  upou  the  lay. 

Then  fwiftly  drawing  forth  his  trenchantj]  blade, 
High  o'er  his  head  he  held  his  fencefui  Shield, 
And  warily  forecafting  to  evade 
The  giant-'s  furious  arm  about  him  wheeFd, 
With  reftlefs  Steps  aye  traverfinj*  the  field, 
And  ever  as  his  foe*s  interno'iate  pride 
Thro1  rage  defenceless  rnote  advantage  yield, 
With  his  fharp  (word  fo  oft  he  did  him  gride  <ft 


They,  when  their  bleeding  king  they  did  behold 
And  law  an  armed  knight  him  Handing  near, 
Attended  by  that  palmer  fage  and  bold, 
Whoi'e  vent'rous  fearch  of  devious  truth  whilere 
Spread  thro*  the  realmsof  learning  horroursdrear, 
Vieized  were  at  Shaft  with  terrors  great, 
And  in  their  boding  hearts  began  to  fear 
DilTepiion  factious,  controversial  hate, 
And  innovations  Strange,  in  Cuilom's  peaceful 

ftate. 
Bu<-  when  theyiawthe  knight  his  fauchion  (heath, 
And  climbing  to  his  Heed  march  thence  away 
With  all  his  hoftile  train,  they  'gan  to  breathe 
With  freer  fphit,  and  with  afpect  gay 
Soon  chae'd  the  gathering  clouds  of  black  afra  y  j 
Als  their  great  monarch,  cheered  with  the  view 
Of  myriads  who  confeis  his  Sovran  fway, 
His  ruffled  pride  began  to  plume  anew 
And  on  his  bugle  clear  a  iirain  of  triumph  blew. 

Thereat  the  multitude  that  flood  around 
Sent  up  at  once  a  univerfal  roar 
Of  boiitrous  joy:  the  Sudden-burfting  found, 
Like  the  explofion  of  a  warlike  ftore 
Of  nitrous  grain,  th'  afflicted  welkin  §§  tore  : 
Then  turning  tow'rds  the  knight  with  fcominrs 
Heart-piercing infults  and  revilings  fore,  [li 
Loud  bursts  of  laughter  vain,  and  bilTcs  rude 
That  his  gold-Sandai'd  feet  in  crimfon  floods;  As  thro'  the  throng  he  palVd  his  parting  steps 


were  dy'd. 

His  bafer  parts  he  maim  VI  with  many  a  wound: 
Bat  far  above  his  utmoft  reach  were  pight"'* 
The  forts  of  life  j  ne  never  to  confound 
With  utter  ruin,  and  abolish  quite 
A  pow'r  fo  puillant,  by  his  fugle  might 
Did  he  prefume  to  hope:  himfell"  alone 
From  lawlefs  force  to  free  in  bloody  fight 
He  Stood,  content  to  bow  to  cuftom's  throne, 


purfued. 

Als  from  that  forked  hill,,  the  bonded  feat 
Of  ltudious  Peace  and  mild  Philofophy, 
Indignant  murmurs  mote  be  heard  to  threat, 
MnnV ring  their  rage  ;  eke  baleful  Infamy, 
iRops'd  i'rom  her  den  of  bale  obscurity 
By  thofe  fam'd  Maidens  Nine,  began  to  found 
Pier  brazen  trump  of  black'ning  obloquy, 
Whi!eSatire,withdarkcloudsencompafs'd  round 


So  reafon  mote  not  blufli  his  Sovran  rule  to  own.  Saarp  Secret  arrows  ihot,  and  aim'd  his  back  t» 

So  well  he  warded  and  fo  fiercely  pre  ft 
His  foe,  that  weary  wax'd  he  of  the  fray. 
Yet  nouid  he  algatesff  lower  his  haughty  creft, 
But  mafking  in  contempt  his  fore  diimay, 
Disdainfully  releas'd  the  trembling  prey 
As  one  unworthy  of  his  princely  care; 
Then  proudly  calling  on  the  warlike  Fay  JJ 
A  frnile  of  fcorn  and  pity,  thro'  the  air 


wound. 

But  the  brave  Fairy  knight  no  whit  difmay'd, 
Held  on  his  peaceful  journey  o'er  the  plain, 
With  curious  eye  observing,  as  he  Stray 'd 
Thro'  the  wide  provinces  of  Cuftonfs  reign, 
What  mote  afreSh  admonifh  him  remain 
Fail  by  his  virtuous  purpofe  ;  all  around 
So  many  objects  mov'd  his  joft  disdain, 


*Gan  blow  his  fhrilling  horn?  theblaitwas  heard  |  Him  feem'dthat  nothing  ferious, nothing  found, 

In  city,  village,  bow'r,  or  caftle,  mote  be  found. 

In  village,  city,  caftle,  bow'r,  and  hall, 
Each  fex,  each  age,  each  order  and  degree, 
Fo  vice  and  idle  fport  abandoned  all, 


ifa 

Eftfoons  aftoniSVd  at  th'  alarming  found, 
The  Signal  of  diitrefs  and  hoftile  wrong, 
Confus'dly  trooping  from  all  quarters  round, 


Came  pouring  o'er  the  plain  a  numerous  throng; Kept  one  perpetual  gen'ral  jubilee, 


Of  evVy  lex  and  order,  old  and  young, 
The  valfals  of  great  Cuftom's  wide  domain, 
Who  to  his  lore  inur'd  by  ufage  long 
His  ev'ry  Summons  heard  with  p'eal'ure  fain, 
And  felt  his  ev'ry  wound  with  iympatheticpain. 


JSe  fuffer'd  ought  disturb  their  merry  gleej 
;\Te  feni'e  of  private  lofs,  ne  public  woes, 
Reftraint  of  law,  religion's  drad  decree, 
InteftinedeSblation, foreign  foes,  [vuliive throes. 
NorHeaven'3tenrpeftuousthreats,norearth'scon- 


*  Wend  arrear,  move  backwards.  f  Fene,  foes. 

||   Trenchant,  cutting.  fj  Gride,  cut,  hack, 

ff  Noul4  he  algatcs,  would  not  by  any  means,  }  j 


X  Ret,  beat.  *j  Bray'd,  refounded. 

**  Fight,  placU 
Fay,  Fairy,  §§  Welkin,  Sky. 
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To  Pleafure's  num'rous  temples,  that  be  fide 
The  glift'niog  dreams,  or  tufted  proves  among. 
To  ev'ry  idle  foot  itood  open  w 
*Aaad  ev'ry  gay  defire  with  various  joys  fupplied. 

Forthereeach  heart  with  ei  verfe  charms  to  move 


Uooic  IT. 

But  chiefly  they  whom  Heaven's  dif  poling  hand 
Had  feared  high  on  Fortin  _r  irage, 

And  plac'd  within  their  call  the  facred  ba 
That  waits  on  Nurture  and  I.  a  iage, 

If  haply  their  wife  heft*1  engage 

To  climb  thro'  kno 
And,  as  they  mou 


>wW  uyeochanttefsfummonMaHher.t 

nt,  enlightenev  ryage  Alluring  Venus,  qu  at  love, 

a  the  bright  influence  of  lair  virtue  s  rays,  rhe  booa  co:rip.lv:ion  Bacchus,  loud  and 
ch  from  the  awful  heights   of  gran  ;nd  tricMng  Hermes,  god  of  fraudf 

brighter  blaze: — 

,  O  perverfe  and  bafe  ingratitude! 
De  {"piling  the  great  ends  or"  Providence, 

which  above  their  mates  they  were  endued 
With  wealth,  authority,  and  eminence, 
To  the  low  fen  \ct  tal  fenfe 

Abus'd  the  means  or'  pieafnres  more  re/inM, 
Of  knowledge,  virtue,  and  beneficence; 
And,  fett'ringon  her  throne  th'  immortal  Mind, 
Theguidance  other  realmto  paflions  wildrefign'd. 

Hence,  thoughtlefs,  fhamelefs,  recklels,  fpiritlefs, 

Nought  Worthy  or"  their  kind  did  they  eii'ay, 

But,  or  benunuVd  with,  paliled  idleneis, 

In  merely  living  loiter'd  life  av 

Or  by  falfe  taite  of  pleafure  led  aitray. 

For  ever  wand'ring  in  the  fen  lual  bow'rs 

verifli  Debauch  and  lultful  Play, 
Spent  on  ignoble  toils  their  active  pow'rs, 
And  with  untimely  blaits  diieas'd  their  vernal 
hours. 

E'en  they  to  whom  kind  Nature  did  accord 
A  frame  more  delicate  and  purer  mind, 
Tho'  the  foul  brothel  and  the  wine-nain'd  board 
Of  beaftiy  Comus  loathing  they  declin'd, 
\    I  their  foft  hearts  to  idle  joy-  refign'd; 
Like  painted  infects  thro1  the  fummerair 
With  random  flight  aye  ranging  nn.ontin'd, 
And  tailing  evYy  rlow'r  and  bloflbm  f.*ir 
Withouten  any  choice,  withouten  any  care. 


- a  -~.:-~,  got 

Who  when  blind  Fort: 

And  Phcebus,  tuning  his  foft  Lydian  (train 
To  wanton  morions  and  the  1  .::,    fry. 

And  thought-beguiling  (hew  and  maiking  revci- 

Unmeet  aflbciates  thefe  for  noble  youth 
Who  to  true  honour  meaneth  I 
And  for  the  works  of  virtue,  faith 
Would  keep  his  manly  faculties  entire; 
The  which  avizing  well  the  cautious  fire 
From  that  foft  Siren  land  of  pleauunce  vain 
With  timely  hafte  was  minded  to  retire, 
Or  ere  the  fweet  contagion  mote  attain   (ftairr. 
His  fon's  unpra&is'd  heart,  yet  free  from  vicious 

So  turning  from  that  beaten  road  afide, 
Thro'"  many  a  devious  path  at  length  he  pac'J, 
As  that  experienced  palmer  did  him  gu 
Till  to  a  mountain  hoare  they  came  at  laltj 
Whofe  high-nuVd  brows,  with  fylvan  honours 
M  ajelHcally  frown'd  upon  the  plain,      [grae'd, 
And  over  all  an  awful  horror  cafe ; 
Seem'd  as  thofe  villas  gay  it  did  difdain,  [train. 
Which  fpangled  all  the  vale  like  Flora's  painted 

The  hill  afcended  ftraight,  erewhi'e  they  came 
To  a  tail  grove,  whofe  thick  embe-  .ade, 

Impervious  to  the  fun's  meridian  name, 
E'en  at  mid- noon  a  dubious  tv  , 

Lik-  to  that  fober  light  which, 
Of  all  its  gorgeous  robe,  with  blunted 
'Thro'  windows  dim  with  holy  acts  pourtray'd 

For  choice  them  needed  none  who  only  fought  JAroug 

With  vain  amufements  to  beguile  the  day,  i  ::1pt  thought  from  vain  earth,- 

Andwhereforefhonldtheytakeorc'are  orthot  >.mtr  themes. 

Whom  Nature  prompts  and  Fortune  cads  to  play?  T>an^.u  fv-/i,:  u  ,? „u-~ 

,,  r      ,      r  .1   '      .,•    .     ,  , -,;  beneath;  1  o  erarenmg  canopy 

"  Lord*;  ot  the  earth,  be  happy  as  ye  ro  °\         v{ 

4    1        •  t    /•   »       1 1  »'     1     7  fyivan  cc  -, 

So  learn  d,  lo  tau«ht,  the   eaders  ot  man  ,  * 

-     -  .  .     tivemeJcc 

:  echoing  thro*"  tLe  lonely  frade, 
On  to  aire  otzl. 

us  circle  , 

With: 

os'd  to  fudden  vi 

.  ; miles  an  .  eau- 

tbs  crown  "d. 
There  on  the  b^£s  of  an  ar.cient  : 

fe,  croi'j-iVur.  jk'd  the 

A  venerable  matron  they  erew 
Difcover*d  have  b(  lg  £ 

.  and  pen  five  mood: 
Kerir'd  within 

f enj'd  o\         -  .  v  turns  to  b:" 

.    3  ;with  ti:.  I  .  *er- 

fcefl  f 


Th*  unreafoning  vulgar  willh  ■  y, 

And,  leaving  toil  and  poverty  beh 

Ran  forth  by  diff  'rent  ways  rhe  blifsfal  boon  to 

>.  /:  tedious  was  the  fearch;  for  ev'ry 
As  nigh,  great  Cuftom's  royal 
pafs'd  thro'  th*  adjoining  hamlets,  mote 
The  merry  voice  of  feitival  delight 
Saluting  the  return  of  morning  bfi 
With  martin  revels  by  the  mid-day  hours 

CC  ended,  and  again  with  dewy  n: 
la  coveir'd  theatres  or  leafy  bow'rs,       ['pcw'rs. 
OiF'ring  her  evening  vews  to  Pleafure 

And  ever  0:1  the  wav  ci9t<  h«  •  ;y 

^ku,  women,  children,  a  pro  wig 

Of  rich,  poor,  wife,  and  fimpie,  Jow 

Jiy  land,  by  water,  pafiing  uye  along 

With  murmurs,  anticks,  mulic,  dance  and  fong, 

*  Hejb,  bchefls,  pre:  ;n*nJs. 


t   0' 
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Her  thus  immers'd  in  anxiousthought?profound 
When  as  the  knight  perceiv'd,he  nearer  drew, 
To  weet  what  bitter  bale  did  her  altound, 
And  whence  th'  occafion  of  her  anguiih  grew } 
For  that  right  noble  matron  well  he  krtew, 
And  many  perils  huge  and  labours  fore 
Had  for  her  fake  endur'd,  her  vaflal  true, 
Train* d  in  her  love,  and  praelis'd  evermore 
Her  honour  to  refpecl:,  and  reverence  her  lore. 

"  O  deareft  Drad !"  he  cried,  "  fair  Ifland  Queen! 
"  Mother  of  heroes !  Emprefs  of  the  main  1 
"  What  means  that  itormy  brow  of  troublous 

"  teen,  [train 

"  Si  th  *  heaven-born  Peace,  with  all  her  fmiling 
'*  Of  Sciences  and  Arts,  adorns  thy  reign 
"  With  wealth  and  knowledge,  fplendour  and 

"  renown  ?  plain  ! 

'*  Each  port  how  throng'd  !  how  fruitful  ev'ry 
"  How  blithe  the  country !  and  how  gay  the 

"  town  ! 
"  While  Liberty  fecures  and  heightens  ev'ry 

"  boon  !" 
Awake  n'd  from  her  trance  of,penfive  wo 
By  thefe  fair  fiatt'ring  words,  (he  rais'd  her  head, 
And  bending  on  the  knight  her  frowning  brow, 
**  Mock'ft  thou  my  forrows,  Fairy  Son?"  fhefaid  j 
"  Or  is  thy  judgment  by  thy  heart  milled 
"  To  deem  that  certain  which  thy  hopes  fuggeft 
"  To  deem  them  full  of  life  and  luliihead  f 
,c  Who  fe  cheeks  in  Hebe's  vivid  tints  are  drefs'd, 
*'  And  with  joy's  carelefs  mien  and  dimpled 

**  fmiles  imprefs'd  ! 
"  Thy  unfufpe&ing  heart  how  nobly  good 
*'  I  know,  how  fanguine  in  thy  country's  caufe, 
"  And  mark'd  thy  virtue  iingiy  how  it  flood 
"  Th'  aflaults  of  mighty  cuftom,  which  o'erawes 
"  The  faint  and  tim'rousmind,and  oft  withdraws 
"  From  Reafon's  lore  th' ambitious  and  the  vain, 
"  By  the  fweet  lure  of  popular  applaufe, 
"  Againft  their  better  knowledge  to  maintain 
"  The  lawlefs  throne  of  Vice  or  Folly's  childifh 

"  reign. 
41  How  vaft  his  influence,  how  wide  his  fway, 
"  Thyfelf  erewhile  by  proof  didfb  underfland, 
•*  And  faw'ft,  as  thro'  his  realms  thou  took' it  thy 

"  way, 
•'  How  vice  and  folly  had  o'erfpread  the  land: 
"  And  canft  thou  then,  O  Fairy  Son!  demand 
*  The  reafon  of  zny  wo?  or  hope  to  eafe 
w  The  throbbingsof myheartwithfpeechesbland, 
"  And  words  more  apt  my  forrows  to  increafe, 
"  The  once-dear  names  of  wealth,  and  liberty, 

u  and  peace? 

<{  Peace,  wealth,  and  liberty  that  nobleftboon, 

"  Are  bleflings  only  to  the  wife  and  good; 

"  To  weak  and  vicious  minds  their  wortli  un- 

"  known, 
«{  And  thence  abufi'd,  but  ferve  to  furnifli  food 
*<  For  riot  and  debauch,  and  fire  the  blood 
'*'  With  high-fpie'd luxury.whence ilrife, debate, 
"  Ambition,  envy,  Faction's  vip'rous  brood, 


"  Contempt  of  order,  manners  profligate,  [ftate. 
"  The  lymptoms  of  a  foul,  difeas'd  and  bloated 

"  Ev'n  Wit  and  Genius,  with  their  learned  train 
"  Of  Arts  and  Mufes,  tho'  from  heav'n  above 
"  Defcendcd,  when  their  talents  they  profane 
"  To  varnifli  folly,  kindle  wanton  love, 
"  And  aid  eccentric  fceptic  pride  to  rove 
"  Beyond  celeftial  truth's  attractive  fphere, 
"  This  moral  fyftem's  central  fun,  aye  prove 
"  To  their  fond  votaries  a  curie  fevere, 
**  And  only  make  mankind  more  obftinately  err. 
"  And  ftand  my  fons  herein  from  cenfure  clear? 
"  Have  they  cordider'd  well  and  underftood 
"  The  ufe  and  import  of  thofe  bleflings  dear 
M  Which  thegreatLord  of  Nature  hathbeftow'd 
"  As  well  to  prove  as  to  reward  the  good  ? 
"  Whence  are  thefe  torrents  then,  thefe  billowy 
"  Of  vice,  in  which  as  in  his  proper  flood   [feas 
M  The  fell  Leviathan  licentious  plays, 
"  And  upon  fliipwreck'd  Faith  and  finking  Vir- 
**  tue  preys? 
To  you,  ye  noble,  opulent,  and  great! 
"  With  friendly  voice  I  call  and  honeft  zeal; 
M  Upon  your  vital  influences  wait 
"  The  health  and  ficknefs  of  the  common  weal : 
"  The  maladies  you  caufe  you rfelves  muft  heal. 
"  In  vain  to  the  unthinking  harden'd  crowd 
"  Will  truth  and  reafon  make  their  juft  appeal, 
(t  In  vain  will  (acred  wifdom  cry  aloud,  [blood. 
"  And  juftice  drench  invainhervengeful  fwordin 

"  With  you  muft  reformation  firft  take  place; 
"  You  are  the  head,  the  intellectual  mind 
M  Of  this  vaft  body  politic,  whole  bafe 
"  And  vulgar  limbs  to  drudgery  conflgn'd, 
"  All  the  rich  ftores  of  fcience  have  refign'd 
"  To  you,  that,  by  the  craftfman's  various  toil, 
"  The  fea-worn  mariner  and  fweating  hind, 
"  In  peace  and  affluence  maintain'd,  the  while 
"  You  for  yourfeives  and  them  may  drefs  the 

"  mental  foil. 
"  Bethink  you  then,  my  children  !  of  the  truft 
"  In  you  repos'd ;  ne  let  your  heaven-born  mind 
u  Conftime  in  pleafure  or  unaclive  ruft, 
"  But  nobly  roufe  you  to  the  tafk  aflign'd, 
"  The  godlike  talk,  to  teach  and  mend  mankind ! 
u  Learn,  that  ye  may  inftrucl:  to  virtue  lead 
"  Yourfeives  the  way ;  the  herd  will  crowd  be- 

"  hind, 
"  And  gather  precepts  from  each  worthy  deed* 
*  Example  is  a  leflbn  that  all  men  can  read. 
K  But  if  (to  all  or  moft  I  do  not  fpeak) 
"In  vain  and  fenfual  habits  now  grown  old 
"  The  ftrong  Circaean  charm  you  cannot  break, 
"  Nor  rcaflume  at  will  your  native  mould  J, 
M  Yet  envy  not  the  ftate  you  could  not  hold, 
u  And  take  compaflion  on  the  riling  age; 
"  In  them  redeem  your  errors  manifold, 
**  And  by  due  difcipline  and  nurture  fage 
"  In  virtue's  lore  betimes  your  docilefonsengage^ 
"  You  chiefly  who  like  me  in  tecret  mourn 
"  The  prevalence  of  cuftom  lewd  and  vain, 
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'*  And  you  who  tho'  by  the  rude  torrent  borne 
**.  Unwillingly  along,  you  yield  with  pain 
*'  To  his  behefls,  and  aft  what  you  difdain, 

*  Yet  nourilh  in  your  hearts  the  gen'rous  love 
*'  Of  piety  and  truth,  no  more  reftrain 

u  The  manly  zeal,  but  all  your  finews  move 
"  The  pre  lent  to  reclaim,  the  future  race  im- 
"  prove. 

i(  Eftfoons  by  your  joint  efforts  mall  be  quell'd 
"■  Yon  haughty  giant,  who  fo  proudly  fways 
"  A  fceptre  by  repute  alone  upheld, 
u  Who  where  he  cannot  dictates  ftraight  obeys.: 

*  Accuftom'd  to  conform  his  flatt'ring  phrafe 
u  To  numbers  and  light-plac'd  authority 

"  Your  party  he  will  join,  your  maxims  praife, 

"  And,  drawing  after  all  his  menial  fry, 

"  Soon  teach  the  gen'ral  voice  your  adl  to  ratify. 

*'  Ne  for  th'archievement  of  this  great  emnrize 
"  The  want  of  means  or  counfel  may  ye  dread ; 
•'  From  my  twin-daughters'fruitful  wombs  (hail 
"  A  race  of  lettered  fages  deeply  read  [rife 
*f  In  learning's  various  writ,  by  whom  yled 
"  Thro' each  well-cultur'd  plot,  each  beauteous 

"  grove, 
u  Where  antic  wi fd om  whilom  wont  to  tread, 
"  With  mingled  glee  and  profit  may  ye  rove, 
"  And  cull  each  virtuous  plant,  each  tree  of 

"  knowledge  prove. 

*■  Yourfelves  with  virtue  thus  and  knowledge 

"  fraught, 
"  Of  what  in  ancient  days  of  good  or  great 
"  Hiftorians,  bards,  philofophers,  have  taught, 
u  Toin'd  with  whatever  elfc  of  modern  date 
u  Maturer  judgment,  fearch  more  accurate, 
"  Difcover'd  have  of  Nature,  Man  and  God, 
**  May  by  new  laws  reform  the  time-worn  flate 
"  Of  cell-bred  difcipline,  and  imoothe  the  road 
*  That  leads  thro'  learning's  vale  to  wifdom's 

"  bright  abode. 

"  By  you  invited  to  her  fecret  bow'rs, 
"  Then  (hall  Psedia  re-afcend  her  throne, 
"  With  vivid  laurels  girt  and  fragrant  fiow'rs; 
n  Whilefromtheirforkedmountdefcendingdown 
u  Yon  fupercilious  pedant  train  fhall  own 
"  Her  empire  paramount,  ere  long  by  her 
"  Ytaught  a  leflbn  in  their  fchools  unknown, 
"  To  learning's  richell  treafure  to  prefer 
"  The  knowledge  of  the  world  and  man's  great 
*  bufinefs  there. 

f  On  this  prime  fcience,  as  the  final  end 
■*  Of  all  her  difcipline  and  nurt'ring  care, 
u  Her  eye  Pxdia  fixing,  aye  fhall  bend 
"  Her  ev'ry  thought  and  effort  to  prepare 
°  Her  tender  pupils  for  the  various  war 
u  Which  vice  and  folly  fhall  upon  them  wage 
*l  As  on  the  perilous  march  of  life  they  fare, 
"  With  prudent  lore  fore-arming  e-'ry  age 
"  'Gainft  Pleafure's  treach'rous  joys  and  Pain's 

w  embattled  rage. 
"  Then  fhall  my  youthful  fons,  to  wifdom  led 
"  By  fair  example  and  ingenuous  praife, 
u  With  willing  feet  the  paths  of  duty  tread, 


"  Thro'  the  world's  intricate  or  rugged  ways, 
"  Conducted  by  Religion's  facred  rays, 
"  Whofe  foul-invigorating  influence 
"  Shall  purge  their  minds  from  all  impure  allays 
**  Of  fordid  felfifhnefs,  and  brutal  fenfe;  [lence. 
"  Andfwell  th'ennobled  heart  with  bleit  benevo- 
"  Then  alfo  fliall  this  emblematic  pile, 
"  By  magic  whilom  fram'd  to  fympathife 
"  With  all  the  fortunes  of  this  changeful  ifle, 
"  Still  as  my  fons  in  fame  and  virtue  rife,  [Ikies 
"  Grow  with  their  growth,  and  to  th'  applauding 
"  It's  radiant  crofs  uplift ;  the  while  to  grace 
"  The  multiplying  niches  frefh  fupplies 
"  Of  worthies  fhall  fucceed,  with  equal  pace 
"  Aye  following  their  fires  in  virtue's  glorious 
"  race." 

Fir'd  with  th*  idea  of  her  future  fame, 
She  rofe  majeitic  from  her  lowly  llead, 
While  from  her  vivid  eyes  a  fparkting  flame 
Outbeaming,  with  unwonted  light  o'erfpread 
That  monumental  pile,  and,  as  her  head 
To  ev'ry  front  fhe  turn'd,  difcover'd  round 
The  venerable  forms  of  heroes  dead, 
Who  for  their  various  merit,  ent  renown 'd, 
Inthisbrightfaneofgloryfhrinesofhonourfound. 
On  thefe  that  royal  dame  her  ravifh'd  eyes 
Would  often  feaft;  and  ever  as  fhe  fpied    [riff, 
Forth  from  the  ground  the  lengthening  flruZ 
With  new-plac'd  ftatues  deck'd  on  ev'ry  fide, 
Her  parent  breait  would  fwellwithgen'rouspride. 
And  now  with  her  in  that  fequefter'd  plain 
The  knight  4  while  constraining  to  abide, 
She  to  the  Fairy  youth  with  pleafure  fain 
Thole  fculptur'd  chiefs  did  fhew,  and  their  great 
lives  explain. 


§  59.     A  Birtb-Day  Thought. 
Can  I,  all-gracious  Providenoe! 

Can  I  deferve  thy  care  ? 
Ah !  no :  I've  not  the  leafl  pretence 

To  bounties  which  I  fhare. 

Have  I  not  been  defended  vill 

From  dangers  and  from  death ; 

Been  fafe  prefer v'd  from  ev'ry  ill 
E'er  fince  thou  gave  me  breath  ? 

I  live  once  more,  to  fee  the  day 
That  brought  me  firlt  to  light; 

0  !  teach  my  willing  heart  the  way 

To  take  thy  mercies  right. 

Tho'  dazzling  fplendor,  pomp,  and  fhowj 

My  fortune  has  denied; 
Yet  more  than  grandeur  can  beftow 

Content  hath  well  fupplied. 
No  ftrife  has  e'er  diflurb'd  my  peace, 

No  mis'ries  have  1  known ; 
And,  that  I'm  blefs'd  with  health  and  eafe, 

With  humble  thanks  I  own. 

1  envy  no  one's  birth  or  fame, 

Their  titles,  train,  or  drefs; 
Nor  has  my  pride  e'er  flretch'd  its  aim 
Beyond  what  I  poiTefs, 
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I  afk  and  wifh,  not  to  ap. 

More  beauteous,  rich,  or  gay; 
Lord  make  me  wifer  ev'ry  year, 

And  better  ev'ry  day. 


§  6a     A  Moral  Rep&h-..     Written  on  the  frjl 
Day  of  the  Tear  17S2. 

Seventeen  Hundred  Eighty-one 

Is  now  forever  paft: 
Seventeen  Hundred  Eighty-two 

Will  ily  away  as  raft. 

But  whether  life's  uncertain  fcene 

Shall  hold  an  equal  pace; 
Or  whether  death  fhill  come  between, 

And  end  my  mortal  race: 
Or  whether  ficknefV,  pain,  or  health, 

My  future  lot  (hall  be; 
Or  whether  poverty  or  wealth, 

Is  ail  unknown  to  me. 
One  thing  I  know,  that  needful  'tis 

To  watch  with  careful  eye; 
Since  ev'ry  fea'ibn  fpent  amifs 

Is  regilter'd  on  high. 

Too  well  I  know  what  precious  hours 

My  wayward  paiTions  waile ; 
And  oh!    I  find  my  mortal  pow'rs 

To  duft  and  darknefs  hafte. 
Earth  roli?  her  rapid  feafons  round, 

To  meet  her  final  fire; 
But  virtue  is  with  glory  crown 'd, 

Tho'  funs  and  ftars  expire. 
What  awful  thoughts  !  what  truths  fublime  ! 

What  vi etui  leflbn  this  ! 
O!   let  me  well  improve  my  time! 
'     Cli !    It:  me  die  in  peace  1 


§61.     The  Triumph  of  Ifs,  cccafionedhy  IJIs,  an 
Elegy.     T.  W a ic ton'. 

CVmi!  mihi  nefcio  quam,  propria  cuinTybride,  Romara 
.Semper  in  ore  geris?  *.ef,n,nt  h  vera  pafentes, 
H.inc  Urbera  ir.f.no  nulius  qui  Marte  pelivit, 
I.^cuu-.  violafft  iedk.    hec  Numiria  Sedexri 

Dtilaucnt. Claud  ian. 

On  doting  flow'rs  when  genial  gales  diffufe 
The  fragrant  tribute  of  refrefhing  dews ; 
When  chants  the  miik-maid  at  her  balmy  pail, 
And  weary  reapers  whiitle  o'er  the  vale  ; 
Charijftfafcby  the  murmurs  of  the  quiveringthade, 
O'er  liis'  willow-fringed  banks  I  ilray'd: 
And  calmly  rahtmg  ii. rough  the  twilight  way, 
In  penfive  mood  I  trained  the  Doiic  lay. 
When  lo!  from  op  ning  clouds  a  golden  gleam 
Ponr'd  hidden  fp'endors  o'er  the  fnadowy  ftream; 
And  from  the  wave  aroi'e  its  guardian  queen, 
Known  by  her  fweepjng  hole  of  gloiiy  given  ; 
While  in  the  cord  crown  that  bound  her  brow 
Was  wove  the  Delphic  laurel's  verdant  bough. 

As  the  f'mooth  lurface  of  the  dimply  flood 
The  iiiver-flipper'd  virgin  lightly  Uod; 
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From  her  loofe  hair  the  dropping  dew  fhe  prefs'd", 
And  thus  mine  ear  in  accents  mild  addrefs'd: 

No  more,  my  Ion,  the  rural  reed  employ, 
Nor  trill  the  tinkling  {train  of  empty  joy; 
No  more  thy  love-refounding  fonnets  fuit 
To  notes  of  pafl'ral  pipe  or  oaten  flute. 
For  hark!  high-thron'd  on  yon  majeftic  walls, 
To  the  dear  Mule  afflicted  Freedom  calls  : 
When  Freedom  calls,  and  Oxford  bids  thee  finjr. 
Why  ftays  thy  hand  to  ftrike  the  founding  firing? 
While  thus,  in  Freedom's  and  in  Phoebus'  i'pite, 
]The  venal  fons  of  flavifh  Cam  unite; 
To  make  yon  towers  when  malice  rears  her  creft, 
Shall  all  my  fons  in  filence  idiy  reft? 

Still  ling,  O  Cam,  your  fav'rite  freedom's  caufe, 
Still  boaft  of  freedom,  while  you  break  her  laws  \ 
To  Pow'r  your  (brigs  of  gralulation  pay  j 
To  Courts  addrefs  loft  ilattery's  feryile  lay. 
What  tho'  your  gentle  Mafon's  plaintive  verfe 
Has  hung  with  fvveeteft  wreaths  Muieus'  herfe; 
What  tho'  your  vaunted  bard's  ingenuous  woe, 
Soft  as  my  ftreaffl,  in  tuneful  numbers  flow; 
Yet  ftrove  his  Mufe,  by  fame  or  envy  led, 
To  tear  the  laurels  from  a  lifter's  head?-—— 
Mifguided  youth  !  with  rude  unclafiic  rage 
To  blot  the  beauties  of"  thy  whiter  page; 
A  rage  that  fullies  e'en  thy  guiltleis  lays, 
And  blatcs  the  vernal  bloom  of  half  thy  bays. 

Let  *  *  *  boafl  the  patrons  of  her  name, 
Each  fplendid  fool  of  fortune  and  of  fame; 
Still  of  preferment  let  her  fhine  the  queen, 
Prolific  parent  of  each  bowing  dean  : 
Be  hers  each  prelate  of  the  pamper'd  cheek, 
Each  courtly  chaplain,  fanctify'd  and  (leek  : 
Still  let  the  drones  of  her  exhauftlefs  hive 
On  rich  pluralities  fupinely  thrive: 
Still  let  her  fenates  titled  flaves  revere, 
Nor  dare  to  know  the  patriot  from  the  peer; 
No  longer  charm'd  by  virtue's  lofty  long, 
Once  heard  fage  Milton's  manly  tones  among, 
Where  Cam,  meand'ri ng  thro'  the  matted  reeds, 
With  loit'ring  wave  his  groves  of  laurel -feeds. 
'Tis  purs,  my  fon,  to  deal  the  facred  bay, 
Where  honour  calls,  and  juftice  points  the  way ; 
To  wear  the  well-earn 'd  wreath  that  meritbrings, 
And  Inatch  a  gift  beyond  the  reach  of  kings. 
ecoriiingandfeorn'dby  courts,yonMufeVoow'r 
Still  nor  enjoys  nor  fecks  the  ftnile  of  pow'r. 

Though  wakeful  vengeance  watch  my  cryftal 
Tho  periecution  wave  her  iron  wing,      [fpring, 
And  o'er  yon  fpiry  temples  as  (he  Hies, 
"  Thoffe  deftinvd  feats  be  mine,"  exulting  cries; 
Fortune's  fair  finiles  on  liis  ftill  attend: 
And,  as  the  dews  of  gracious  heaven  defcend 
Unaik'd,  unfeen,  in  ftill  but  copious  fhow'rs, 
Her  llores  on  me  fpontaneous  bounty  pours. 
See,  Science  walks  with  recent  chapletscrown'd  j 
With  Fancy1:',  itrain  my  fairy  (hades  refbund; 
My  Mufe  divine  (till  keeps  her  cullom'd  ihte, 
The  mien  erct\,  and  high  majdtic  gait: 
Green  as  of  old  each  oliv'd  portal  fmiles, 
And  ftill  the  graces  build  my  Grecian  piles  ; 
My  gothic  I'pircs  in  ancient  glory  rile, 
Ind  dare  with  wonted  pride  to  ruin  into  the  ikies. 
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E'en  hte  when  Radclirle's  delegated  train 
Aufpicious  (hone  in  Ins'  happy  plain;   [fhrine, 
When  yon  proud  *  dome  fair  learning's  amplest 
Beneath  its  attic  roofs  receiv'd  the  Nine ; 
Was  rapture  mute,  or  ceas'd  the  glad  acclaim, 
To  Raucliffe  due,  and  Ills'  hononr'd  name  ? 
What  free-born  crouds  adorn'd  the  feJtive  day, 
Nor  blufh'd  to  wear  my  tributary  bay ! 
How  each  brave  breaftwith  honedardoursheav'd. 
When  Sheltdn's  fane  the  patriot  band  receiv'd ; 
While,  as  we  loudly  hail'd  the  chofen  few, 
Rome's  awful  fenate  rufh'd  upon  the  view! 

O  may  the  day  in  lateft  annals  (bine* 
That  made  a  Beaufort  and  an  Harley  mine ; 
That  bade  them  leave  the  loftier  fcene  awhile, 
The  pomp  of  guiltlefs  date,  the  patriot  toil, 
For  bleeding  Albion's  aid  thefage  design, 
To  hold  Ihort  dalliance  with  the  tuneful  Nine  ! 
Then  mnlic  left  her  fiiver  fphere  on  high, 
And  bore  each  (train  of  triumph  from  the.fky ; 
S well'd  the  loud  long,  and  to  my  chiefs  around 
Pour'd  the  full  peans  of  meliiflous  found. 
My  Naiads  blythe  the  dying  accents  caught, 
And  listening  danc'd  beneath  their  pearly  grot : 
In  gentler  eddies  play'd  my  confcious  wave, 
And  all  my  reeds  their  lofted  whifpers  gave; 
Each  lay  with  brighter  green  adorn'd  my  bow'rs, 
And  breathM  a  frefher  fragrance  on  my  flow'rs. 

But  lo  !  at  once  the  pealing  concerts  ceafe, 
And  crowded  theatres  are  liufh'd  in  peace. 
See,  on  yon  (age,  how  all  attentive  ftand, 
To  catch  liis  parting  eye,  and  waving  hand. 
Hark  !  he  begins  with  all  a  Tully's  art, 
To  pour  the  diclates  of  a  Cato's  heart,    [fpire, 
Skill'd  to  pronounce  what  nobleft  thoughts  in- 
He  blends  the.  fpeaker's  writh  the  patriot's  fire  j 
Bold  to  conceive,  nor  tim'rous  to  conceal, 
What  Britons  dare  to  think  he  dares  to  tell. 
'Tis  his  alike  the  ear  and  eyes  to  charm, 
To  win  with  *£iion,  and  with  feni'e  to  warm. 
tJntaught  in  flow'ry  periods  to  difpenfe 
The  lulling  founds  of  fweet  impertinence  : 
In  frowns  or  fmiles  he  gains  ail  equal  prize, 
Nor  meanly  fears  to  fall,  nor  creeps  to  rife  ; 
Bids  happier  days  to  Albion  be  reftor'd, 
Bids  ancient  juilice  rear  her  radiant  fword  j 
From  me,  as  from  my  country,  claims  apphufe, 
And  makes  an  Oxford's  a  Britannia's  caufe. 

While  arms  like  thefe  my  ftedfait  fages  wield, 
While  mine  is  Truth's  impenetrable  (hield; 
Say,  (hall  the  puny  champion  fondly  dare 
To  wage  with  force  like  this  fcholaitic  war  ? 
Still  vainly  fcribble  on  with  pert  pretence, 
With  all  the  rage  of  pedant  impotence  ? 
Say,  (hall  I  foiter  this  domeftic'peft, 
This  parricide,  that  wounds  a  mother's  bread  ? 
Thus  in  fome  gallant  (hip  that  long  has  bore 
Britain's  victorious  crofs  from  (hore  to  (hore, 
By  chance,  beneath  her  clofe  fequefter'd  cells 
Some  low-born  worm, a  lurking  mifchicf  dwells; 
Eats  his  blind  way,  and  faps  with  fecret  guile 
The  deep  foundations  of  the  floating  pile. 

*  The  Radcliffe  Library. 


In  vain  the  fored  lent  its  (tatelieft  pride, 
Rear'd  her  tall  mall,  and  fram'd  her  knotty  fidej 
The  martial  thunder's  rage  in  vain  (he  ftood, 
With  ev'ry  conflict  of  the  ftormy  flood  j 
More  lure  the  reptile's  little  arts  devour 
Than  wars,  or  waves,  or  Eurus'  wintry  pow'r* 

Ye  fretted  pinnacles,  ye  fanes  fublime, 
Ye  tow'rs  that  wear  the  mofly  veil  of  time! 
Ye  mafly  piles  of  old  munificence, 
At  once  the  pride  of  learning  and  defence; 
Ye  cloifters  pale,  that  length'ning  to  the  light 
To  contemplation,  ftep  by  (lep,  invite ; 
Ye  high-arc'd  walks,  where  oft  the  whifpers 

clear 
Of  harps  unfeen  have  fwept  the  poet's  ear; 
Ye  temples  dim,  where  pious  duty  pays 
Her  holy  hymns  of  ever-echoing  praife; 
Lo!  your  lov'd  I(is,  from  the  bord'ring  vale, 
With  all  a  mother's  fondnefs  bids  you  hail  !— 
Hail,  Oxford,  hail !  of  all  that's  good  and  great, 
Of  all  that's  fair,  the  guardian  and  the  feat; 
Nurfe  of  each  brave  purfuit,  each  gen'rous  aim, 
By  truth  exalted  to  the  throne  of  fame  1 
Like  Greece  in  fcience  and  in  liberty, 
As  Athens  learn'd,  as  Lacedemon  free  ! 

Ev'n  now,  confefs'd  to  my  adoring  eyes, 
In  awful  ranks  thy  gifted  fons  arife. 
Tuning  to  knightly  tale  his  Britifh  reeds, 
Thy  genuine  bards  immortal  Chaucer  leads: 
His  hoaiy  head  o'erlooks  the  gazing  quire, 
And  beams  on  all  around  celellial  hre. 
With  graceful  (lep  fee  Addifon  advance, 
The  fweeteft  child  of  Attic  elegance  : 
See  Chillingworth  the  depths  of  doubt  explore, 
And  Selden  ope  the  rolls  of  ancient  lore: 
To  all  but  his  belov'd  embrace  deny'd, 
See  Locke  read  Reafon,  his  'lajedic  bride: 
See  Hammond  pierce  religion's  golden  mine, 
And  fpread  the  treafur'd  (lores  of  Truth  divine. 

All  who  to  Albion  gave  the  arts  of  peace, 
And  bed  the  labours  plann'd  of  letter'd  eafe ; 
Whotaught  with  truth  jOr  with  perfuafionmov'd, 
Wholboth'dwithnumbers.orwithfenfeimprov'd, 
Who  rang'd  the  pow'rs  of  reafon,  or  refin'd 
All  that  adorn'd  or  humaniz'd  the  mind; 
Each  pried  of  health,  that  mix'd  the  balmy  bow*, 
To  rear  frail  man,  and  day  the  fleeting  foul ; 
All  crowd  around,  and,  echoing  to  the  fky, 
Hail  !  Oxford,  hail !  with  filial  tranfport  cry. 

And  fee  yon  fapient  train  !  -with  lib'ral  aim, 
'Tw'.s  theirs  new  plans  of  liberty  to  frame  ; 
And  on  the  gothic  gloom  of  flavifh  fway 
To  (hed  the  dawn  of  intellectual  day. 
With  mild  debate  each  muting  feature  glows, 
And  well-weigh'dcounfels  mark  their  meaning 

brows. 
"  Lo !   thefe  the  leaders  of  thy  patriot  line," 
A  Raleigh,  Hamden,  and  a  Somers  fhine. 
Thefe  from  thy  fource  the  bold  contagion  caught, 
Their  future  fons  the  great  example  taught : 
While  in  each  youth  th'  hereditary  flame 
Still  blazes,  unextinguinVd,  and  the  fame  I 
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.   Nor  all  the  tafks  of  thoughtful  peace  engage, 
Tis  thine  to  form  the  hero  as  the  fige. 
I  fee  rhe  fabie-fuited  prince  advance 
With  lilies  crown'd,thefpoils  of  bleedingFrance, 
Edward.     The  Mufes  in  yon  cloiiter's  ilmde 
Bound  on  his  maiden  thigh  the  martial  blade: 
Bade  him  the  (feel  for  Britilh  freedom  draw"  ; 
And  Oxford  taught  the  deeds  that  C reify  faw. 

And  fee,  great  father  of  the  facred  band, 
The  *  Patriot  King  before  me  feems  t«  ftand. 
He,  by  the  bloom  of  this  gay  vale  beguiled, 
That  cheer'd  with  lively  green  the  thaggy  wild, 
Hither  of  yore,  forlorn  forgotten  maid, 
The  Mufe  m  prattling  infancy  convey 'd; 
From  Vandal  rage  the  helplefs  virgin  bore, 
And  fix'd  her  cradle  on  my  friendly  fhore: 
Soon  grew  the  maid  beneath  his  foft'ring  hand, 
Soon  itream'd  her  bleifings  o'er  the  enlighten'd 
land.  [dwell 

Though  iimple  was  the  dome,  where  firft  to 
She  deign'd,  and  rude  her  early  Saxon  cell, 
Lo!  now  (he  holds  her  (late  in  fctilptur'd  bowr's, 
And  proudly  lifts  to  heaven  herhundred  tow'rs. 
Twas  Alfred  firft,  with  letters  and  with  laws, 
Adorn  M,  as  he  advane'd,  his  country's  caufe: 
He  bade  relent  the  Briton's  ftttbborn  foul, 
And  footh'd  to  foft  fociety's  controul 
A  rough  untutor'd  age.  With.  rapturM  eye 
Elate  he  views  his  laurel'd  progeny: 
Serene  he  fmiles  to  find,  that  not  in  vain 
He  fonn'd  the  rudiments  of  learning's  reign: 
Himfelf  he  marks  in  each  ingenuous  breaft, 
With  all  the  founder  in  the  race  exprefs'd  ; 
Confcious  he  lees  fair  Freedom  It i  1 1  furvive 
In  yon  bright  domes,  ill-fated  fugitive  i 
(Glorious,  as  when  the  Goddcfs  pour'd  the 
Unfilly'd  on  his  ancient  diadem)  [beam 

Well  pleas'd,  that  at  his  own  Pierian  fprings 
She  refts  her  weary  feet,  and  plumes  her  wings  ; 
That  here  at  laft  fhe  takes  her  deftin'd  ftand, 
Here  deigns  to  linger  ere  me  leave  the  land. 


At  morn  I  take  my  cuftom'd  round, 

To  mark  how  buds  yon  fhrubby  mound, 

And  ev'ry  op'rting  primrofe  count 

That  trimly  paints  my  blooming  mount: 

Or  o'er  the  fculptures,  quaint  and  rude, 

That  grace  my  gloomy  folitude, 

I  teach  in  winding  wreaths  toiiray 

Fantaitic  ivy's  gadding  fpray. 

At  eve,  within  yon  ftudious  nook, 

I  ope  my  brals-emboffed  book, 

Pourtray'd  with  many  a  holy  deed 

Of  martyrs,  crown'd  with  heavenly  meed, 

Then,  as  my  taper  waxes  dim, 

Chant,  ere  I  flecn,  my  meafur'd  hymnj 

And,  at  the  clofe,  the  gleams  behold 

Of  parting  wings  bedrbpt  with  gold. 

While  fuch  pure  joys  my  blifs  create, 
Who  but  would  fmile  at  guilty  Hate? 
Who  but  would  wifli  his  holy  "lot 
In  calm  Oblivion's  humble  grot  ? 

Who  but  would  caft  his  pomp  away, 
To  take  ray  ftaff  and  amice  gray ; 
And  to  the  world's  tumultuous  ftage 
Prefer  the  blamelefs  hermitage  ? 


<§  62.  Infcription  in  a  Hermitage \  at  Anjtey-Hai!, 
in  W ar-TxichJhire .  T.  Warton. 

T>f. N'Eath  this  stony  roof  reclin'd, 
■JJ  I  footh  to  peace  my  penfive  mind  : 
And  while  to  fhade  my  lowly  cave, 
Embow'ringelms  their  umbrage  wave; 
And  while  the  maple  dim  is  mine, 
The  beechen  cup,  unftain'd  with  wine  j 
I  fcorn  the  gay  licentious  crowd, 
Nor  heed  the  toys  that  deck  the  proud. 
Within  my  limits  Jone  and  ftill, 
The  blackbird  pipes  in  artlefs  trill 
Taft  by  my  couch,  congenial  gueft, 
The  wren  has  wove  her  moffy  neft; 
From  bufy  fcenea  and  brighter  ikies 5 
To  lurk  with  innocence,  file  flies  j 
Here  hopes  in  (aft  repofe  to  dwell, 
Nor  aught  iufpects  the  fylvan  cell. 

*  Alfred, 


§  63.     Monody y  written  near  Stratford  upon 
A-von.  T.  W a  rt  o  n  . 

A  von,  thy  rural  views, thy  paflnres  wild, 

The  willows  thato'erhang  thy  twilight  edge, 
Their  boughs  entangling  with  th'  embattled 

fedge  ; 
Thy  brink  with  watry  foliage  quaintly  fring'd, 
Thy  furface  with  reflected  verdure  ting'd, 
Sooth  me  with  many  a  penfive  pleafure  mild. 
But  while  I  mufe,  that  here  the  bard  divine 
Whole  facred  duft  yon  high  arch'd  aifles  inclofe. 
Where  the  tall  windows  rife  inftately  rows 
Above  th*  em  bow' ring  fhade, 
Here  firft,  at  Fancy's  fury  circled  fhrine, 
Of  dailies  pied  his  infant  offering  made; 

■  Here  playful  yet,  in  flripling  years  unripe, 
Fram'd  of  thy  reeds  a  fhrill  and  artlefs  pipe: 
Sudden  thy  beauties,  Avon,  all  are  fled, 
As  at  the  waving  of  fome  magic  wand  j 
An  holy  trance' tny  charmed  fpirit  wings, 

i  And  awful  fhapes  of  warriors  and  of  kings 
People  the  bufy  mead, 

Like  fpccl res  fwarming  to  the  wizard's  hall ; 
Andflowly  pace,and  point  with  trembling  hand 
The  wounds  ill-cover'd  by  the  purple  pall. 
Before  me  Pity  feems  to  ftand 
A  weeping  mourner,  fmote  with  anguifh  fore. 
To  fee  Misfortune  rend  in  frantic  mood 
His  robe  with  regal  woes  embroider'd  o'er. 
Pale  terror  leads  the  vifionary  kind, 
And  fternly  fhakes  his  fceptre,  dropping  blood* 

§  64.     On  the  Death  of  King  George  the  Second, 

T.  Warton. 

Co  ftream  the  forrows  that  embalm  the  brave, 
^  The  tears  that  fcienceiheds  on  Glory's  grave  I 
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OPitf-,  while  honour  points  thy  lib'ral  plan, 
And  o'er  the  Minifter  exalts  the  Man, 
His  congenial  greets  thy  faithful  fway, 
Nor  fcorns  to  bid  a  ftatefman  grace  her  lay. 
For  'tis  not  Hers,  by  falfe  connections  drawn 
At  fplendid  Slavery's  fordid  forme  to  fawn  j 
Each  native  effort  of  the  feeling  breaft 
To  Friends,  to  foes,  in  equal  fear,  fuppreft: 
'Tis  not  for  her  to  purchafe  or  purfue 
The  phantom  favours  of  the  cringing  crew: 
More  ufeful  toils  her  ftudious  hours  engage, 
And  fairer  leifons  till  her  fpotlefs  page : 
Beneath  ambition,  but  above  difgrace, 
With  nobler  arts  fhe  forms  the  rifing  race: 
With  happier  talks,  and  lefs  refin'd  pretence, 
In  elder  times,  fhe  woo'd  Munificence 
To  rear  her  arched  roofs  in  regal  guife, 
And  lift  her  temples  nearer  to  the  (kies; 
Princes  and  prelates  ftretch'd  the  focial  hand 
To  form,  diifufe,  and  fix,  her  high  command : 
From  kings  (he  claim'd,  yet  fcorn'd  to  leek,  the 

prize;  [wile. 

From  kings,  like  George,  benignant,  juft,  and 

Lo,  this  her  genuine  lore. — Nor  thou  refufe 
This  humble  prefent  of  no  partial  Mufe 
From  that  calm   Bow'r*,  which  nurs'd   thy 

thoughtful  youth 
In  the  pure  precepts  of  Athenian  truth  : 
Where  fir  ft  the  form  of  Britifh  Liberty 
Beam'd  in  full  radiance  on  thy  mufing  eye ; 
That  form,  whofe  mien  fublime,  with  equal  awe, 
In  the  fame  fhade  unblemifh'd  Somers  faw  : 
Where  once  (for  well  fhe  lov'd  the  friendly  grove 
Which  ev'iy  claffic  Grace  had  learn'd  to  rove) 
Her  whifpers  wak'd  fage  Harrington  to  feign 
The  bleffings  of  her  vilionary  reign  ; 
That  reign,  which  now,  no  more  an  emptytheme, 
Adorns  Philofophy's  ideal  dream, 
But  crowns  at  lalt,  beneath  a  George's  fmile, 
In  full  reality  this  favour'd  iile. 

§  65.     On  the  Marriage  of  the  King,  mdcclxi. 
to  her  Majejty.  T.  Wa  rt  o  n . 

TX^hen  nrfl  the  kingdom  to  thy  virtues  due 
*  *    Rofe  from  the  billowy  deep  in  diltant  view; 
When  Albion's  iile,  old  Ocean's  peerlefs  pride, 
Tow'r'd  in  imperial  irate  above  the  tide ; 
What  bright  ideas  of  the  new  domain 
Form'd  the  fair  proipect.  of  thy  promis'd  reign  I 
And  well  with  confeious  joy  thy  breaft  might 
That  Albion  was  ordain'd  thy  regal  feat:  [best 
Lo!  this  the  land,  where  Freedom's  facred  rage 
Has  glow'd  untam'd  thro'  many  a  maitial  age. 
Here  patriot  Alfred,  ftain'd  withDanifh  blood, 
Reared  on  one  bafe  the  king's,  the  people's  good : 
Here  Henry's  archers  fram'd  the  ftubborn  bovr 
That  laid  Alanzon's  haughty  helmet  low; 
Here  walk'd  the  flame,  that  itill  fuperior  braves 
The  proudefl  threats  of  Gaul's  ambitious  flaves : 
Here  Chivalry,  item  fchool  of  valour  old, 
Her  nobleft  feats  of  knightly  fame  enrcU'd; 

*  Trinity  College,  Oxford  j  in  which  also  Lord  Somers,  and  Sir  James  Harrington,  author  of  the 
Oceana,  were  educated, 
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So  pure  the  vows  which  clafTic  duty  pays 
To  blefs  another  Bruniwick's  riling  rays! 

O  Pitt,  it  chofen  (trains  have  power  to  fteal 
Thy  watchful  breaft  awhile  from  Britain's  weal; 
If  votive  verfe,  from  (acred  Is  is  fent, 
Might  hope  to  charm  thy  manly  mind,  intent 
On  patriot  plans,  which  ancient  freedom  drew, 
Awhile  with  fond  attention  deign  to  view 
This  ample  wreath,  which  all  th'  affembled  Nine 
With  skill  united  have  confbir'd  to  twine. 

Yes,guideandguardian  of  thy  country's  caufe! 
Thy  confeious  heart  lhall  hail  with  juit  applaufe 
The  duteous  Mule,  whofe  hafte  officious  brings 
Her  blamelefs  off 'ring  to  the  lhrineof  kings  : 
Thy  tongue,  well  tutor'd  in  hiftoric  lore, 
Can  fpeak  her  office  and  her  ufe  of  yore : 
For  fuch  the  tribute  of  ingenuous  praiie 
Her  harp  difpens'd  in  Grecia's  golden  days; 
Such  were  the  palms,  in  ifles.  of  old  renown, 
She  cull'd,  to  deck  the  guiltlefs  monarch's  crown; 
When  virtuous  Pindar  told,  withTufcan  gore 
How  fceptred  Hie  'O  ftain'd  Sicilia's  fhore, 
Or  to  mild  Theron's  raptur'd  eye  difclos'd 
Bright  vales,  where  fpirits  of  the  brave  repos'd : 
Vet  ftill  beneath  the  throne,  unbrib'd,  (lie  fat 
The  decent  handmaid,  not  the  (lave,  of  ftate; 
Pleas'd  in  the  radiance  of  the  regal  name 
To  blend  the  luftre  of  her  country's  feme : 
For, taught  like  ours,  (he  dar'd  with  prudent  pride 
Obedience  from  dependance  to  divide : 
Though  princes  claim'd  her  tributary  lays, 
With  truth  fevere  (he  temper'd  partial  praife; 
Confeious  (he  kept  her  native  dignity, 
Bold  as  her  flights,  and  as  her  numbers  free. 

And  fure,  if  e'er  the  mufe  indulg'd  her  (trains, 
With  juft  regard  to  grace  heroic  reigns, 
Where  could  her  glance  a  theme  of  triumph  own 
So  dear  to  fame  as  George's  trophy 'd  throne  ? 
At  whofe  firm  bafe  thy  itedfaft  foul  afpires 
To  wake  a  mighty  nation's  ancient  fires: 
Afpires  to  baffle  Faction's  fpecious  claim, 
Roufe  England's  ra^e,  and  give  her  thunder  aim : 
Oncemorethemainherconqu'ringbannersfweep, 
Again  her  Commerce  darkens  all  the  deep. 
Thy  fix'd  refolvc  renews  each  (inn  decree 
That  made,  that  kept  oi'  yore,  thy  country  free. 
Call'd  by  thy  voice,  nor  deaf  to  war's  alarms, 
Its  willing  youth  the  rural  empire  arms: 
Again  the  lords  of  Albion's  cultur'd  plains 
March  the  firm  leaders  of  their  faithful  fwains ; 
As  erft  (tout  archers,  from  the  farm  or  fold, 
Flam'd  in  the  van  of  many  a  baron  bold. 

Nor  thine  the  pomp  of  indolent  debate, 
The  war  of  words,  the  fophiftries  of  ftate : 
Nor  frigid  caution  checks  thy  free  defign, 
Nor  ftops  thy  itream  of  eloquence  divine: 
For  thine  the  privilege,  on  few  befiow'd, 
To  feel,  to  think,  to  fpeak,  for  public  good. 
In  vain  Corruption  calls  her  venal  tribes ; 
One  common  caufe,  one  common  endprefcribes : 
Nor  fear  nor  fraud  or  (pares  or  fcreens  the  foe.. 
But  fpirit  prompts,  and  valour  ftrikes  the  blow. 


4V 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS, 


Boo*  IL 


Heroic  champidns  caught  the  clarion's  call,  |  And,  prortd  to  cull  the  faireft  wreath  of  Fame, 
Andtlmmg'dthefealHnEdward'sbanner'd hall;  Crowns  her  chief  honours  with  a  Charlotte's 
While  chiefs,  like  George,  approv'd  in  worth  riame. 

alone, 
Urdock'd  chafte  Beauty's  adamantine  zotie. 
Lb!  the  fam'd  ifle, which  hails  thy  choftn  (way, 
What  fertile  fields  her  temp'rate  funs  difplay! 
Where  Property  fecures  the  confeious  (wain, 
Andguards,wmile  Plenty  gives,  the  golden  grain: 
Hence  with  ripe  itores  her  villages  abound, 
Her  airy  downs  with  fcatter'd  iheep  refbund; 
Frefh  are  her  pafhires  with  unceafing  rills, 
And  future  navies  crown  herdarkfome  hills. 
To  bear  her  formidable  glory  far, 
Behold  her  opulence  of  hoarded  war? 
See,  from  her  ports  a  thoufand  banners  ftream; 
On  ev'ry  coaft  her  vengeful  lightnings  gleam! 
Meantime,  remote  from  Ruin's  armed  hand, 
In  peaceful  majeity  her  cities  Hand; 
Whofe  fplendid  domes  and  bufy  ftreets  declare 
Their  firmeft  fort,  a  king's  parental  care. 

And  oh !  bleft  Queen,  if  e'er  the  magic  paw'rs 
Of  warbled  truth  have  won  thy  muling  hours; 
Here  Poefy,  from  awful  days  of  yore, 
Has  pour'd  her  genuine  gifts  of  raptur'd  lore. 
Mid  oaken  bow'rs,  with  holy  verdure  wreath'd, 
In  Druid-fongs  her  folemn  fpirit  breatb'd : 
While  cunning  Bards  at  ancient  banquets  sung 
Of  paynim  foes  defied,  and  trophies  hung. 
Here  Spenfer  tim'd  bis  myftic  minftrelfv, 
And  drefs'd  in  fairy  robes  a  Queen  like  Thee. 
Here,  boldly  mark'd  with  ev'ry  living  hue, 
Nature's  unbounded  portrait  Shakefpeare  drew  : 
But  chief  the  dreadful  group  of  human  woes 
The  daring  artilt's  tragic  pencil  chofe ; 
Explor'd  the  pangs  that  rend  the  royal  breaft, 
Thofe  wounds  that  lurk  beneath  the  tillued  veft- 
Lo!  this  the  land,  whence  Milton's  mufe  of  fire 
High  fear  d  to  fteal  from  heaven  a  feraph's  lyre; 
And  told  the  golden  ties  of  wedded  love 
In  facred  Eden's  amaranthine  grove. 

Thine  too!  majeiiic  Bride,  the  favour'd  clime, 
Where  Science  fits  enfhrin'd  in  roofs  fublime. 
O  mark,  liow  green  her  wood  of  ancient  bays 


O'er  Ids'  marge  in  many  a  chaplet  ftrays ! 
Thither,  if  haply  fome  diftinguifh'd  flovv'r 
Of  theft  mix'd  blooms  from  that  ambrofial  bow'r 
Might  catch  thy  glance,and,  rich  inNature'shUe5 
Entv/ine  thy  diadem  with  honour  due; 
If  feemly  gifts  the  train  of  Phoebus  pay, 
To  deck  imperial  Hymen's  feftive  day; 
Thither  thyfelf  fhall  hafte,  and  mildly  deign 
To  tread  withnymph-likeftepthe  con  fciousplain; 
Pleas'd  in  the  miife's  nook,  with  decent  pride. 
To  throw  the  fceptred  pall  of  ftate  afide. 
Nor  from  the  fhade  fhall  George  be  long  awny, 
WhidiclaimsChariotla'slove,andcourtsherftay. 
Thefe  are  Britannia's  praifes.    Deign  to  trace 
With  rapt  reflection  Freedom's  fav'rite  race  ! 
But  though  the  gen'rous  ifle,  in  arts  and  arms, 
Thus  Itand  fupreme  in  Nature's  choiceft  charms; 
Tho'  George  and  Conquefl  guard  her  fea-girt 

throne, 
One  happier  blefling  full  {he  calls  her  own; 


§  66.  On  the  Birth  of  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

T.  Warton. 

Written  after  the  Infallation  at  Windfor,  in  tbt 
Jame  year. 

T mp r rial  Dome  of  Edward  wife  and  brave  \ 
A   Where  warlike  Honour's  brighteit  banners 
wrave ;  [deeds, 

At   whofe  proud  tilts,  unmatch'd  for  hardy 
Heroic  kings  have  frowned  on  barbed  fteeds; 
Though  now  no  more  thy  crefted  chiefs  advance 
In  arm'd  array,  nor  grafp  the  glitt'ring  lance; 
Though  Knighthood  boafts  the  martial  pomp 

no  more 
That  grae'd  its  gorgeous  feftirals  of  yore; 
SayjConfciousDome^ife'erthymarmalPdknights 
So  nobly  deek'd  their  old  mareflic  rites 
As  when,  high-thron'd  amid  thy  trophy 'd  fhrine, 
George  (hone  the  leader  of  the  garter'd  line  ? 

Vet  future  triumphs,  Windfor,  ftill  remain  j 
Still  may  thy  bow'rs  receive  as  brave  a  train: 
For  lo!  to  Britain  and  her  favoured  Pair 
Heaven's  high  command  has  fent  a  facred  Heir \ 
Him  the  bold  pattern  of  his  patriot  fire 
Shall  fill  with  early  fame's  immortal  fire: 
In  life's  frefh  fpring  ere  buds  the  promis'd  prime, 
Histhoughtsfnalhnoitnttovirtue'smeedfublime: 
The  patriot  fire  fhall  catch,  with  fare  prefage, 
Each  lib'ral  omen  of  his  op'ningage; 
Then  to  thy  courts  fhall  lead,  with  confeious  joy* 
In  /tripling:  beauty's  bloom,  the  princely  boy; 
There  firmly  wreathe  the  Braid  of  heavenly  dye, 
True  valour's  badge,  around  his  tender  thigh. 

Meantime,  thy  royal  piles  that  rife  elate 
With  many  an  antique  tow'r,  in  ma  fly  ftate, 
In  the  young  champion's  mufingmind  fhall  raife 
Vail  images  of  Albion's  elder  days  ; 
While,  as  around  his  eager  glance  explores 
Thychambers,roughwithWar'sconftructedftoreSj 
Rude  helms,  and  bruifed  fhields,  barbaric  fpoils 
Of  ancient  chivalry's  undaunted  toils; 
Amid  the  dufky  trappings  hung  on  high, 
Young  Edward's  fable  mail  fhall  ftrike  his  eye 3 
Shall  fire  the  youth  to  crown  his  riper  years 
With  rival  Creffys,  and  a  new  Poictiers; 
On  the  fame  wall,  the  fame  triumphal  bafe, 
His  own  victorious  monuments  to  place. 

Nor  can  a  fairer  kindred  title  move 
His  emulative  age  to  glory's  love 
Than  Edward,  laureate  prince.  In  letter'd  truth, 
Oxford,  fage  mother,  fchool'd  his  itudious  youthi 
Her  fimple  infritutes  and  rigid  lore 
The  royal  nurfling  unreludrant  bore; 
Nor  fhunn'd,  atpenfiveeve,W-ith  lonelbmepace, 
rhecloilter'smoon-light-chequer'dfloortotmcej 
Nor  fcorn'd  to  make  the  fun,  at  matins  due, 
Stream  through  the  ftoried  windows  holy  hue< 

Andoh,y  oungPrince,be  thine  his  moral  praifej 
Nor  feek  in  fields  of  blood  his  warrior  bays. 

War 
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War  has  its  charms  terrific.     Far  and  wide       |  Nor  haunt  the  crowd,  nor  tempt  the  main, 

When  ftandsth'embattledhoft  in  banner'd  pride;.  For  iplendid  care  and  guilty  gain  ! 

O'er  the  v.ext  plain  when  the  ihrill  clangors  run, 

And  the  long  phalanx  Bathes  in  the  fu\: 

When  now  no  dangers  of  the  deathful  day 

Alar  the  bright  fcene,  nor  break  the  firm  array; 

Full  oft  too  rafhly  glows  with  fond  delight 

The  youthful  breaft,and  aiks  the  future  fight ; 

Nor  knows  that  Horror's  form,  a  fpecrre  wan, 

Stalks  yet  unfeen.  along  tke  gleamy  van 


When  morning's  twilight  tinclur'd  beam 
Strikes  their  low  thatch  with  floating  gleam, 
They  rove  abroad  in  ether  blue, 
To  dip  the  fey  the  in  fragrant  dew; 
The  fheaf  to  bind,  the  beech  to  fell, 
That  nodding  fhades  a  craggy  dell. 

MidjJ  gloomy  glades,  in  warbles  clear, 
Wild  nature's  fweeteft  notes  they  hear  -t 


May  no  fuch  rage  be  thine!  no  dazzling  ray  On  greenuntrodden  bank*  they  view 


Of  fpecious  fame  thy  ftedfaft  £eet  betray  i 
Be  thirie  domeltic  glory's  radiant  calm, 
Be  thine  the  fceptre  wreath'd  with  many  a  palm : 
Be  thine  the  throne  with  peaceful  emblems  hung, 
The  iilver  lyre  to  milder  conquelts  ftrung  ! 

Inftead  of  glorious  feats  achiev'd  in  arms, 
Bid  rifingarts  difplay  their  mimic  charms: 
Juft  to  thy  country's  fame,  in  tranquil  days, 
Record  the  pall,  and  roufe  to  future  praiie : 
Before  the  public  eye,  in  breathing  brafs, 
Bid  thy  fam'd  father's  mighty  triumphs  pais: 


The  hyacinth's  neglected  hue  : 
I  In  their  lone  haunts  and  woodland  rounds, 
They  fpy  the  fquirrel's  airy  bounds  j 
And  itartle  from  her  allien  fpray, 
Acrafs  the  glen,  the  fcreaming  jay  : 
Each  native  charm  their  fteps  explore 
Of  folitude's  fequefter'd  ftore. 
For  them  the  moon  with  cloudlefs  ray 
Mounts,  to  illume  their  homeward  way: 
Their  weary  fpirits  to  relieve, 
The  meadows  incenfe  breathe  at  eve. 
No  riot  mars  the  iimple  fare 


Swell  the  broad  arch  with  haughty  Cuba's  fall. 

And  clothe  with  Minden's  plain  th'hiitoric  hall.  That  o'er  a  glimm'ring  hearth  they  fhare* 
Then  mourn  not,  Edward's  Dome,  thine  an-  But  when  the  curfew's  meafur'd  roar 
cient  boaft,  ;  Duly,  the  dark  ning  valleys  o'er, 

Thy  tournaments  and  lifted  combats  loft  I         |  Has  echo'd  from  the  diftant  town, 
From  Arthur's  Board,  no  more,  proud  caftle,  They  wifti  no  beds  of  cygnei-down, 

Xo  tr*>phied  canopies  to  clofe 


mourn 

Adventurous  Valour's  gothic  trophies  torn! 
Thole  elfin  charms,  that  held  in  magic  night 
Its  elder  fame,  and  dimm'd  its  genuine  light 
At  length  diilblve  in  Truth's  meridian  ray, 
And  the  bright  Order  burfts  to  perfect  di\y  : 
The  myftic  round,  begirt  with  bolder  peers, 
On  Virtue's  bale  its  refcued  glory  rears; 
Sees  Civil  Prowefs  mightier  acts  achieve  j 
Sees  meek  Humanity  diftrefs  relieve  ; 
Adopts  the  Worth  that  bids  the  conflict  ceafe 


Their  drooping  eyes  in  quick  repofe. 

Tfatrir  little  Ions,  who  fpread  the  bloom 
j  Of  health  around  the  clay-built  room, 

Or  through  the  primros'd  coppice  itray, 
!  Or  gambol  in  the  new-mown  hay  ; 
j  Or  quaintly  braid  the  cowflip-twine, 
I  Or  drive  afield  the  tardy  kine  ; 

Or  haften  from  the  fultry  bill" 
I  To  loiter  at  the  lhady  rill  ; 

Or  climb  the  tajl  pine's  gloomy  crefr. 


And  claims  its  honours  from  the  Chiefs  of  Peace.  ;To  rob  the  raven's  ancient  neft. 

Their  humble  porch  with  honeyed  fiow"i$ 


§  67.     Ode  to  Sleep,     T.  War/ton. 

/^n  tiiis  my  penfive  pillow,  gentle  Sleep! 
^^  Defcend,  in  all  thy  downy  plumage  dreft  : 
Wipe  with  thy  wing  thef&eyes  that  wake  to  weep, 
And  place  thy  crown  of  poppies  on  my  breaft. 

0  fteep  my  fenfes  in  oblivion's  balm, 
Andfooth  my  throbbing  puife  with  lenient  hand; 
This  tempeft  of  my  boiling  blood  becalm! 
Delpair  grows  mild  at  thy  fupieme  command. 
Yet  ah  !  in  vain,  familiar  with  the  gloom, 
And  fadly  toiling  through  the  tedious  night, 

1  feek  fweet  (lumber,  while  that  virgin  bloom, 
For  ever  hov'ring,  haunts  my  wretched  fight. 
£Jor  wouldfhe  dawning  day  my  forrows  charm  : 
Black  midnight,  and  the  radiant  noon  .alike 
To  me  appear,  while  with  uplifted  arm 
Death  ftands  prepar'd,  but  ftill  delays,  to  ftrike. 

§  68.     The  Hamlet,  written  in  WhichwoBdFortft. 

T.  Warton. 
'T'he  hinds  how  blefl,  who  ne'er  beguil'd 
*    To  quit  their  hamlet's  hawthorn- wild, 


jThe  curling  woodbine's  ftiade  embcw'rs; 

From  the  trim  garden's  thymy  mound 
f  Their  bees  in  bufy  (warms  reiound. 

Nor  fell  Dileafe",  before  his  time, 

Haftcs  to  confume  life's  golden  prime: 
I  But  when  their  temples  long  have  wore 

The  iilver  crown  of  trefies  hoar; 
:  As  ftudious  Xlill  calm  peace  to  keep, 
j  Beneath  a  flow'ry  turf  they  lleep. 

|*6q.     OJe.     The  Fir/1  of  AbrM.     T.  Wart  ON. 

VK7"ith  dalliance  rude  young  Zephyr  wood 
I   *  '     Coy  May.     Full  ott  wun  kind  excuie 

Tne  boift'rous  boy  the  Fair  denies, 

Or  with  a  fcornful  fmile  complies. 
Mindful  of  difafter  paft, 

And  fhrinking  at  the  northern  blaft, 

The  fleety  ftorm  returning  ftlltj 

The  morning  hoar  and  ev'ning  chill  j 

Reluctant  comes  the  timid  Spring. 

Scarce  a  bee,  with  airy  ring, 

Murmurs  the  biollbm'd  bough*  around. 

That  clothe  the  garden's  ioulhern  bound  : 
G  g  3  Scarce 
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Scarce  a  fickly  ftraggling  flow'r 
Decks  the  rough  caftle's  rifted  tow"r: 
Scarce  the  hardy  primrofe  peeps 
From  the  dark  dell's  entangled  fteeps  : 
O'er  the  field  of  waving  broom  : 
Slowly  moots  the  golden  bloom  ; 
And,  but  by  fits,  the  furze-clad  dale 
Tinctures  the  tranfitory  gale: 
While  from  the  fhrubb'ry's  nak'd  maze. 
Where  the  vegetable  blaze 
Of  Flora's  brighteft  'broidery  fhone? 
Ev'ry  chequer'd  charm  is  flown  ; 
Save  that  the  lilac  hangs  to  view 
Its  burlting  gems  in  clufters  blue. 

Scant  along  the  ridgy  land 
The  beans  their  new-born  ranks  expand  : 
The  frefh-turn'd  foil  with  tender  blades 
Thinly  the  fprouting  barley  {hades  : 
Fringing  the  foreft's  devious  tdg^, 
Half  rob'd  appears  the  hawthorn  hedge  j 
Or  to  the  diilant  eye  difplays 
Weakly  green  its  budding  fprays. 

The  fwallow,  for  a  moment  feen. 
Skims  in  hafte  the  village  green  : 
From  the  grey  moor,  on  feeble  wing. 
The  fcreaming  plovers  idly  fpring: 
The  butterfly,  gay-painted  foon, 
Explores  awhile  the  tepid  noon, 
And  fondly  trufts  its  tender  dyes 
.  To  fickle  funs  and  flatt'ring  fkies. 

Fraught  with  a  tranfient,  frozen  fhow'r. 
If  a  cloud  fhould  haply  low'r, 
Sailing  o'er  the  land/tape  dark, 
Mute  on  a  fudden  is  the  lark  ; 
But  when  gleams  the  fun  again 
O'er  the  pearl -befprinkled  plain, 
And  from  behind  his  wat'ry  veil 
Looks  through  the  thin-defcending  hail, 
She  mounts,  and  lefs'ning  to  the  fight, 
Salutes  the  blythe  return  of  light, 
And  high  her  tuneful  track  purfues 
Mid  the  dim  rainbow's  fcatter'd  hues. 

Where  in  venerable  rows 
Widely  waving  oaks  inclofe 
The  moat  of  yonder  antique  hall, 
Swarm  the  rooks  with  clam'rous  call  $ 
And,  to  the  toils  of  nature  true, 
Wreath  their  capacious  nefts  anew. 
Mufing  through  the  lawny  park, 
The  lonely  poet  loves  to  mark 
How  various  greens  in  faint  degrees 
Tinge  the  tall  groups  of  various  trees ; 
While,  carelefs  of  the  changing  year, 
The  pine  cerulean,  never  fear, 
Tow'rs  diftinguifh'd  from  the  reft, 
And  proudly  vaunts  her  winter  veft. 
Within  fome  whifpering  ofier  iile, 
Where  Glynn's  low  banks  neglected  fmile ; 
And  each  trim  meadow  ftill  retains 
The  wint'ry  torrent's  oozy  ftains  : 
Beneath  a  willow,  long  forfook, 
The  fifher  feeks  his  cuftom'd  nook  ; 
And  burfting  thro'  the  crackling  fedge 
That  crowns  the  current's  cavern'd  ed^e, 


He  ftartles  from  the  bordering  wood 
The  bafhful  wild-duck's  early  brood. 

O'er  the  broad  downs,  a  novel  race, 
Friik  the  lambs,  with  faltering  pace, 
And  with  eager  Meetings  fill 
The  fofs  that  fkirts  the  beacon'd  hill. 

His  free  born  vigour  yet  imbroke 
To  lordly  man's  ui'urping  yoke, 
The  bounding  colt  forgets  to  play  r 
Balking  beneath  the  noontide  ray, 
And  ftretch'd  among  the  dailies,  pride 
Of  a  green  dingle's  doping  fide  : 
While  far  beneath,  where  nature  fpreads 
Her  boundlefs  length  of  level  meads, 
In  loofe  luxuriance  taught  to  itray 
A  thoufand  tumbling  rills  inlay 
With  filver  veins  the  vale,  or  pafs 
Redundant  thro'  the  fparkling  grafs. 

Yet,  in  thefe  preiages  rude, 
Midft  her  penfive  folitude, 
Fancy,  with  prophetic  glance, 
Sees  the  teaming  months  advance  ; 
The  field,  the  foreft,  green  and  gay^ 
The  dappled  Hope,  the  tedded  hay  j 
Sees  the  reddening  orchard  blow, 
The  harveft  wave,  the  vintage  flow } 
Sees  June  unfold  his  glofly  robe 
Of  thoufand  hues  o'er  all  the  globe; 
Sees  Ceres  grain  her  crown  or'  corn, 
And  plenty  load  her  ample  hern. 


B1 


§  70.     Ode.     The  Suicide.     T.  Wartos, 
eneath  the  beech,  whofe  branches  bare 
Smit  with  the  lightning's  vivid  glare, 
O'erhang  the  craggy  road, 
And  whittle  hollow  as  they  wave  j 
Within  a  folitary  grave, 
A  wretched  Suicide  holds  his  accurs'd  abode. 
Lower'd  the  grim  morn,  in  murky  dies 
Damp  ir.ifts  involv'd  the  fcowling  fkies, 

And  dimm'd  the  ftruggling  day; 
As  by  the  brook  that  ling'ring  laves 
Yon  ruth -grown  moor  with  fable  waves, 
J  Full  of  the  dark  refolve  he  took  hisfullen  way, 
I  mark'd  his  defultory  pace, 
His  geflures  ftrange,  and  varying  face, 

With  many  a  mutter'd  found  ; 
And  ah!   too  late  aghaft  I  view'd 
The  recking  blade,  the  hand  embru'd  ; 
He  fell,ar.d  groaning  grafp'd  in  agony  the  ground. 
Full  many  a  melancholy  night 
He  watch'd  the  flow  return  of  light  \ 

And  fought  the  pow'rs  of  fleep, 
To  fpread  a  momentary  calm 
O'er  his  fad  couch,  and  in  the  balm     [fteep. 
Of  bland  oblivion's  dews  his  burning  eyes  t<a 
Full  oft,  unknowing  and  unknown, 
He  wore  his  cndlefs  noons  alone. 

Amid  the  autumnal  wood  : 
Oft  was  he  wont  in  hafty  fit, 
Abrupt  the  fbcial  board  to  quit, 
And  gaze  with  duger  glance  upon  the  tumbling 
flood. 

Beck'ning; 
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Bcck'ning  the  wretch  to  torments  new, 
Defpair,  tor  ever  in  his  view, 

A  fpectre  pale,  appear'd  ; 
While,  as  the  (hades  of  eve  arofe 
And  brought  the  day's  unwelcome  clofe, 
Morehorribteand  hugehergiant-fhapefherear'd. 

*  Is  this,*  miftaken  Sconi  will  cry, 

'  Is  this  the  youth,  whofe  genius  high 
Could  build  the  genuine  rhyme? 

*  Whofe-boiom  mild  the  fav'i  ing  Mule 

*  Had  llor'd  with  all  her  ample  views, 

*  Parent  of  fairell  deeds,  and  purpofes  fubiime  V 

Ah !  from  the  Mufe  that  bofom  mild 
By  treach'rous  magic  was  beguil'd, 

To  ilrike  the  deathful  blow: 
She  fiird  his  fofc  ingenuous  mind 
With  many  a  feeling  too  refin'd,  [woe. 

And  rous'd  to  livelier  pangs  his  wakeful  fenfe  of 

Though  doom'd  hard  penury  to  prove, 
And  the  (harp  ilings  of  hopeleis  love  j 

To  griefs  congenial  prone, 
More  wounds  than  nature  gave  he  knew, 
While  mifery's  form  his  fancy  drew 
In  dark  ideal  hues,  and  horrors  not  its  own. 

Then  wift  not  o'er  his  earthly  tomb 
The  baleful  nightfhade's  lurid  bloom 

To  drop  its  deadly  dew: 
Nor,  oh  \  forbid  the  twilled  thorn, 
That  rudely  binds  his  turf  forlorn, 
With  fpring's  green-fwelling  buds  to  vet; 

What  though  no  marble-piled  bull 
Adorn  his  defolated  duft, 

With  fpeaking  fculpture  wrought  ? 
Pity  (hall  woo  the  weeping  Nine 
To  build  a  vifionary  (brine,  [brought. 

Hung  with  unfading  flow'rs,  from  fairy  regions 

What  though  refus'd  each  chanted  rite  ? 
Here  viewlefs  mourners  fliali  delight 

To  touch  the  (hadowy  lhell : 
And  Petrarch's  harp,  that  wept  the  doom 
Of  Laura  loft,  in  early  bloom, 
In  melancholy  tones  (hail  ring  his  penfi  ve  knell. 

To  footh  a  lone  unhallow'd  (hade, 
This  votive  dirge  lad  duty  paid, 

Within  an  ivy*d  nook  : 
Sudden  the  half-Junk  orb  of  day 
More  radiant  ihoi  its  parting  ray, 
And  thus  a  cherub- voice  my  charm'd  attention 

■  Forbear,  fond  bard,  thy  partial  praifej 
1  Nor  thus  for  guilt  in  ipecious  lays 
1  The  wreath  of  glory  twine: 

*  In  vain  with  hues  of  gorgeous  o-low 
«  Gay  Fancy  gives  her  veil  to  flow,"   [confine. 

«  JJnlels  Truth's  matron-hand  the  floating  folds 

'  Juft  Heaven,  man's  fortitude  to  prove, 
'  Permits  through  life  at  large  to  rove 

4  The  tribes  of  hell -born  woe ; 
c  Yet  the  fame  pow'r  that  wifely  fends 
'  Life's  rierceft  ills,  indulgent  lends         [foe 
*  Religion's  golden  fliield  to  break  th'  embattled 


1  Her  aid  divine  had  lull'd  to  reft 

*  Yon  foul  felf-murtherer's  throbbing  brean^ 
«  And  llay'd  the  riling  ftorm: 

*  Had  bade  the  fun  of  hope  appear 

*  To  gild  the  darken'd  hemifphere,      [form. 
'  And  give  the  wonted  bloom  to  nature's  blalled 

1  Vain  man?  'tis  Heaven's  prerogative 
'  To  take,  what  firll  it  deign'd  to  give, 

'Thy  tributary  breath: 
1  In  awful  expectation  plac'd, 
1  Await  thy  docm,  nor  impious  hade 
1  To  pluck  from  God's  right  hand  his  inftru- 
'ments  of  death.' 


§71.  Ode.  Sent  to  a  Friend  on  kis  leaving  a  fa- 
vourite Village  in  Hampjbire.   T.  W a  rto n . 


A  h,  mourn  thy  lov'd  ret. eat! 
**•  Shall  clamc  (leps  thy  fcene 


!  No  more 
es  explore  I 
When  morn's  pale  rays  but  faintly  peep 
O'er  yonder  oak-crown'd  airy  deep, 
Who  now  (hall  climb  its  brows,  to  view 
Thy  length  of  landscapes  ever  new  j 
Where  (ummer  flings,  in  carelefs  pride, 
'  Ker  varied  veflure  tar  and  wi 
'  Who  mark,  beneath,  each  village-charm, 
[Or  grange, or  elm-encircled  farm  : 
{The  flinty  dove-cote's  crowded  roof, 
I  Watch'd  by  the  kite  that  fails  aloof: 
w*  The  tufted  pines,  whole  umh.-^ge  tall 
Darkens  the  long-deferted  hall : 
The  vet'ran  beech,  that  on  the  plain 
Collects  at  eve  the  playful  train  : 
The  <.  «:•  that  fmokes  with  early  fire, 
The  low-roof 'd  fane's  embofom'd  fpire  ? 
Who  now  (hall  indolently  dray 
Through  the  deep  foreil's  tangled  way  j 
Pleas'd  at  his  cuflom'd  tafic  to  rind 
The  well-known  hoary-tref  ed  hind, 
That  toils  with  feeble  hands  to  glean 
Of  wither'd  boughs  his  pittance  mean? 
Who  mid  thy  nooks  of  hazle  (it, 
Loft  in  ibme  melancholy  fit ; 
And  lift'ning  to  the  raven's  croak, 
The  diilant  flail,  the  falling  oak  ? 
Who,  through  the  funfhine  and  the  fhowYj 
Delcry  the  rainbow-painted  tow'r  ? 
Who,  wandering  at  return  of  May, 
[took  :  j  Catch  the  firll  cuckow's  vernal  lay  ? 
Who,  muling  waite  the  fummer  hour, 
Where  high  o'er-arching  trees  embow'r 
The  grafiy  lane  fo  rarely  pae'd, 
With  azure  flow'rets  idly  grae'd  ? 
UnnoticM  now,  at  twilight's  dawn 
Returning  reapers  crofs  the  lawn : 
Nor  fond  attention  loves  to  note 
The  wether's  bell  from  folds  remote  : 
While  own'd  by  no  poetic  eye, 
Thy  penfive  evening  (hade  the  (kyl 

For,  lo !  the  bard  who  rapture  found 
F  cm  ev'ry  rural  light  or  found  j 
Whole  genius  warm,  and  judgment  chafle, 
Xo  charm  of  genuine  nature  pals'd  j 

G  g  4.  Who 
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Who  felt  the  Mufe's  pureft  fires, 
Far  from  thy  favour'd  haunt  retires  : 
Who  peopled  all  thy  vocal  bow'rs 
With  fhadowy  fhapes  and  airy  povvVs. 

Behold,  a  dread  repofe  refumes, 
As  erft,  thy  fad  fequelier'd  glooms  ! 
From  the  deep  dell,  where  fhaggy  roots 
Fringe  the  rough  brink  with  wreathed  fhoots, 
Th*  unwilling  genius  flies  forlorn, 
His  primrofe-chaplet  rudely  torn. 
With  hollow  fhriek  the  nymphs  forfake 
The  pathlefs  copfe,  and  hedge-row  brake. 
Where  the  delv'd  mountain's  headlong  fide 
Its  chalky  entrails  opens  wide, 
On  the  green  fummit,  ambuuYd  high, 
No  longer  echo  loves  to  lie, 
No  pearl-crown'd  maid,  with  wily  look, 
Rife  beckoning  from  the  reedy  brook. 
Around  the  glow-worm's  glimm'ring  bank, 
No  fairies  run  in  fiery  rank  ; 
Nor  brufh,  half-feen,  in  airy  tread, 
The  violet's  unprinted  head. 
But  Fancy,  from  the  thickets  brown, 
The  glades  that  wear  a  confcious  frown, 
The  foreft-oaks,  that  pale  and  lone 
Nod  to  the  blaft  with  hoarfer  tone, 
Rough  glens,  and  fullen  waterfalls. 
Her  bright  ideal  offspring  calls. 

So  by  fome  fage  inchanter's  fpell, 
(As  old  Arabian  fables  tell) 
Amid  the  folitary  wild, 
Luxuriant  gardens  gaily  fmil'd  : 
From  fapphire  rocks  the  fountains  ftream'd, 
With  golden  fruit  the  branches  beam'd  j 
Fair  forms,  in  ev'ry  wondrous  wood,  * 
Or  lightly  tripp'd,  or  folemn  flood  j 
And  oft,  retreating  from  the  view, 
Betray'd  at  diftance,  beauties  new  : 
While  gleaming  o'er  the  crifped  bow'rs 
Rich  fpires  arofe,  and  fparkling  tow'rs. 

If  bound  on  fervice  new  to  go, 
The  mafter  of  the  magic  (how 
His  tranfitory  charm  withdrew. 
Away  th'  illufive  landfcape  flew: 
Dun  clouds  obfcur'd  the  groves  of  gold, 
Blue  lightning  fmote  the  blooming  moid  : 
In  vifionary  glory  rear'd, 
The  gorgeous  caftle  difappear'd  : 
And  a  bare  heath's  unfruitful  plain 
Ufurp'd  the  wizard's  proud  domain. 

■■  —  i  ■  — — —  — i — 

§  72.  The  Art  of  preferring  Health.  Arsmtrong. 
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Daughter  of  Paean,  queen  of  ev'ry  jovj 
Hygeia*;  whole  indulgent  fmiles  fuftains 
The  various  race  luxuriant  nature  pours, 
And  on  th'  immortal  effences  beftows 
Immortal  youth  ;  aufpicious,  O  defcend  ! 
Thou,  cheerful  guardian  of  the  rolling  year, 


Whether  thou  wanton'ft  on  the  weftern  gale, 
Or  fliak'ft  the  rigid  pinions  of  the  north, 
Ditfufeft  life  and  vigour  thro'  the  tracls 
Of  air,  thro'  earth,  and  ocean's  deep  domain* 
When  thro'  the  blue  lerenify  of  heaven 
Thy  pow'r  approaches,  all  the  wafreful  hoft 
Of  pain  and  ficknefs,  fqualid  and  deform'd, 
Confounded  fmk  into  the  loath  fome  gloom, 
Where  in  deep  Erebus  involv'd  the  fiends 
Grow  more  profane.  Whatever  fhapes  of  death. 
Shook  from  the  hideous  chambers  of  the  globe, 
Swarm  thro'  the  (huddering  air:  whareverpbgues 
Or  meagre  famine  breeds,  or  with  flow  wings 
Rife  from  the  putrid  watYy  element, 
The  damp  wafte  foreft,  motionlefs  and  rank, 
That  fmothers  earth  and  all  the  breathlefs  winds, 
Or  the  vile  carnage  of  th'  inhuman  field  \ 
Whatever  baneful  breathes  the  rotten  fouth ; 
Whatever  ills,  th'  extremes  or  fudden  change 
Of  cold  and  hot,  or  moifl  and  dry  produce; 
They  fly  their  pure  effulgence  :  they,  and  all 
The  fecret  poifons  of  avenging  Heaven, 
And  all  the  pale  tribes  halting  in  the  train 
Of  vice  and  needlefs  plea  fu  re:  or  if  aught 
The  comet's  glare  amid  the  burning  fky, 
Mournful  eclipfe,  or  planets  ill  combin'd, 
Portend  difaflrous  to  the  vital  world, 
Thy  falutary  pow'r  averts  their  rage, 
Averts  the  general  bane:  and  but  for  thee 
Nature  would  ficken,  nature  foou  would  die. 
Without  thy  cheerful  active  energy 
No  rapture  fwells  the  breaft,  no  poet  fings, 
No  more  the  maids  of  Helicon  delight. 
Come  then  with  me,  O  goddefs,  heavenly-gay! 
Begin  the  fong;  and  let  it  fweetly  flow, 
And  let  it  wifely  teach  thy  wholefome  laws : 
*  How  belt  the  fickle  fabric  to  lupport 
'  Of  mortal  man  j  in  healthful  body  how 
1  A  heathful-mind  the  longeft  to  maintain.* 
'Tis  hard,  in  fuch  a  ft  rife  of  rules  to  chufe 
The  bed,  and  thofe  of  molt  extenfive  ufe  \ 
Harder  in  clear  and  animated  fong 
Dry  philoibphic  precepts  to  convey. 
Yet  with  thy  aid  the  fecret  wilds  I  trace 
Of  Nature,  and  with  daring  fteps  proceed 
Thro'  paths  the  Mufes  never  trod  before. 

Nor  fhould  1  wander  doubtful  of  my  way, 
Had  f  the  lights  of  that  fagacious  mind 
Which  taught  to  check  the  peflilcntial  fire, 
And  quell  the  deadly  Python  of  the  Nile. 
O  thou,  belov'd  by  all  the  graceful  arts, 
Thou,  long  the  fav'rite  of  the  healing  pow'rs. 
Indulge,  O  Mead  !  a  well  defignkl  eflay, 
How'er  im perfect ;  and  permit  that  I 
My  little  knowledge  with  my  country  fhare, 
Till  you  the  rich  Afclepian  ftores  unlock, 
And  with  new  graces  dignify  the  theme. 

Ye  who  amid  this  feverifh  world  would  wear 
A  body  free  of  pain,  of  cares  a  mind, 
Fly  the  rank  city,  fhun  its  turbid  air  j 


*  Hygeia,  the  goddess  of  Health,  was,  according  to  the  genealogy  of  the  heathen  deities,  the 
daughter  of  j3£s.cuiapius  j  who,  as  well  as  Apollo,  wm  distinguished  by  the  name  of  Psean. 
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Breathe  not  the  chaos  of  eternal  fmoke 

And  volatile  corruption,  from  the  dead, 

The  dying,  fick'ning,  and  the  living  world 

Exhal'd,  to  fully  heaven's  transparent  dome 

With  dim  mortality.     It  is  not  Air 

That  from  a  thousand  lungs  reeks  back  to  thine, 

Sated  with  exhalations  rank  and  fell, 

The  fpoil  of  dunghills,  and  the  putrid  thaw 

Of  nature,  when  from  fhape  and  texture  lhe 

Relapfes  into  fighting  elements : 

It  is  not  Air,  but  floats  a  naufeous  mafs 

Of  all  obfcene,  corrupt,  offenlive  things. 

Much  moilture  hurts;  but  here  a  fordid  bath, 

With  oily  rancour  fraught,  relaxes  more 

The  iblid  frame  than  iimple  moitlure  can. 

Beiide,  immur'd  in  many  a  fullen  bay 

That  never  felt  the  frefhnefs  of  the  breeze, 

This  {lumbering  Deep  remains,  and  ranker  grows 

With  fickly  relt :  and  (tho'  the  lungs  abhor 

To  drink  the  dun  fuliginous  abyfs) 

Did  not  the  acid  vigour  of  the  mine, 

Roll'd  from  fomany  thundering  chimneys,  tame 

The  putrid  fteams  that  over-fwarm  the  iky, 

This  cauftic  venom  would  perhaps  corrode 

Thofe  tender  ceils  that  draw  the  vital  air, 

In  vain  with  all  their  uncluous  rills  bedew'd  ; 

Or  by  the  drunken  venous  tubes,  that  yawn 

In  countlefs  pores  o'er  ail  the  pervious  ikin, 

Jmbib'd,  would  poifon  the  halfaraic  blood, 

And  roufe  the  heart  to  evVy  fever's  rage. 

While  yet  you  breathe,  away  the  rural  wilds 

Invite;  the  mountains  call  you,  and  the  vales; 

The  woods,   the  ltreams,   and  each  ambrofial 

That  fans  the  ever-undulating  Iky;        [breeze 

A  kindly  (ky !  whole  loitering  pow'r  regales 

Man,  bead,  and  all  the  vegetable  reign.    [fmileslThat  winnows  into  dud  the  Waited  downs, 


From  fuch  a  mixture  fprung,  this  fitful  peft 
With  feveriih  blafts  fubdues  the  fick'ning  land: 
Cold  tremors  come,  with  mighty  love  of  rcit, 
Convuliive  yawning*,  lafiitudeand  pains 
That  fting  the  burthen'd  brows,  fatigue  the  loins, 
And  rack  the  joints;  and  ev'ry  torpid  limb ; 
Then  parching  Iieat  i'ucceeds,  till  copious  Iweats 
O'erflow:  a  ihort  relief  from  former  ills. 
Beneath  repeated  mocks  the  wretches  pine: 
The  vigour  links,  the  habit  melts  away; 
The  cheerful,  pare,  and  animated  bloom 
Dies  from  the  face  with  i'qualid  atrophy 
Devour'd,  in  (allow  melancholy  clad. 
And  oh  the  forcerefs,  in  her  fated  wrarh, 
Reiigns  them  to  the  furies  of  her  train: 
The  bloated  Hydrops,  and  the  yellow  fiend 
Tinged  with  her  own  accumulated  gall. 

In  queft  of  iites,  avoid  the  mournful  plain 
Where  oiiers  thrive,   and   trees  that  love  the 
Where  many  lazy  muddy  rivers  flow  :      [lake  j 
Nor,  for  the  wealth  that  all  the  Indies  roll, 
Fix  near  the  marfhy  margin  of  the  main. 
For  from  the  humid  foil,  and  wat'ry  reign, 
Eternal  vapours  rife;  the  fpungy  air 
For  ever  weeps  ;  or,  turgid  with  the  weight 
Of  waters,  pours  a  founding  deluge  down. 
Skies  fuch  as  thefe  let  ev'ry  mortal  fhun 
Who  dreads  the  dropiy,  palfy,  or  the  gout, 
Tertian,  corrofive  fcurvy,  or  moiit  catarrh  ; 
Or  any  other  injury  that  grows 
From  raw-fpun  fibres  idle  and  unftrung, 
Skin  ill  perfpiring,  and  the  purple  flood 
In  languid  eddies  loit'ring  into  phlegm. 

Yet  not  alone  from  humid  ikies  we  pine; 
For  air  may  be  too  dry.     The  fubtle  heaven. 


Find  then  fome  woodland  fcene  where  Nature 
Benign,  where  all  her  honeft  children  thrive. 
To  us  there  wants  not  many  a  happy  ieat; 
Look  round  the  mailing  land,  fuch  numbers  rife 
We  hardly  fix,  bewilder'd  in  our  choice. 
See  where,  enthron'd  in  adamantine  ftate, 
Proud  of  her  bards,  imperial  Windfor  fits  ; 
There  choofe  thy  ieat,  in  fome  afpiring  grove 
Fail  by  the  (lowly-winding Thames;  or-where 
Broader  fhe  laves  fair  Richmond's  green  retreats 
(Richmond,  that  fees  an  hundred  villas  rife 
Rural  or  gay).     Oh !  from  the  fummer's  rage, 
Oh!  wrap  me  in  the  friendly  gloom  that  hides 
Umbrageous  Ham  !   But,  if  the  bufy  Town 
Attract,  thee  itill  to  toil  for  pow'r  or  gold, 
Sweetly  thou  may 'it  thy  vacant  hours  poiTefs 
In  Hampftead,  courted  by  the  weitern  wind ; 
Or  Greenwich,  waving  o'er  the  winding  flood ; 
Or  lofe  the  world  amid  the  fylvan  walds 
Of  Dulwich,  yet  by  barbarous  arts  unfpoil'd. 
Green  rife  the  Kentiih  hills  in  cheerful  air; 
But  on  the  marfhy  plains  that  Eflex  fpreads 
Build  not,  nor  reft  too  long  thy  wandering  feet. 
For  on  a  ruit ic  throne  of  dewy  turf, 
With  baneful  fogs  her  aching  temples  bound, 
Quartana  there  prefides :  a  meagre  fiend, 
Begot  by  Eurus,  when  his  brutal  force 
f  omprefs'd  the  fidthful  Naiad  of  the  fens, 


Hire,  and  extended  wide  without  a  it  ream, 
Too  fait  imbibes  th'  attenuated  lymph, 
Which,  by  the  furface.  from  the  blood  exhales. 
The  lungs  grow  rigid,  and  with  toil  eifay 
Their  flexible  vibrations  ;  or  inflam'd, 
Their  tender  ever-moving  ftruclure  thaws. 
Spoil'd  of  its  limpid  vehicle,  the  blood 
A  mafs  of  lees  remains,  a  d  roily  tide 
That  flow  as  Lethe  wanders  thro'  the  veins; 
Unactive  in  the  fervices  of  life, 
Unfit  to  lead  its  pitchy  current  through 
The  fecret  mazy  channels  of  the  brain. 
The  melancholy  Fiend  (that  word  deibair 
Of  phyfic)  hence  the  ruif-complexion'd  man 
Purfues,  whole  blood  is  dry,  whole  fibres  gain 
Too  itretch'd  a  tone:  and  hence  in  climes  a  dull 
So  fudden  tumults  ieize  the  trembling  nerves, 
And  burning  fevers  glow  with  double  rage. 

Fly,  if  you  can,  thefe  violent  extremes 
Of  air,  the  wholeibme  is  nor  moiit  nor  dry. 
But  as  the  pow'r  of  chooiing  is  denied 
To  half  mankind,  a  further  taik  enfnes; 
How  belt  to  mitigate  theie  fell  extremes, 
How  breathe  unhurt  the  withering  element, 
Or  hazy  atmofphere  :  tho'  cuitom  moulds 
To  ev'ry  clime  the  foft  Promethean  clay; 
And. he  who  firft  the  fogs  of  Eifex  breath'd 
(So  kind  is  native  air)  may  in  the  fens 
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Of  EfTex  from  inveterate  ills  revive 
At  pure  Montpelier  or  Bermuda  caught. 
But,  if  the  raw  and  oozy  heaven  offend, 
Correct  the  foil  and  dry  the  fources  up 
Of  wat'ry  exhalation;  wide  and  deep 
Conduct  your  trenches  thro''  the  quaking  bog; 
Solicitous,  with  all  your  winding  arts, 
Betray  th'  unwilling  lake  into  the  ftream; 
And  weed  the  foreft,  and  invoke  the  winds 
To  break  the  toils  where  firangled  vapours  lie; 
Or  thro'  the  thickets  fend  the  crackling  flames. 
Meantime  at  home  with  cheerful  fires  difpel 
The  humid  air:  and  let  your  table  fmoke 
With  folid  roall  or  bak'd ;  or  what  the  herds 
Of  tamer  breed  fupply;  or  what  the  wilds 
Yield  to  the  toilfome  pleafures  of  the  chace. 
Generous  your  wine,  the  boaft  of  rip'ning  years, 
But  frugal  be  your  cups ;  The  languid  frame, 
Vapid  and  funk  from  yefterday's  debauch, 
Shrinks  from  the  cold  embrace  of  wafry  hea- 
But  neither  thefe,  nor  all  Apollo's  arts,  [vens. 
Difarm  the  dangers  of  the  dropping  Iky, 
Unlefs  with  exercife  and  manly  toil        [blood. 
You  brace  your  nerves,  and  fpur  the  lagging 
The  fatt'ning  clime  let  all  the  ions  of  eafe 
Avoid  ;  if  indolence  would  wifh  to  live, 
Go,  yawn  and  loiter  out  the  long  How  year 
In  fairer  fkies.  If  droughty  regions  parch  [blood, 
The  fkin  and  lungs,  and  bake  the  thick'ning 
Deep  in  the  waving  foreft  choofe  your  feat, 
Where  fuming  trees  refrefh  the  thirfty  air; 
And  wake  the  fountains  from  their  fecret  beds, 
And  into  lakes  dilate  the  rapid  ftream. 
Here  fpread  j^our  gardens  wide;  and  let  the  cool, 
The  moift  relaxing  vegetable  ftore 
Prevail  in  each  repaft:  your  food  fupplied 
By  bleeding  life,  be  gently  wafted  down, 
By  foft  decoction  and  a  mellowing  heat, 
To  liquid  balm ;  or  if  the  folid  mafs 
You  choofe,  tormented  in  the  boiling  wave; 
That  thro'  the  thirfty  channels  of  the  blood 
A  fmooth  diluted  chyle  may  ever  flow. 
The  fragrant  dairy  from  its  cold  recefs 
Its  ne-clar  acid  or  benign  will  pour 
To  drown  your  thirli;  or  let  the  mantling  bowl 
Of  keen  fherbet  the  fickle  tafte  relieve. 
For  with  the  vicious  blood  the  fimple  ftream 
Will  hardly  mingle;  and  fermented  cups 
Oft  diffipate  more  moifture  than  they  give. 
Yet  when  pale  feafons  rife,  or  winter  roils 
His  horrors  o'er  the  world,  thou  may'ft  indulge 
In  feaft  more  genial,  and  impatient  broach 
The  mellow  cafk.     Then  too  the  fconrging  air 
Provokes  to  keener  toils  than  fultry  droughts 
Allow.     But  rarely  we  fuch  fkies  blafpheme. 
Steep'd  in  continual  rains,  or  with  raw  fogs 
Bedew'd,  our  feafons  droop :  incumbent  ftill 
A  pond' rous  heaven  o'erwhelms  the  finking  foul: 
Lab' ring  with  ftorms,  in  heapy  mountains  rife 
Tir  embattled  clouds,  as  if  the  Stygian  fhades 
Had  left  the  dungeon  of  eternal  night, 
Tiil  black  with  thunder  all  the  South  defcends. 


Scarce  in  a  fhow'rlefs  day  the  heavens  indulge 
Our  melting  clime;  exctpt  the  baleful  Eaft 
Withers  the  tender  fpring,  and  fourly  checks 
The  fancy  of  the  year.     Our  fathers  talk 
Of  fummers,  balmy  airs,  and  fkies  ferene. 
Good  Heaven  !  for  what  unexpiated  crimes 
This  difmal  change  !  The  brooding  elements 
Do  they,  your  pow'rful  miniflers  of  wrath, 
Prepare  fome  fierce  exterminating  plague? 
Or  is  it  fix'd  in  the  decrees  above 
That  lofty  Albion  melt  into  the  main  ? 
Indulgent  nature!  O  diiTolve  this  gloom! 
Bind  in  eternal  adamant  the  winds 
That  drown  or  wither:  give  the  genial  Weft 
To  breathe,  and  in  its  turn  the  fprightly  North: 
And  may  once  more  the  circling  feafons  rule 
The  year ;  not  mix'd  in  ev'ry  monltrous  day  ! 

Meantime,  the  moift  malignity  to  fhim  [paign 
Of  burthen-' d  Ikies,  mark  where  the  dry  cham- 
Swells  into  cheerful  hills;  where  marjorum 
And  thyme,  the  love  of  bees,  perfume  the  air ; 
And  where  the  *  cynorrhodon  with  the  rofe 
For  fragrance  vies ;  for  in.  the  thirfty  foil 
Moft  fragrant  breathe  the  aromatic  tribes. 
There  bid  thy  roofs  high  on  the  balking  fteep 
Afcend;  there  light  thy  hofpitable  fires, 
And  let  them  fee  the  winter  morn  arile; 
The  fummer  evening  blufhing  in  the  weft : 
While  with  umbrageous  oaks  the  ridge  behind 
O'erhung,   defends  you   from   the   bluit'ring 

north, 
And  bleak  affliction  of  the  peevifn  eaft. 
Oh!  when  the  growling  winds  contend,  and  all 
The  founding  foreft  fluctuates  in  the  dorm  j 
To  fink  in  warm  repofe,  and  hear  the  din 
Howl  o'er  the  Iteady  battlements,  delights 
Above  the  luxury  of  vulgar  fleep. 
The  murmuring  rivulet,  and  the  hoarfer  ftrain. 
Of  waters  rufhing  o'er  the  ftippery  rocks, 
Will  nightly  lull  you  to  ambrofiai  reft. 
To  pi  eafe  the  fancy  is  no  trifling  good, 
Where  health  is  ftudied ;  for  whatever  moves 
The  mind  with  calm  delight,  promotes  the  jufl 
And  natural  movements  of  th'harmonious  frame, 
Beiides  the  fportive  brook  for  ever  fhakes 
The  trembling  air,  that  floats  from  hill  to  hill, 
From  vale  to  mountain,  with  inceflant  change 
Of  pureft  element,  refrefhing  ftill 
Your  airy  feat;  and  uninfected  gods. 
Chiefly  for  this  I  praife  the  man  who  builds 
High  on  the  breezy  ridge,  whofe  lofty  fides 
Th'  ethereal  deep  with  endlefs  billows  chafes* 
His  purer  manfion  nor  contagious  years 
Shall  reach,  nor  deadly  putrid  airs  annoy. 

But  may  no  fogs,  from  lake  or  fenny  plain, 
Involve  my  hill!  And  wherefoe'er  you  buildj 
Whether  on  fun-burnt  Epfom,  or  the  plains 
Wafh'd  by  the  filent  Lee;  in  Chelfea  low, 
Or  high  Blackheath  with  wint'ry  winds  aifaird. 
Dry  be  your  houfe;  but  airy  more  than  warm* 
Elfe  ev'ry  breath  or  ruder  wind  will  ftrike 
Your  tender  body  thro'  with  rapid  pains ! 


*  The  wild  rose,  or  that  which  grows  on  the  common  brier, 
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Fierce  coughs  will  teafe  you,  hoarfenefs  bind 

your  voice, 
Or  moiftGravedo  load  your  aching  brows. 
Thefe  to  defy,  and  all  the  fates  that  dwell 
Jn  cloifter'd  air,  tainted  with  (teaming  life, 
Let  lofty  cielings  grace  your  ample  rooms; 
And  ftill  at  azure  noontide  may  your  dome 
At  ev'ry  window  drink  the  liquid  iky. 

Need  we  the  funny  iituation  here, 
And  theatres  open  to  the  lbuth,  commend  ! 
Here,  where  the  morning's  mifty  breath  infefts 
More  than  the  torrid  noon  ?  How  fickly  grow, 
How  pale,  the  plants  in  thofe  ill-fated  vales 
That,  circled  round  with  the  gigantic  heap 
Of  mountains,  never  felt,  nor  ever  hope 
To  feel,  the  genial  vigour  of  the  fun  ! 
While  on  the  neighb'ring  hill  the  rofe  inflames 
The  verdant  fpring;  in  virgin  beauty  blows 
The  tender  lily,  languifhingly  fweet; 
O'er  ev'ry  hedge  the  wanton  woodbine  roves, 
And  autumn  ripens  in  the  fummer's  ray. 
Nor  lefs  the  warmer  living  tribes  demand 
The  foft'ring  fun  ;  whole  energy  divine 
Dwells  not  in  mortal  fire  ;  whofe  gen'rous  heat 
plows  thro1  the  mafs  of  grofTer  elements, 
And  kindles  into  life  the  ponderous  fpheres. 
Cheer'd  by  the  fond  invigorating  warmth, 
We  court  thy  beams,  great  majeiiy  of  day  ! 
If  not  the  foul,  the  regent  of  this  world, 
.firlt-born  of  heaven,  and  only  leis  than  God  ! 
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Enough  of  Air.     A  defert  fubject  now, 
Kougher  and  wilder,  rife.,  to  my  fight. 
A  barren  wafte,  where  not  a  garland  grows 
To  bind  the  Mule's  brow;  nor  even  a  proud 
Stupendous  folitude  frowns  o'er  the  heath, 
To  roufe  a  noble  horror  in  the  foul : 
Jkit  rugged  paths  fatigue,  and  error  leads 
Thro1  endlefs  labyrinths  the  devious  feet. 
Farewell,  ethereal  fields !  the  humbler  arts 
Of  life:  the  Table  and  the  homely  Gods 
Demand  my  fong.  Eiyfian  gales,  adieu  !    [flow, 

The  blood,  the  fountain  whence  the  fpirits 
The  gen'rous  llream  that  waters  ev'jy  part, 
And  motion,  vigour,  and  warm  life  conveys 
To  every  particle  that  moves  or  lives; 
This  vital  fluid,  through  unnumber'd  tubes 
Four'd  by  the  heart,  and  to  the  heart  again 
Refunded;  fcourg'd  for  ever  round  and  round : 
Enrag'd  with  heat  and  toil,  at  laft  forgets 
Its  balmy  nature ;  virulent  and  thin 
It  grows;  and  now,  but  that  a  thoufand  gates 
Are  open  to  its  flight,  it  would  deftroy 
The  parts  it  cheriuVd  and  repair'd  before. 
Belides,  the  flexible  and  tender  tubes 
Melt  in  the  mildeft  mofl  neclareous  tide 
That  ripening  nature  rolls;  as  in  the  ftream 
Jts  crumbling  banks:  but  what  the  vital  force 
Of  plalHc  fluids  hourly  batters  down, 
That  very  force,  thofe  plaftic  particles 
Rebuild  :  fo  mutable  the  Hate  of  man. 
For  this  the  watchful  appetite  was  given, 


Daily  with  frefh  materials  to  repair 

This  unavoidable  expence  of  life, 

This  neceflary  wafte  of  flefh  and  blood. 

Hence  the  concoclive  pow'rs,  with  various  art. 

Subdue  the  cruder  aliments  to  chyle; 

The  chyle  to  blood  j  the  foamy  purple  tide 

To  liquors,  which  thro'  finer  arteries 

To  diiferent  parts  their  winding  couril 

To  try  new  changes,  and  new  forms  put  on, 

Or  for  the  public,  or  fome  private  ufe. 

Nothing  fo  foreign  but  th'  athletic  hind 
Can  labour  into  blood.     The  hungry  meal 
Alone  he  fears,  or  aliments  too  thin  ; 
By  vi'lent  powers  too  eafdy  fubdued, 
Too  foon  expelTd.     His  daily  labour  thawa 
To  friendly  chyle  the  molt  rebellious  m 
That  fait  can  harden,  or  the  fmoke  of  yeara| 
Nor  does  his  gorge  the  rancid  bacon  rue, 
Nor  that  which  Ceitria  fends,  tenacious  pafte 
Of  folid  milk.     But  ye  of  loiter  clay, 
Infirm  and  delicate  !  and  ye  who  waite 
With  pale  and  bloated  floth  the  tedious  day! 
Avoid  the  ftubborn  e'.ement,  avoid 
The  full  repair. ;  and  let  fagacious  age 
Grow  wifer,  leffon'd  by  the  dropping  teeth. 

Half  fubtiliz'd  to  chyle,  the  liquid  food 
Readieft  obeys  th'afTimilating  powers; 
And  foon  the  tender  vegetable  mafs 
Relents;  and  foon  the  young  of  thofe  that  trcal 
The  ftedfaft  earth,  or  cleave  the  green  abyfs, 
Or  pathlefs  fky.     And  if  the  fleer  muft  fall, 
In  youth  and  fanguine  vigour  let  him  die  j 
Nor  fray  till  rigid  age  or  heavy  ails 
Abfolve  him  ill-requited  from  the  yoke. 


Some  with  high  forage  and  luxuriant  eafe 
Indulge  the  veteran  ox  ;  but  wiler  thou, 
From  the  bald  mountain  or  the  barren  downs 
Expect  the  flocks  by  frugal  nature  fed; 
A  race  of  purer  blood,  with  excrcife 
Refin'd,  and  (canty  fare  :  for,  old  or  young 
The  itall'd  are  never  healthy,  nor  the  cramm'd. 
Not  all  the  culinary  arts  can  tame 
To  wholfome  food  th'  abominable  growth 
Of  reff.  and  gluttony;  the  prudent  taile 
Rejects  like  bane  fuch  loathfome  hifcioufncfs. 
The  languid  ftomach  curies  even  the  pure 
Delicious  fat,  and  all  the  race  of  oil : 
For  more  the  oily  aliments  relax 
Its  feeble  tone;  and  with  the  eager  lymph 
(Fond  to  incorporate  with  all  it  meets) 
Coyly  they  mix,  and  fhun  with  flipp'ry  wiles 
The  woo'd  embrace.     The  irrefoluble  ci!, 
So  gentle  late  and  blandishing,  in  flood 
Of  rancid  bile  o'erfiows :  what  tumults  hence. 
What  horrors  rife,  were  naufeous  to  rel 
Choofe  leaner  viands,  ye  whofe  jo  rial  make 
Too  faft  the  gummy  nutriment  imbibes: 
Choofe  fober  meals,  and  roufe  to  active  life 
Your  cumbrous  clay;  nor  on  th'  enfeebling 
Irrefblute,  protract  the  morning  hours,  [down, 
But  let  the  man,  whole  bo.es  are  thinly  clad, 
With  cheerful  eafe  and  fucculent  rep  ltt 
Improve  his  (lender  habit.     Each  extreme 
From  the  blefl:  mean  of  fanitv  departs. 

I  could 
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I  could  relate  what  table  this  demands 
Or  that  complexion ;  what  the  various  pow'rs 
Of  various  foods;  but  fifty  years  would  roll, 
And  fifty  more,  before  the  tale  were  done. 
Befides,  there  often  lurks  fome  namelefs,  drange, 
Peculiar  thing;  nor  on  the  flcin  difplay'd, 
Felt  in  the  pulfe,  nor  in  the  habit  Ceen  ^ 
Which  finds  a  poifon  in  the  food  that  mod 
Thetemp'ratureadecls.  There,  are,  whole  blood 
Impetuous  rages  thro'  the  turgid  veins, 
Who  better  bear  the  fiery  fruits  of  Ind 
Than  the  moid  Melon,  or  pale  Cucumber. 
Of  chilly  nature  others  fly  the  board 
Supplied  with  fia-ughterj  and  the  vernal  pow'rs 
For  cooler,  kinder,  Aide  nance  implore. 
Some  ev'n  the  generous  nutriment  deteft 
Which  in  the  fhell,  the  fleeping  embryo  rears. 
Some,  more  unhappy  (till,  repent  the  gifts 
Of  Pales — foft,  delicious,  and  benign; 
The  balmy  quintelfence  of  e/Yy  fiovv'r, 
And  ev'ry  grateful  herb  that  decks  the  fpring ; 
"The  foiling  dew  of  tendez-  fp routing  life  j 
The  bell  refection  of  declining  age ; 
The  kind  reftorative  of  thofe  who  lie 
Half  dead,  and  panting  from  the  doubtful  ftrife 
Of  nature  ftruggling  in  the  grafp  of  death. 
Try  all  the  bounties  of  this  fertile  globe, 
There  is  not  fuch  a  falutary  food 
As  fuits  with  ev'ry  ftomach.     But  (except 
Amid  the  mingled  mafs  of  fifhand  fowl, 
And  boil'd  and  bak'd,  you  hefitate  by  which 
You  funk  opprefs'd,  or  whether  not  by  all). 
Taught  by  experience,  foon  you  may  difceni 
"What  pieties;  what  offends.    Avoid  the  cates 
That  lull  the  ficken'd  appetite  too  long ; 
Or  heave  with  feveriih  fl  timings  all  the  face, 
£urn  in  the  palms,  and  parch  the  roughening 

tongue ; 
Or  much  diminifh  or  too  much  increafe 
Th'  expence,  which  nature's  wife  ceconomy, 
Without  or  wade  or  avarice,  maintains. 
Such  cates  abjurM,  let  prowling  hunger  loofe, 
And  bid  the  curious  palate  roam  at  will ; 
They  fcarce  can  err  amid  the  various  ftores 
That  burft  the  teeming  entrails  of  the  world. 

Led  by  fagacious  tade,  the  ruthlefs  king 
Of  beads  on  blood  and  daughter  only  lives  j 
The  tiger,  form'd  alike  to  cruel  meals, 
Would  at  the  manger  ftarve :  of  milder  feeds, 
The  generous  horie  to  herbage  and  to  grain 
Confines  kis  wim  ;  tho'  fabling  Greece  re  found 
The  Thracian  deeds  with  human  carnage  wild. 
Prompted  by  andincVs  never-erring  novv'r 
Each  creature  knows  its  proper  aliment  j 
But  man,  th'  inhabitant  of  ev'ry  clime, 
With  all  the  commoners  of  nature  feeds. 
Directed,  bounded,  by  this  pow'r  within, 
Their  cravings  are  well  aim'd  :  voluptuous  Man 
Is  by  fuperior  faculties  mided, 
Milled  from  pleafure  e'en  in  queft  of  joy. 
gated  with  nature's  boons,  what  thoufands  feek, 
With  dimes  tortur'd  from  their  native  tade, 
And  mad  variety,  to  fpur  beyond 
Its  vvifer  will  the  jaded  appetite  1 


Is  this  for  pleafure?  Learn  ajuftertafte; 
And  know  that  temperance  is  true  luxury. 
Or  is  it  pride ?  Purfue  fome  nobler  aim  : 
Difmifs  your  parafites,  who  praiie  for  hire; 
And  earn  the  fair  edeem  of  honed  men,  [yours, 
Whofe  praife  is  fame.     Form'd  of  fuch  clay  as 
The  fick,  the  famifh'd,  Oliver  at  your  gates. 
Even  moded  want  may  blefs  your  hand  unfeen, 
Tho'  hufli'd  in  patient  wretchednefs  at  home, 
Is  there  no  virgin  grae'd  with  ev'ry  charm 
But  that  which  binds  the  mercenary  vow  ? 
No  youth  of  genius,  whole  neglected  bloom 
Unfoder'd  fickens  in  the  barren  made  ? 
No  worthy  man,  by  fortune's  random  blows, 
Or  by  a  heart  too  gen'rous  and  humane, 
Condrain'd  to  leave  his  happy  natal  feat, 
And  %h  for  wants  more  bitter  than  his  own  ? 
There  are,  while  human  miferies  abound, 
A  thoufand  ways  to  wade  fuperfluous  wealth, 
Without  one  fool  or  flatterer  at  your  board, 
Without  one  hour  of  ficknefs  or  difgud. 

But  other  ills  th'  ambiguous  fead  purfue, 
Befides  provoking  the  lafcivious  tade. 
Such  various  foods,  tho'  harmlefs  each  alone, 
Each  other  violate ;  and  oft  we  iee 
What  ftrife.  is  brew'd,  and  what  pernicious  bane. 
From  combinations  of  innoxious  things. 
Th'  unbounded  tade  I  mean  not  to  confine 
To  hermit's  diet,  neediefsly  (ever^. 
But  would  you  long  the  fweets  of  health  enjoys 
Or  huiband  pleafure;  at  one  impious  meal 
Exhaud  not  half  the  bounties  of  the  year, 
Of  ev'ry  realm.     It  matters  not  meanwhile 
Flow  much  to-morrow  differ  from  to-day  j 
So  fir  indulge:  'tis  fit,  befides,  that  man, 
To  change  obnoxious,  be  to  change  inur'd. 
But  fray  the  curious  appetite,  and  tafte 
With  caution  fruits  you  never  tried  before. 
For  want  of  ufe,  the  kincled  aliment 
Sometimes  offends ;  while  cuftom  tames  the  rage 
Of  poifon  to  mild  amity  with  life. 

So  Heaven  has  form'd  us  to  the  general  tade 
Of  all  its  gifts,  fo  cuitom  has  improved 
This  bent  of  nature,  that  few  firnple  foods, 
Of  all  that  earth,  or  air,  or  ocean  yield, 
But  by  excels  offend.     Beyond  the  fenfe 
Of  light  refection,  at  the  genial  board 
Indulge  not  Often  ;  nor  protract  the  feaft 
To  dull  fatiety ;  till  foft  and  flow 
A  drowfy  death  creeps  on,  th'  expand ve  foul 
Opprefs'd,  and  fmother'd  the  celetlial  fire. 
The  ftomach,  urg'd  beyond  its  active  tone, 
Hardly  to  nutrimental  chyle  fubdues 
The  fof'teft  food;  unfinifh'd  and  deprav'd, 
The  chyle  in  all  its  future  wand 'rings  owns 
Its  turbid  fountain ;  not  by  purer  dreams 
So  to  be  clear'd,  but  foulnefs  will  remain. 
To  fparkling  wine  what  ferment  can  exalt 
Th'  unripen'<l  grape  ?  Or  what  mechanic  fk.il! 
From  the  crude  ore  can  fpin  the  du6tile  gold  t 

Grofs  riot  treafures  up  a  wealthy  fund 
Of  plagues ;  but  more  immedicable  ills 
Attend  the  lean  extreme.     For  phyfic  knows 
,lHovv  to  disburden,  the  too  tumid  veins, 
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Ev'n  how  to  ripen  the  half-labour'd  blood: 
But  to  unlock  the  elemental  tubes, 
Collaps'd  and  fhrunk  with  long  inanity, 
And  with  baliamic  nutriment  repair 
The  dried  and  worn  out  habit,  were  to  bid 
Old  age  grow  green,  and  wear  a  fecond  ipring  ; 
Or  the  tall  am,  long  ravilird  from  the  foil, 
Thro"  wither'd  veins  imbibe  the  vernal  clew. 
When  hunger  calls,  obey  ;  nor  often  wait 
Till  hunger  lharpcn  to  corrofive  pain: 
For  the  keen  appetite  will  feaft  beyond 
What  nature  we'll  can  bear  ;  and  one  extreme 
Ne'er  without  danger  meets  its  own  reverfe. 
Too  greedily  th'  exhaufted  veins  abforb 
The  recent  chyle,  and  load  enfeebled  powers 
Oft  to  th*  extinction  of  the  vital  flame. 
To  the  pale  cities,  by  the  firm-fet  fiege 
And  famine  humbled,  may  this  verle  be  borne. 
And  hear,  ye  hardieft  fons  that  Albion  breeds  1 
Long  tofs'd  and  famifh'd  on  the  wint'ry  main  ; 
The  wai*  (hook  off,  or  hofpitable  fliore 
Attain*d,with  temp'rance  bear  the  (hock  of  joy; 
Nor  crown  with  feitive  rights  th'aufpicious  day : 
Suchfeafts  mightprove  morefatal  than  the  waves, 
Than  war  or  famine.     While  the  vital  fire 
Burns  feebly,  heap  not  the  green  fuel  on  ; 
But  prudently  foment  the  wand'ring  fpark 
With  what  the  fooneft  feels  its  kindred  touch : 
Be  frugal  e'en  of  that ;  a  little  give 
At  fint:  that  kindled,  add  a  little  more; 
Till  by  delib'rate  nourishing,  the  flame 
Revived  with  all  its  wonted  vigour  glows. 

But  tho'  the  two  (the  full  and  the  jejune) 
Extremes  have  each  their  vice ;  it  much  avails 
Ever  with  gentle  tide  to  ebb  and  flow 
From  this  to  that:  fo  nature  learns  to  bear 
Whatever  chance  or  headlong  appetite 
May  bring.     Beiides,  a  meagre  day  fubdues 
The  cruder  clods  by  (loth  or  luxury 
Collected,  and  unloads  the  wheels  of  life. 
Sometimes  a  coy  averfion  to  the  feaft 
Comes  on,  while  yet  no  blacker  omen  low'rs; 
Then  is  a  time  to  fhun  the  tempting  board, 
Were  it  your  natal  or  your  nuptial  day. 
Perhaps  a  fkft  fo  feafonable  itarves 
The  latent  feeds  of  woe,  which  rooted  once 
Might  coft  you  labour.     But,  the  day  returned 
Of  feftal  luxury,  the  wife  indulge 
Moll  in  the  tender  vegetable  breed  : 
Then  chiefly  when  the  fummer  beams  inflame 
The  brazen  heavens,  or  angry  Sirius  iheds 
A  fev'riih  taint  thro'  the  ilill  gulph  of  air, 
The  moiil  cool  viands  then,  and  flowing  cup 
From  the  frefh  dairy-virgin's  lib'ral  hand, 
Will  fave  your  head  from  harm,  tho'  round  the 

world 
The  dreaded  *  Caufos  roll  his  wafteful  fire3, 
Pale  humid  Winter  loves  the  gen'rous  board, 
The  meal  more  copious,  and  a  warmer  fare; 
And  longs  with  old  wood  and  old  wine  to  cheer 
His  quaking  heart.    The  feafons  which  divide 
Th'  empires  of  heat  a.nd  cold;  by  neither  claim'd, 


Influenced  by  both;  a  middle  regimen 
Impofe.     Thro1  autumn's  bnguiihing  domain 
Descending,  nature  by  degrees  invites 
To  growing  luxury.     But  from  the  depth    • 
Of  winter  when  th*  invigorating  year 
Emerges;  when  Favonitis,  fluih'd  with  love, 
Toy  ful  and  young,  in  ev'ry  breeze  defcends 
More  warm  and  wanton  on  his  kindling  bride  J 
Then,  fhepherds,  then  begin  to  fpare  your  flocks  -9 
And  learn,  with  wife  humanity,  to  check 
The  lull  of  blood.  Now  pregnant  earth  commits 
A  various  offspring  to  th'  indulgent  iky  : 
Now  bounteous  nature  feeds  with  lavifh  hand 
The  prone  creation  ;  yields  what  once  fuffie'd 
Their  dainty  fov'reign,  when  the  world  was 

young, 
Ere  yet  the  barb'rous  third  of  blood  had  feiz'd 
The  human  breail.  Each  rolling  month  matures 
The  food  that  fuits  it  molt  \  fodoes  each  clime. 

Far  in  the  horrid  realms  of  winter,  where 
Th'  eftabliih'd  ocean  heaps  a  monftrcus  wafte 
Of  fhining  rocks  and  mountains  to  the  pole, 
There  lives  a  hardy  race,  whofe  piaineft  wants 
Relentlefs  earth,  their  cruel  ftep  mother, 
Regards  not.     On  the  wafte  of  iron  fields, 
Untam'd,  intractable,  no  harvefts  wave; 
Pomona  hates  them,  ana  the  clownim  god 
Who  tends  the  garden.     In  this  frozen  world 
Such  cooling  gifts  were  vain:  a  fitter  meal 
Is  earn'd  with  eafe  ;  for  here  the  fruitful  fpawn 
Of  Ocean  fwarms,  and  heaps  their  genial  board 
With  gen'rous  fare  and  luxury  profufe. 
Thefe  are  their  bread,  the  only  bread  they  know; 
Thefe,  and  their  willing  flave,  the  deer  that  crops 
The  fhrubby  herbage  on  their  meagre  hills. 
Girt  by  the  burning  zone,  not  thus  the  South 
Her  fwarthy  fons  in  either  Ind  maintains  j 
Or  thirfty  Libya,  from  whofe  fervid  loins 
The  lion  burfts,  and  ev'ry  fiend  that  roams 
Th'  affrighted  wildeinefs.  The  mountain  herd, 
Ad uft  and  dry,  no  fweet  repaft  affords ; 
Nor  does  the  tepid  main  fuch  kinds  produce, 
So  perfect,  fo  delicious,  as  the  fhoals 
Of  icy  Zembta.  Ralhly  where  the  blood     [tain 
Brews fev'riih  frays;  where  fcarce  the  tubes  luf- 
Its  tumid  fervour  and  tempeftuous  courie, 
Kind  Nature  tempts  not  to  fuch  gifts  as  thefe. 
But  here  in  livid  ripenefs  melts  the  grape  j 
Here,  finiuVd  by  invigorating  funs, 
Thro*  the  green  (hade  the  golden  orange  glows  t 
Spontaneous  here  the  turgid  melon  yields 
A  gen'rous  pulp;  the  coco  fwells  on  high 
With  milky  riches  ;  and  in  horrid  mail 
The  crifp  ananas  wraps  its  poignant  iweets : 
Earth's  vaunted  progeny  ;  in  ruder  air 
Too  coy  to  flourith,  ev'n  too  proud  to  live, 
Or  hardly  rais'd  by  artificial  fire 
To  vapid  life.     Here,  with  a  mother's  fmile, 
Glad  Amalthea  pours  a  copious  horn: 
Here  buxom  Ceres  reigns:  th'  atumnal  fea 
In  boundlefs  billows  fluctuates  o'er  their  pl^ns. 
What  fuits  the  climate  bell,  what  fuits  the  men, 


*  The  burning  Ferer. 
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Nature  profafes  moft,  and  moft  the  tafte 
Demands.    The  fountain,  edg'd  with  racy  wine 
Or  acid  fruit,  bedews  their  thirfty  fouls. 
The  breeze  eternal  breathing rouad  their  limbs 
Supports  in  ei;e  intolerable  air; 
Whrfe  the  cool  palm,  the  plantain,  and  the  grove 
That  waves  on  gloomy  Lebanon,  affuage 
The  torrid  hell  that  beams  upon  their  heads. 

Now  come,  ye  Naiads,  to  the  fountains  lead; 
Now  let  me  wander  thro1  your  gelid  reign. 
I  burn  to  view  th'  enthuiiaiiic  wilds 
By  mortal  elfe  untrod.     I  hear  the  din 
Of  waters  thund'ring  o'er  the  ruin'd  cliffs. 
With  holy  rev'rence  I  approach  the  rocks  [long. 
Whence  glide  the  ftream  s  renown'd  in  ancient 
Here  from  the  defert  down  the  rumbling  fteep 
Firft  fprings  the  Nile ;  here  burfts  the  founding  Po 
In  angry  waves  ;  Euphrates  hence  devolves 
A  mighty  flood  to  water  half  the  eaft; 
And  there,  in  Gothic  folitude  reclin'd, 
The  cheerlefs  Tana  is  pours  his  hoary  urn. 
What  folemn  twilight,  what  flupendous  (hades, 
Enwrap  thefe  infant  floods !  Thro'  cv'ry  nerve 
A  (acred  horror  thrills,  a  pleafing  fear 
Glides  o'er  my  frame.  The  foreft  deepens  round ; 
And,  more  gigantic  ftill,  th'  impending  trees 
Stretch  thei  r  extravagant  arms  athwart  thegloom. 
Are  thefe  the  confines  of  fbme  fairy  world, 
A  land  of  Genii?     Say,  beyond  thefe  wilds 
What  unknown  nations,  if  indeed  beyond 
Aught  habitable  lies  ?     And  whither  leads, 
To  what  ftrange  regions,  or  of  blifs  or  pain, 
That  fubterraneous  way  ?     Propitious  maids, 
Conduct  me,  while  with  fearful  fteps  I  tread 
Thistrembling  ground.  The  talk  remains  to  fing 
Your  gifts  (fo  P?ean,  fo  the  pow'rs  of  health 
Command)  to  praife  your  cryftal  element: 
The  chief  ingredient  in  Heaven's  various  works; 
Whofe  flexile  genius  fparkles  in  the  gem, 
Grows  firm  in  oak,  and  fugitive  in  wine  j 
The  vehicle,  the  fource,  of  nutriment 
And  life  to  all  that  vegetate  or  live. 

O  comfortable  ftreams  !  With  eager  lips, 
And  trembling  hand,  the  languid  thirfty  quaff 
New  life  in  you  :  frefh  vigour  fills  their  veins. 
No  warmer  cups  the  rural  ages  knew  ; 
None  warmer  fought  the  fires  of  human  kind 
Happy  in  temperate  peace  !  Their  equal  days 
Felt  not  th'  alternate  fits  of  fev'rifh  mirth 
And  fick  dejection.     Still  ferene  and  pleas'd, 
They  knew  no  pains  but  ivhat  the  tender  foul 
With  pleafure  yields  to,  and  would  ne'er  forget. 
Bleft  with  divine  immunity  from  ails, 
Long  centuries  they  liv'd  ;  their  only  fate 
Was  ripe  old  age,  and  rather  fleep  than  death. 
Oh  !  could  thofe  worthies  from  the  world  of  gods 
Return  to  vifit  their  degeifrate  fons, 
How  would  they  fcorn  the  joys  of  modern  time, 
With  all  our  art  and  toil  improv'd  to  pain  ! 
Too  happy  they  !  But  wealth  brought  luxury, 
And  luxury  on  iloth  begot  difeafe.        [difdam 

Learn  temperance,  friends  j  and  hear  without 

*  Hippocrates, 


The  choice  of  water.    Thus  the  Coan  *  fage 
Opin'd,  and  thus  the  learn'd  of  ev^ry  fchool: 
What  leaft  of  foreign  principles  partakes 
Is  beft;  thelighteft  then;  what  bears  the  touch 
Of  fire  the  leaft,  and  fooneft  mounts  in  air; 
The  molt  Infipid,  the  moft  void  of  fmell, 
Such  the  rude  mountain  from  its  horrid  fides 
Pours  down  ;  fuch  waters  in  the  fandy  vale 
For  ever  boil,  alike  of  winter  frofts 
And  fummer's  heat  fecure.  The  cryftal  ftream, 
Through  rocks  refounding,or  for  many  a  mile 
O'er  the  chaf 'd  pebbles  hurld,  yields  wholefome, 
pure,  [thaws, 

And  mellow  draughts;   except  when  winter 
And  half  the  mountains  melt  into  the  tide. 
Tho'  thirft  were  ne'er  fo  refolute,  avoid 
The  fordid  lake,  and  all  fuch  drowfy  floods 
As  fill  from  Lethe  Belgia's  (low  canals 
With  reft  corrupt,  with  vegetation  green  j 
Squalid  with  generation,  and  the  birth 
Of  little  monfters,  till  the  pow'r  of  lire 
Has  from  profane  embraces  difengag'd 
The  violated  lymph.     The  virgin  ftream, 
In  boiling,  waftes  its  finer  foul  in  air. 

Nothing  like  Ample  element  dilutes 
The  food,  or  gives  the  chyle  fo  foon  to  flow. 
But  where  the  ftomach,  indolently  given, 
Toys  with  its  duty,  animate  with'  wine 
Th'  infipid  ftream:  tho'  golden  Ceres  yields 
A  more  voluptuous,  a  more  fp rightly  draught  J 
Perhaps  more  a<5tive.     Wine  unmix'd,  and  all 
The  gluey  floods  that  from  the  vex'd  abyfs 
Of  fermentation  fpring;  with  fpirit  fraught, 
And  furious  with  intoxicating  fire  ; 
Retard  concoction,  and  preferve  unthaw'd 
Th'embodied  mafs.  You  fee  what  countlefsyears, 
Embalm"' d  in  fiery  quinteffence  of  wine, 
The  puny  wonders  of  the  reptile  world, 
The  tender  rudiments  of  life,  the  flim 
Unravellings  of  minute  anatomy, 
Maintain  their  texture,  and  unchanged  remain* 

We  cu  rfe  not  wine ;  the  vile  excefs  we  blame, 
More  fruitful  than  th'  accumulated  board 
Of  pain  and  mifery.     For  the  fubtle  draught 
Fafter  and  furer  fwells  the  vital  tide  ; 
And  with  more  a6five  poifon,  than  the  floods 
Of  grofler  crudity  convey,  pervades 
The  far  remote  meanders  of  our  frame. 
Ah  \  fly  deceiver !  branded  o'er  and  o'er, 
Yet  ftill  believ'd  !  exulting  o'er  the  wreck 
Of  fober  vows  !  But  the  Parnaffian  Maids 
Another  time,  f  perhaps,  fhall  fing  the  joys, 
The  fatal  charms,  the  many  woes,  of  wine ; 
Perhaps  its  various  tribes  and  various  pow'rs. 

Meantime,  I  would  not  always  dread  the  bowl, 
Nor  ev'ry  trefpafs  fliun.     The  fev'rifh  ftrife, 
Rous'd  by  the  rare  debauch,  fubdues,  expels 
The  loit'ring  crudities  that  burthen  life  ; 
And,  like  a  torrent  full  and  rapid,  clears 
Th'  obit r lifted  tubes.  Befides,this  reftlefs  world 
Is  full  of  chances,  which  by  habit's  pow'r 
To  learn  to  bear,  is  eafier  than  to  fhun. 
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Ah !  when  ambition,  meagre  love  of  gold, 
Or  facred  country  calls,  with  mellowing  wine 
To  moiflen  well  the  thirity  fuff rages ; 
Say  how,  unfeafon'd  to  the  midnight  frays 
Of  Comus  and  his  rout,  wilt  thou  contend 
With  Centaurs  long  to  hardy  deeds  imir'd  ? 
Then  learn  to  revel,  but  by  flow  degrees  j 
By  flow  degrees  the  lib'ral  arts  are  won, 
And  Hercules  grew  ltrong.  But  when  you  fmooth 
The  brows  of  care,  indulge  your  fellive  vein 
In  cups  by  well -informed  experience  found 
The  leaft  your  bane,  and  only  with  your  friends 
There  are  fweet  follies  j  frailties  to  be  teen 
By  friends  alone,  and  men  of  gen'rous  minds. 

Oh  feldom  may  the  feted  hours  return 
Of  drinking  deep  ?  I  would  not  daily  tafte, 
Except  when  life  declines,  ev'n  fober  cups. 
Weak  withering  age  no  rigid  law  forbids, 
With  frugal  neSar,  fmooth  and  flow,  with  balm 
The  faplefs  habit  daily  to  bedew. 
And  give  the  helitating  wheels  of  life 
Gliblier  to  play.     But  youth  has  better  joys: 
And  is  it  wife,  when  youth  with  pleafure  flows, 
To  fquander  the  reliefs  of  age  and  pain  ?  [goal 
What  dext'rous  thoufands  jufl  within  the 
Of  wild  debauch  direct,  their  nightly  courfe ! 
Perhaps  no  iickly  qualms  bedim  their  days, 
No  morning  admonitions  fhock  the  head. 
But,  ah  i  what  woes  remain  !  Life  rolls  apace, 
And  that  incurable  difeafe,  old  age, 
In  youthful  bodies  more  feverely  felt, 
More  fternly  active,  makes  their  blafted  prime, 
Except  kind  Nature  by  fome  hafty  blow 
Prevent  the  ling'' ring  fates.  For  know,  whate'er 
Beyond  its  natural  fervour  hurries  on 
The  fanguine  tide  5  whether  the  frequent  bowl, 
High  feafon'd  fare,  or  exercife  to  toil 
Protracted  ;  fpurs  to  its  laft  stage  tir'd  life, 
And  fows  the  temples  with  untimely  mow. 
When  life  is  new,  the  ductile  fibres  feel 
The  heart's  increafing  force;  and  day  by  day, 
The  growth  advances:  till  the  larger  tubes, 
Acquiring  (from  their  *  elemental  veins 
Condens'd  to  folid  chords)  a  firmer  tone, 
Suftain,  and  juft  fuftain,  th*  impetuous  blood. 
Here  flops  the  growth.    With  overbearing  pulfe 
And  prefTure,  ftill  the  great  deftroy  the  imall ; 
Still  with  the  ruins  of  the  fmall  grow  ftrong. 
Life  glows  meantime  amid  the  grinding  force 
Of  vucotis  fuids  and  elaftic  tubes  ; 
Its  various  functions  vigorously  are  plied 
By  ftrong  machinery  ;  and  in  folid  health 
The  man  confirm'd  long  triumphs  o'er  difeafe. 
But  the  full  ocean  ebbs ;  there  is  a  point,  [tend. 
By  nature  fix'd,  whence  life  mull  downwards 
For  ftill  the  beating  tide  confolidates 
The  itubborn  vefTels,  more  reluctant  ftill 


To  the  weak  throbs  of  th'  ill-fupported  heart. 
This  languifhing,  thefe  strengthening  by  degree* 
To  hard  unyielding,  unelaflic  bone. 
Thro'  tedious  channels  the  congealing  flood 
Crawls  lazily,  and  hardly  wanders  on 


It  loiters  still ;  and  now  it  ftirs  no  more. 
This  is  the  period  few  attain,  the  death 
Of  nature.    Thus  (fo  Heaven  ordain'd  it)  life 
Destroys   itfelf:   and,   could  thefe   laws  have 

changed, 
Neftor  might  now  the  fates  of  Troy  relate, 
And  Homer  live  immortal  as  his  fong. 

What  does  not  fade  ?    The  tow'r  that  long; 

had  flood 
The  crufh  of  thunder  and  the  warring  winds, 
Shook  by  the  flow  but  fure  deftroyerTime, 
Now  hangs  in  doubtful  ruins  o'er  its  bafe ; 
And  flinty  p}ramids,  and  walls  of  brafs, 
Defcend  :  the  Babylonian  fpires  are  funk ; 
Achaia,  Rome,  and  Egypt  moulder  down. 
Time  makes  the  liable  tyranny  of  thrones, 
And  tottering  empires  rufh  by  their  own  weight. 
This  huge  rotundity  we  tread  grows  old, 
And  all  thofe  worlds  that  roll  around  the  fun. 
The  fun  himfelf  fliall  die,  and  ancient  night 
Again  involve  the  defolate  abyfs, 
Till  the  great  Father  thro'  the  lifelefs  gloora 
Extend  his  arm  to  light  another  world, 
And  bid  new  planets  roll  by  other  laws. 
For  thro'  the  regions  of  unbounded  f pace, 
Where  unconfin'd  Omnipotence  has*  room, 
Being,  in  various  fyllems,  fluctuates  (till 
Between  creation  and  abhorr'd  decay  j 
It  ever  did,  perhaps,  and  ever  will. 
New  worlds  are  ftill  emerging  from  the  deep} 
The  old  defcending,  in  their  turns  to  rife. 

BOOK    III.        EXERCISE. 

Thro"1  various  toils  th'  adventurous  Mufe  has 
pafs'd ; 
But  half  the  toil,  and  more  than  half,  remains. 
Rude  is  her  theme,  and  hardly  fit  for  fong ; 
Plain,  and  of  little  ornament  -  and  I 
But  little  pra<5Hs'd  in  the  Aonian  arts. 
Yet  not  in  vain  fuch  labours  have  we  tried, 
If  aught  thefe  lays  the  fickle  health  confirm. 
To  you,  ye  delicate,  I  write:  for  you 
I  tame  my  youth  to  philofophic  cares, 
And  grow  ftill  paler  by  the  midnight  lamp; 
Not  to  debilitate  with  timorous  rules 
A  hardy  frame ;  nor  needlefsly  to  brave 
Inglorious  dangers,  proud  of  mortal  llrength, 
Is  all  the leftbn  that  in  wholefome  years  [irow'cf, 
Concerns  the  ftrong.      His  care  were  ill  be- 
Who  would  with  warm  effeminacy  nurfe 
The  thriving  oak  which  on  the  mountain's  brow 
Bears  all  the  blafts  that  fweep  the  win'try  heaven. 

*  In  the  human  body,  as  well  as  in  those  of  other  animals,  the  larger  blood-vessel*  are  composed  of 
smaller  ones ;  which,  by  the  violent  motion  and  pressure  of  the  fluids  in  the  large  vessels  lose  their  cavi- 
ties by  degrees,  and  degenera'e  into  impervious  chords  or  iibres.  In  proportion  as  these  small  vessels  be- 
come solid,  the  larger  must  of  course  grow  less  extensile,  more  rigid,  and  make  a  stronger  resistance  to 
the  action  of  the  heart  and  force  of  the  blood.  From  this  gradual  condensation  of  the  smaller  vessels,  and 
consequent  rigidity  of  the  larger  ones,  the  progress  of  the  human  body  from  infancy  10  old  age  is  accounted 
for. 

Behold 
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Behold  the  labourer  of  the  glebe,  who  toils 
In  duit,  in  rain,  in  cold  and  fultry  flaes : 
Save  but  the  grain  from  mildews  and  the  flood, 
Nought  anxious  he  what  iickly  ftars  afcend. 
He  knows  no  laws  byElculapius  given, 
He  ftudies  none.    Yet  him  nor  midnight  fogs 
Infeft,  nor  thofe  envenom'd  (hafts  that  fly 
"When  rapid  Sinus  fires  th'  autumnal  noon. 
His  habit  pure  with  plain  and  temperate  meals, 
Robuft  with  labour,  and  by  cuftom  lteel'd 
To  ev'ry  casualty  of  varied  life; 
Serene  he  bears  the  pee  vim  Eaftern  blaftj 
And  uninfected  breathes  the  mortal  South. 

Such  the  reward  of  rude  and  (bber  life, 
Of  labour  fuch.     By  health  the  peafant's  toil 
Is  well  repaid,  if  exercife  were  pain 
Indeed,  and  temp'rance  pain.    By  arts  like  thefe 
Laconia  nurs'd  of  old  her  hardy  fons; 
AndRome'sunconquer'd  legions  urg'dtheirway  I 
Unhurt,  thro'  ev'ry  toil,  in  ev'ry  clime. 

Toil,  and  be  ftrong.    By  toil  the  flaccid  nerves 
Grow  firm,  and  gain  a  more  compacted  tonej 
The  greener  juices  are  by  toil  fubdued, 
Mellow'd  and  fubtiliz'd  ;  the  vapid  old 
Expell'd,  and  all  the  rancour  of  the  blood. 
Come,  my  companions,  ye  who  feel  the  charms 
Of  nature  and  the  year;  come,  let  us  ftray 


Rolls  toward  the  weftern  main.     Hail,  facred 
May  ft  ill  thy  hoipitable  fwains  be  bleit     [flood  ! 
In  rural  innocence ;  thy  mountains  ftill 
Teem  with  the  iieecy  race;  thy  tuneful  woods 
For  ever  flourifh  ;  and  thy  vales  look  gay 
With  painted  meadows,  and  the  golden  grain  ' 


Olt  trae'd  with  patient  fteps  thy  fairy  banks, 
With  the  well-imitated  fly  to  hook 
The  eager  trout,  and,  with  the  Mender  line 
And  yielding  rod,  folicit  to  the  more       [clouds 
The  ftruggling   panting  prey  ;    while    vernal 
And  tepid  gales  obfc'ur'd  the  ruffled  pool, 
Andfromthe  deeps  call'dforththewanton  f warms. 
Form'd  on  the  Samian  fchool,  or  thofe  of  Ind, 
There  are  who  think  thefe  paltimes  fcarce  hu-i 
Yet  in  my  mind  (and  riot  relentlefs  I)   [mane  j 
His  life  is  pure  that  wears  no  fouler  ftains. 
But  if  thro'  genuine  tendernefs  of  heart, 
Or  fecret  want  of  relifh  for  the  game, 
You  fhun  the  glories  of  the  chace,  nor  care 
To  haunt  the  peopled  ftream;  the  garden  yield  J 
A  foft  amufement,  an  humane  delight. 
To  raife  th'  infipid  nature  of  the  ground, 
Or  tame  its  favage  genius  to  the  grace 


Where  chance  or  fancy  leads  our  roving  walk :  Of  carelefs  fweet  rufticity,  that  feems 


Come,  while  the  foft  voluptuous  breezes  fan 
The  fleecy  heavens,  enwrap  the  limbs  with  balm, 
And  fried  a  charming  langour  o'er  the  foul. 
Nor  when  bright  Winter  lows  with  prickly  froft 
The  vigorous  ether,  in  unmanly  warmth 
Indulge  at  home;  nor  even  when  Eurus'  blafts 
This  way  and  that  convolve  the  lab'ring  woods. 
My  liberal  Walks,  lave  when  the  Ikies  in  rain 
Or  fogs  relent,  no  feafon  Ihould  confine 
Or  to  the  clofter'd  gallery  or  arcade.        [fource 
Go,   climb  the  mountain :   from  the  ethereal 
Imbibe  the  recent  gale.     The  cheerful  morn 
Beamso'erthehills;  go  mount  the  exulting  Heed. 
Already,  fee,  the  deep-mouth'd  beagles  catch 
The  tainted  mazes  ;  and,  on  eager  fport 
Intent  with  emulous  impatience  try 
Each  doubtful  trace.     Or,  if  a  nobler  prey 
Delight  you  more,  go  chafe  the  dcfpVate  deer; 
And  thro'  its  deepelt  folitudes  awake 
The  vocal  forefl  with  the  jovial  horn. 

But  if  the  breath lefs  chace  o'er  hill  and  dale 
Exceeu1  your  ftrength,  a  fport  of  ldfs  fatigue, 
Not  lefs  delightful,  the  prolific  ftream 
Affords.     Trie  cryftal  rivulet,  that  o'er 
A  ftony  channel  rolls  its  rapid  maze,    [bounds 
Swarms  with  the  filver  fry.      Such  thro'  the 
Of  paftoral  Stafford,  runs  the  brawling  Trent ; 
Such  Eden,  fprung  from  Cumbrian  mountains; 
fuch  [ftream 

The  Elk,  o'erhung  with  woods ;  and  fuch  the 
On  whole  Arcadian  banks  I  firft  drew  air, 
Liddal;  till  now,  except  in  Doric  lays 
Turn'd  to  her  murmurs  by  her  love-fick  fwains, 
Unknown  in  fong:  tho'  not  a  purer  ftream, 
Thro'  meads  more  nowVy,  or  more  romantic 
groves, 


The  amiable  refult  of  happy  chance, 
Is  to  create :  and  gives  a  godlike  joy, 
Which  every  year  improves.     Nor  thou  difdairi 
To  check  the  lawlefs  riot  of  the  trees,  • 

To  plant  the  grove,  or  turn  the  barren  mould. 
O  happy  he,  whom,  when  his  years  decline, 
(His  fortune  and  his  fame  by  worthy  means 
Attain'd  and  equal  to  his  mod'rate  mind  : 
His  life  approv'd  by  all  the  wife  and  good, 
Even  envied  by  the  vain)  the  peaceful  groves 
Of  Epicurus,  from  this  ftormy  world, 
Receive  to  reft,  of  all  ungrateful  cares 
Abfblv'd,  and  facred  from  the  felfifh  crowd  ! 
Happieft  of  men,  if  the  fame  foil  invites 
A  chofen  few,  companions  of  his  youth, 
Once  feliow-rakes  perhaps,  now  rural  friends ; 
With  whom  in  eafy  commerce  to  purfue 
Nature's  free  charms,  and  vie  for  fylvan  fame ! 
A  fair  ambition,  void  of  ftrife  or  guile, 
Or  jealoufy,  or  pain  to  be  outdone, 
Who  plans  th1  enchanted  garden,  who  direct  Sj 
The  vifto  beft,  and  beft  conducts  the  ftream  ; 
Whofe  groves  the  fafteft  thicken  and  afcend  ; 
Whom  firft  the  welcome  fp ring  falutes;  who  fhews 
The earlieft bloom ;  the fweeteft,  proudeft charms 
]  Of  Flora ;  who  beft  gives  Pomona's  juice 
To  match  the  fprightly  genius  of  champaign. 
Thrice  happy  days  in  rural  bus'nefs  pafVd  ! 
Bleft  winter  nights  !  when,  as  the  genial  fire 
Cheers  the  wide  hall,  his  cordial  family 
With  foft  domeftic  arts  the  hours  beguile, 
And  plealingtalk,  that  ftarts  no  timorous  fame, 
With  witlefs  wantonnefs  to  hunt  it  down ; 
Or  through  the  fairy-land  of  tale  or  fong 
Delighted  wander,  in  fictitious  fates 
Engag'd,  and  all  that  ftrikes  humanity; 

Tilt, 
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Til!,  loft  in  fable,  th  y  "he  dealing  hour 

Of  timely  reft  forja  t.  eve, 

His  neighl  ours  li 

His  feftal  roof  j  while,  o*er  the  light 

And  fprightly  cups,  they  mix  in  social  joy, 

And,  thro'  the  maze  of  ice 

Whate*er  5  or  improves  the  mi 

Sometimes  at 

The  native  zeft  and  "uit 

WhSrefei  fnomanure) 

The  decent,  noneft,  cheerful  huibandman 

Should  drown  his  labours  in  my  friendly  bowl, 

And  at  my  t.  iself  at  home. 

Whatever  you  ftudy,  in  whate'er  you  fweat, 
Indulge  your  tttttc.  Some  love  the  manly  foils; 
The  tennis  fome ;  and  fome  the  graceful  dance : 
Others,  more  hardy,  range  the  purple  heath 
Or  naked  ftubble,  where  from  field  to  field 
The  founding  coveys  urge  their  httVring  flight; 
Eager  amid  the  riling  cloud  to  pour 
The  gun's  unerring  thunder:  and  there  are 
Whom  ftill  the  meed*  of  the  f^rccn  archer  charms. 
He  choofes  heft,  whefe  labour  entertains 
His  vacant  fancy  molt ;  the  toil  you  hate 
Fatiguesyoulbon,andicarceimprovesyourlimbs. 

As  beauty  ftill  has  blemifb,  and  the  mind 
The  moft  accomplifn'd  its  imperfect  lice, 
Few  bodies  are  there  of  that  happy  mould 
But  fome  one  part  is  weaker  than  the  reft: 
The  legs  perhaps,  or  arms,  refufe  their  load, 
Or  the  cheft  labours.     Thefe  affiduoufiv, 
But  gently,  in  their  proper  arts  employed, 
Acquire  a  vigour  and  activity 

To  which  they  were  not  born.   But  weaker  parts 
Abhor  fatigue  and  violent  difcipline. 

Begin  with  gentle  toils;  :-.nd,  as  your  nerves 
Grow  firm,  to  hardier  by  juft  fteps  afpire. 
The  prudent,  cv'n  in  e^  'fy  moderate  walk, 
At  firft  but  faunter,  i  low  ctesrees 


Increase  their  pace.     T 


ctrine  of  the  wife- 


Well  knows  the  matter  oi'  the  fiying  ft 
Firft  from  the  goal  the  managed  couriers  play 
On  bended  reins ;  as  yet  the  fkilful  youth 
Reprefi  their  foa  r:   but  ev'ry  breath 

The  race  grows  warmer,  and.  the  t£h  pestfweils; 
Till  all  the  fiery  mettle  has  it 
And  the  thick  th  turries  o'er  the  plain. 

When  all  at  one  indolence  to  toil 

You  fpring,  the  fibres  by  the  ck 

Are  tir'd  and  crack*d,before  their  unduous coats, 
Comprefs'd,  can  pov.r  the  lubricating  balm. 
Betides,  collected  in  the  paflive  veins, 
The  purple  mats  a  fudden  torrent  rolls, 
O'erpowVs  the  heart,  and  deluge-  theiungs 
With  dangerous  inundation  :  oft  the  fource 
Of  fatal  woes;  a  cough  that  foams  with  bleed, 
Afthma,  and  feller  peripntumonr  f, 
Or  the  flow  minings  of  the  hectic  fire. 

Th' athletic  fool,  to  whom  what  heaven  denied 
Of  foul  is  well  compenfated  in  limbs, 
Oft,  from  his  rage  or  brainlefs  frolic,  feels 


I  His  vegetation  and  brute  force  decay. 
The  men  of  better  clay  and  finer  mould 
Knew  n  /  the  human  dignity, 

And  /corn  to  vie  with  oxen  or  with  apes. 
Purfu'd  prolixly,  e'en  the  gentleft  toil 
Is  walie  of  health  -.  re  pole  by  fmall  fatigue 

1  (where  your  kabit  is  not  prone  ' 
To  thaw)  by  the  firft  moifture  ox  the  brows  : 
The  line  and  fiabtlcfpirits  coft  too  much 
To  be  profus'd,  too  much  the  aim; 

But  when  the- hard  varieties  of  life 
You  toil  to  learn,  or  try  the  dufty  chace. 
Or  the  warm  deeds  of  fome  important  e 
Hot  from  the  field,  indulge  not  yet  your  limbs 
In  wifh'd  repofe  5  nor  court  the  fanning  gale, 
Nor  tafte  the  fpring.     Oh!  by  the  facred  tears 
Of  widows,  orphans,  mothers,  filters,  fires, 
Forbear !  no  other  peitilence  has  driven 
Such  myriads  o'er  th'  irremeable  deep. 
Why  this  fo  fatal,  the  fagacious  Mule 
Thro'  nature's  cunning  labyrinths  could  trace. 
But  there  are  fecrets  which  who  knows  not  now, 
Mull,  ere  he  reach  them,  climb  the  heavy  Alps 
Of  fcience,  and  devote  feven  years  to  toil. 
Befides,  I  would  not  ftun  your  patient  ears 
With  what  it  little  boots  you  to  attain. 
He  knows  enough,  the  mariner,  who  knows 
Where  lurk  the  fhelves,  and  where  the  whirl- 
pools boil, 
What  figns  portend  the  ftorm:  to  fubtler  minds 
He  leaves  to  fcan  from  what  myfterious  caufe 
Charybdis  rages  in  th'  Ionian  wave ; 
Whence  thole  impetuous  currents  in  the  main, 
Which  neither  oar  nor  fail  can  ftem  ;  and  why 
The  rough'ning  deep  expects  the  ftorm,  as  iure 
As  red  Orion  mounts  the  fhrouded  heaven. 

I  n  ancient  times,  when  Rome  with  Athens  vied 
For  polifh'd  luxury  and  ufeful  arts  ; 
All  hot  and  reeking  from  th'  Olympic  ftrife, 
And  warm  Paleftra,  in  the  tepid  bath 
Th'  athletic  youth  relax'd  their  wearied  ii?"bs. 
Soft  oils  bedew'd  them,  with  the  grateful  pow'rs 
Of  nard  and  caflia  fraught,  to  (both  and  heal 
Thecherifh'd  nerves.  Ourlefs  voluptuous  dime 
Not  much  invites  us  to  filch  arts  as  thefe. 
'Tis  not  for  thole  whom  gelid  ikies  embrace, 
And  chilling  fogs:  whofe  per/biration  feels 
Such  frequent  bars  from  Eurus  and  the  North: 
'Tis  not  for  thofe  to  cultivate  the  (kin 
Too  foft,  or  teach  the  recremental  fume 
Too  fait  to  crowd  thro'*  fuch  precarious  ways ; 
For  thro'  the  final!  arterial  mouths,  that  pierce 
In  endlefs  millions  the  clofe-woven  fkin, 
The  baler  fluids  in  a  conftant  ftream 
Elcape,  and  viewlefs  melt  into  the  winds. 
While  this  eternal,  this  moft  copious  wafte 
Of  blood,  degen'rate  into  vapid  brine, 
Maintains  its  wonted  meafure,  all  the  pow'rs 
Of  health  befriend  you,  all  the  wheels  of  life 
With  eafe  and  pleafure  move;  but  this  reft rain'd 
Or  more  or  lefs,  fo  more  or  lefs  you  feel 


*  This  word  is  much  used  by  some  of  pie  eld  English  poets,  and  signifies  reward  or  prize. 
•f  The  inflammation  ox  the  lungs. 
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The  functions  labour :  from  this  fatal  fource 
What  woes  defcend  is  never  to  be  lung. 
To  take  their  numbers  were  to  count  the  fands 
That  ride  in  whirlwind  the  parch  YJ  Libyan  air; 
Or  waves  that,  when  the  bluitYing  North  em- 
broils 
The  Baltic,  thunder  on  the  German  fliore. 
Subject  not  then,  by  fbft  emollient  arts, 
This  grand  expence,on  whichyour  fates  depend, 
To  evYy  caprice  of  the  iky ;  nor  thwart 
The  genius  of  your  clime:  for  from  the  blood 
Leaft  fickle  rife  the  recremental  fleams, 
And  lea  ft  obnoxious  to  the  ftyptic  air,     [pores 
Which  breathe  thro'  {trailer  and  more  callous 
The  temper'd  Scythian  hence  half  naked  treads 
His  boundlefs  fnows;,  nor  rues  th*  i-nclcment 
And  hence  our  painted  anceftors  defied  [heaven: 
TheEaii  ;  ncr  cursYJ,  like  us,  their  fickle  Iky. 

The  body,  moulded  by  the  clime,  endures 
Th'  equator  heats  or  hyperborean  froit: 
Excepf,  by  habits  foreign  to  its  turn, 
Unwiie  you  counteract  its  forming  powY. 
Rude  at  the  firft,  the  winter  fhocks  you  lefs 
By  long  acquaintance:  ftudy  then  your  iky, 
Form  to  its  manners  your  oblequious.  frame, 
And  learn  to  fuffer  what  you  cannot  fhun. 
Againft  the  rigours  of  a  damp  cold  heaven 
To  fortify  their  bodies,  fome  frequent 
The  gelid  ciftern;  and,  where  nought  forbids, 
I  praife  their  dauntlefs  heart  j.  a  frame  fo  ftcelYl 
Dreads  not  the  cough,  nor  thofe  ungenial  blafts 
That  breathe  the  Tertian  or  fell  Rheumatism  ; 
The  nerves  fo  temper'd  never  quit  their  tone; 
No  chronic  languors  haunt  fuch  hardy  breaits. 
But  all  things  have  their  bounds;  and  he  who 
By  daily  ufe  the  kindeft  regimen  [makes 

Elfential  to  his  health,  lhould  never  mix 
With  human  kind,  nor  art  nor  trade  purine. 
He  not  the  lafe  vicifiitudes  of  life 
Without  fome  (hock  endures;  ill-fited  he 
To  want  the  known,  or  bear  unuiual  things* 
Befides,  the  powYful  remedies  of  p am 
(Since  pain  in  fpite  of  all  our  care  will  come) 
Should  never  with  your  profpYous  days  of  health 
Grow  too  familiar:  for  by  frequent  uie 
The  ftrongeit  medYines  lole  their  healing  povvY, 
And  e'en  the  furefl  poifons  theirs  to  kill. 

Let  thofe  who  from  the  frozen  Arctos  reach 
Parclrd  Mauritania,  or  the  iultry  welt,  » 

Or  the  wide  flood  thro1  rich  Indoftan  rollYJ, 
Plunge  thrice  a  day,  and  in  the  tepid  wave 
Untwift  their  ftubborn  pores;  that  full  and  free 
Tlr  evaporation  thro'  the  foftenM  (kin 
May  bear  proportion  to  the  fwelling  blood : 
So  (hall  they  Ycape  the  f  everY.  rapid  flames, 
So  fesl  untainted  the  hot  breath  of  hell. 
With  us,  the  man  of  no  complaint  demands 
The  warm  ablution,  juft  enough  to  clear 
The  flulces  of  the  (kin,  enough  to  keep 
The  body  facred  from  indecent  foil. 
Still  to  be  pure,  evYi  did  it  not  conduce 
(  >\s  much  it  does)  to  health,  were  greatly  worth 
Your  daily  pains.     'Tis  "this  adorns  the  rich; 
The  want  of  this  is  Poverty's  worft  woe; 


With  this  external  virtue  age  maintains 
A  decent  grace;  without  it,  youth  and  charms 
Are  loath  Come.    This  the  venal  Graces  know  \ 
So  doubtlefs  do  your  wives:  for  married  fires, 
As  well  as  lovers,  ftill  pretend  to  tafte; 
Nor  is  it  lefs  (all  prudent  wives  can  tell) 
To  lofe  a  huf  band's  than  a  lover's  heart. 

But  now  the  hours  and  feafons  when  to  toil 
From  foreign  themes  recall  my  wandYing  fong. 
Some  labour  falling,  or  but  ilightly  fed, 
To  lull  the  grinding  ftomach's  hungry  rage, 
Where  nature  feeds  too  corpulent  a  frame  ; 
'Tis  wifely  done:  for  while  the  thirily  veins, 
Impatient  of  lean  penury,  devour 
The  treafurYJ  oil,  then  is  the  happieft  time 
To  make  the  lazy  balfam  from  its  cells. 
Now  while  the  ftomach  from  the  full  repaft 
Subfides,  but  ere  returning  hunger  gnaws, 
Ye  leaner  habits,  give  an  hour  to  toil ; 
And  ye  whom  no  luxuriancy  of  growth 
Opprefles  yet,  or  threatens  to  opprefs. 
But  from  the  recent  meal  no  labours  pleafe, 
Of  limbs  or  mind.    For  now  the  cordial  powY$ 
Claim. all  the  wandYing  ipirits  to  a  work 
Of  ftrong  and  fubtle  toil  and  great  event, 
A  work  of  time ;  and  you  may  rue  the  day 
You  hurried,  with  untimely  exerciie, 
A  half- concocted  chyle  into  the  blood. 
The  body  overcharged  with  uncluous  phlegm 
Much  toil  demands;  the  lean  elaitic  lefs. 
Whilewinterehills  the  blood,and  bindstheveins, 
No  labours  are  too  hard;  by  thole  you  'fcape 
The  flow  difeafes  of  the  torpid  year, 
E.ndlefs  to  name ;  to  one  of  which  alone, 
To  that  which  tears  the  nerve- ,  the  toil  of  (laves 
Is  pleafure.     Oh,  from  fuch  inhuman  pains 
May  all  be  i'ret  who  merit  not  the  wheel  ! 
But  from  the  burning  Lion  when  the  fun 
Pours  down  his  fultry  wrath ;  novvwhile  the  blood 
Too  much  already  maddens  in  the  veins, 
And  all  the  finer  fluids  thro'  the  (km 
Explore  their  (light;  me,  near  the  cool  cafcade 
ReclinYJ,  or  fiumt'ring  in  the  lofty  grove, 
No  needlefs  (light  occaiion  mould  engage 
To  pant  and  fweat  beneath  the  fiery  noon. 
Now  the  frefh  morn  alone  and  mellow  eve 
To  (hady  walks  and  active  rural  (ports 
Invite.     But,  while  the  chilling  dews  defcenc^ 
May  nothing  tempt  you  to  the  cold  embrace 
Of  humid  (kies;  tho'  tis  no  vulgar  joy 
To  trace  the  horrors  of  the  folemn  wood 
While  the  foft  ev'ning  faddens  into  night  j 
Tho'  the  fweet  Poet  of  the  vernal  groves 
Melts  all  the  night  in  drains  of  am  rous  woe. 
The  (hades  defcend,  and  mid  night  o'er  theworkl 
Expands  her  fable  wings  ;  great  Nature  droops 
Thro'  all  her  works.     Now  happy  he  whofe  toil 
Has  o'er  his  languid  powYlefs  limbs  diffusYI 
A  pleating  taflitude  s  he  not  in  vain 
Invokes  the  gentle  Deity  of  dream*. 
His  pow.Ys  the  moft  voluptuoufly  dnTolve 
In  foft  repofei  on  him  the  balmy  dews 
Of  (leeu  with  double  nutriment  delcend. 
But  would  youfweetly  waite  the  blank  of  night 
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In  deep  oblivion;  or  on  Fancy's  wings 
Vifit  the  paradife  ot*  happy  dreams, 
And  waken  cheerful  as  the  lively  morn; 
Opprefs  not  nature  finking  down  to  reft 
With  feafh  too  late,  too  lolid,  or  too  full] 
But  be  the  firft  concoction  half  matur'd 
Ere  you  to  mighty  indolence  refign 
Your  parfiye  faculties.     He  from  the  toils 
And  trouble  of  the  diy  to  heavier  toil    [rocks 
Retires,  whom  trembling  from  the  tow'r   that 
Amid  the  clouds,  or  Calpe's  hideous  height, 
The  bufy  demons  hurl*  on-  in  the  main 
O'erwhelm,  or  bury  struggling  under  ground. 
Not  all  a  monarch's  luxury  the  woes 
Can  cormterpoife  of  that  mcit  wretched  man, 
Whole  nights  are  fhaken  with  the  frantic  tits 
Of  wild  O relics  ;  whole  delirious  brain, 
Stung  bytheFuries,workswith  poifon'd  thought; 
While  pale  and  monltrous  panting  fhocks  the 
And  mangled  conic joufkiefs  bemoans  itfelf  [foul. 
For  ever  torn,  and  chaos  floating  round. 
What  dreams  prefage,  what  dangers  thefe  or 
Portend  to  fa  nicy,  tho'  prudent  leers        [thofe 
Reveal'd  of  old.  and  men  of  dea  chiefs  fame, 
We  would  not  to  the  (uperflitious  mind 
Suggeft  new  throbs,  new  vanity  of  fear  : 
'Tis  ours  to  teach  you  from  the  peaceful  night 
To  banifh  omens  and  all  reftleis  v.  oes. 

In  fhidy  fome  protract  the  filent  hours, 
Which  others  confecrale  to  mirth  and  wine: 
And  fleep  till  noon,  and  hardly  live  till  night. 
But  furely  this  redeems  not  from  the  ihades 
One  hour  of  life.     Nor  does  it  nought  avail 
What  feafon  you  to  drovvfy  Morpheus  give 
Of  th'  ever-varying  circle  of  the  day  ; 
Or  whether,  thro'  the  tedious  winter  gloom, 
You  tempt  the  midnight  or  the  morning  damps. 
The  body,  frelh  and  vigorous  from  repoie, 
Defies  the  early  fogs  ;  but,  by  the  toils 
Of  wakeful  day  exhausted  and  unltrung, 
Weakly  refiits  the  night's  unwholefome  breath: 
The  grand  difcharge,  th'  effulion  of  the  fkin, 
Slowly  impaired,  the  languid  maladies 
Creep  on,  and  thro'  the  fick'ning  fund  ions  fteal. 
So,  when  the  chilling  Eafl  invades  the  fprin& 
The  delicate  Nardil  us  pines  away 
In  hectic  languor,  and  a  flow  difeafe 
Taints  all  the  family  of  flow'rs,  condemn'd. 
To  cruel  heavens.     But  why,  already  prone 
To  fade,  mould  beauty  cherilh  its  own  bane  ? 
Oh  ihame !  oh  pity  !   nipt  with  pale  Quadrille 
And  midnight  cares,  the  bloom  of  Albion  dies  ! 

By  toil  fubdued,  the  warrior  and  the  hind 
Sleep  fall  and  deep:  their  active  functions  foon 
With  generous  it  reams  the  fub  tie.  tubes  fupply; 
And  foon  the  tonic  irritable  nerves 
Feel  the  frefh  impulfe,  and  awake  the  foul. 
The  fons  of  Indolence  with  long"  repoie 
Grow  torpid  ;  and,  with  floweif.  Lethe  drunk, 
Feebly  and  lingYingly  return  to  life, 
Blunt  ev'ry  lenfe,  and  powYlef's  ev'ry  limb. 
Ye  prone  to  Deep  (whom  Ueeping  mod  annoys) 
On  the  hard  mattraf3  or  ckltic  couch      [flothj 
Extend  your  limb;,  *ud  wean   your/elf  horn! 


Nor  grudge  the  lean  projector,  of  dry  brain 
And   fpringly  nerves,   the    biandifhments  of 
Nor  envy  while  the  buried  Bacchanal    [down; 
Exhales  his  furfeit  in  prolixer  dreams. 

lie  without  riot,  in  the  balmy  feaft 
Of  life,  the  wants  of  nature  has  fupplied, 
Who  rifes  cool,  fercne,  and  full  of  loul. 
But  pliant  nature  more  or  lefs  demands 
As  cuftora  forms  her;  and  all  fudden  change 
She  hates  of  habit,  cv'n  from  bad  to  good. 
If  faults  in  life,  or  new  emergencies 
From  habits  urge  you  by  long  time  conflrm'd, 
Slow  may  the  change  arrive,  and  llage  by  Ilage ; 
Slow  as  the  fhadow  o'er  the  dial  mcves, 
Slow  as  the  Healing  progrefs  of  the  year. 

Obferve  the  circling  year.   How  unperceiv'd 
Her  feafons  change!  Behold,  by  flow  degrees, 
Stern  Winter  tam'd  into  a  ruder  Spring; 
The  ripen'd  Spring  a  milder  Summer  glows  j 
Departing  Summer  fheds  Pomona's  ltore; 
And  aged  Autumn  brews  the  Winter  itorm. 
Sjow  as  they  come,  thefe  changes  come  not  void 
Of  mortal  fhocks:  the  cold  and  torrid  reigns, 
The  two  great  periods  of  th'  important  year, 
Are  in  their  firft  approaches  feldom  fafe: 
Funereal  Autumn  all  the  fickly  dread, 
And  the  black  fates  deform  the  lovely  Spring. 
He  well  advis'd,  who  taught  our  wifer  fires 
Early  to  borrow  V.uicovy's  warm  fpoils, 
Ere  the  firit  froft  has  touch'd  the  tender  blade; 
And  late  reiign  them,  tho'  the  wanton  Spring 
Should  deck  her  charms  with  all  her  ii iter's  rays. 
For  while  the  effluence  of  the  ikin  maintains 
Its  native  meafure,  the  pleuritic  Spring 
Glides  harmlefsby;  and  Autumn,  lick  to  death 
With  fallow  quartans,  no  contagion  breathes. 

I  in  prophetic  numbers  could  uniold 
The  omens  of  the  year  :  what  fealbns  t^em 
With  what  difeafes;  what  the  humid  South 
Prepares,  and  what  the  Demon  of  the  Eait: 
But  you  perhaps  refute  the  tedious  fong. 
Belides,  whatever  plagues,  in  heat,  or  cold, 
Or  drought,  or  moiilure  dwell,  they  hurt  not 
SkilPd  to  correct  the  vices  of  t.  .  .   /.        [you, 
And  taught  already  how  to  each  extr.-me 
To  bend  your  life."  But  fhould  the  public  bane 
Infect  you;  or  fome  trefpafs  of  your  own, 
Or  flaw  of  nature,  hint  mortality: 
Soon  as  a  net  impleading  horror  glides 
Along  the  fpine.  through  all  your  torpid  limbs  j 
When  tirlt  the  head  throbs,  or  the  llomach  feels 
A  fickly  loud,  a  weary  pain  the  loins, 
Be  Celfus  call'd:  the  fates  come  rufhing  on; 
The  rapid  fates  admit  of  no  delay. 
While  wilful  you,  wd  fatally  fecure, 
.'i'cpect  to-morrow's  more  aufpicious  fin, 
i  he  growing  pert,  whole  infancy  was  weak 
And  eafy  vanquifh'd,  with  triumphant  fway 
O'erpow'rs  your  life.    For  want  of  timely  care, 
Millions  have  died  of  medicable  wounds. 

Ah  !  in  what  perils  is  vain  life  engaged  ! 


What  Oight  neglects,  what  trivial  faults,  detfroy 
rb«  hard  ie  it  frame  !  Of  indolence,  of  toil, 

Tit 


We  die:  of  wuiit,  *f  fu. pert! uit/ : 
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The  all-furrounding  heaven,  the  vital  air,  [<Of  thole  who  liv'cl  tome  felt  a  fecoiul  blow; 

Ts  big  with  death.   And.  tho'  the  putrid  South  And  whom  the  fecond  fpar'd  a  third  deltroy'd* 
Be  ihut ;  tho'  no  convuliive  agony  Frantic  with  fear,  they  fought  by  flight  to  ihun 

Shake,  from  the  deep  foundation  of  the  world,    The  fierce  contagion.    O'er  the  mournful  land 


Tlr  imprifon'd  plagues,  a  fecret  venom  oft 
Corrupts  the  air,  the  water,  and  the  land, 
What  livid  deaths  has  fad  Byzantium  feen  ! 
How  oft  has  Cairo,  with  a  mother's  woe  • 
Wept  o'er  her  ihughter'd  ions  ami  lonely  i-rects! 
Even  Albion,  girt  with  lei's  malignant  ikies, 
Albion  the  poison  of  the  gads  has  drank, 
And  felt  the  .fling  of  moniters  all  her  own. 
Ere  yet  the  fell  Planfagciiets  had  fpent 


Tlr  infected  city  pour'd  her  hurrying  f warms  : 
Rous'd  by  the  flames  that  iir'd  her  feats  around, 
Tlr  infected  country  runVd  into  the  town. 
Some,  fiid  at  home,  and  in  the  defert  tome, 
AbjnrM  the  fat:d  commerce  of  mankind 
In  vain  :   where'er  they  fled  the  fates  purfued. 
Others,  with  hopes  more  fpteiovis,  crofs'd  the 
To  feek  protection  in  far  diltant  Ikies;   [main, 
But  none  they  found.  It  feem'd  the  general  air, 


Their  ancient  rage  at  Bofwortrfs  purple  ik-ld  ;  |  From  pole  to  pole,  from  Atlas  to  the  Eaft, 
While,  for  which  tyrant  England  ihould  receive,  Was  then  at  enmity  with  Engliih  blood. 


Her  legions  in  inceltuous  murders  mix'd, 
And  daily  horrors;  till  the  fates  were  drunk 
With  kindred  blood  by  kindred  hands  profus'd 
Another  plague  of  more  gigantic  arm 
Arofe  ;  a  monfter  never  known  before 
Rear'd  from  Cecytus  its  portentous  head. 
This  rapid  fury  not,  like  other  pells. 
purfued  a  gradual  courfe,  but  in  a  day 
RuuYd  as  a  itorm  o'er  half  the  aftonilVd  ifle, 
And  itrewM  with  fudden  carcaics  the  land. 
Firft  thro'  the  fliouhlers,  or  whatever  part 
Was  feiz'd  the  ftrft,  a  fervid  vapour  fprung. 


For,  but  the  race  of  England,  all  were  iafe 
j  In  foreign  climes-;  nordid  this  fury  taite  [tain'dr 

The  foreign  blood  which  England  then  con- 
tWhsre  mould  they  fly  J   The  circumambient 
heaven 

Involved  them  ftill;  and  ev'ry  breeze  was  banc. 

Where  find  relief?  The  ialutary  art 

Was  mute-,  and,  fcartled  at  the  new  difeafe, 

In  fearful  whiipers  bopelefs  omens  gave. 

To  heaven  with  fuppliant  rites  they  lent  their 
prayrs;  '      [priv'd  j 

Heaven  heard  them  not.     Of  ev'ry  hope  de- 
With   raih   combuftion  thence   the    quiv'ring  Fatigued  with  vain  refources ;  and  fubdued 
Shot  to  the  heart, and  kindled  all  within  :  [ipark  I  With  woes  rciifiiefs  and  enfeebling  fear; 

'  '  y  blow, 
heard, 
of  death. 

The  torrid  heat  within,  nor  aught  relieved  Infectious  horror  ran  from  face  to  face, 

The  ftomaclfs  anguilh.     With  inceifant  toil,     And  pale  dclpair.     TwaaaU  the  bus'nefs  then 
Defperate  of  eafe,  impatient  of  their  pain,  To  tend  the  iick,  and  in  their  turns  to  die. 

They  tofs'd  from  fide  to.iidc.  In  vain  theftream   In  heaps  they  fell  :  and  oft  one  bed,  they  fay, 
Ran  full  and  clear,  they  burnt  and  thi riled  ftill  j  The  iiek'ning,  dying,  and  the  dead  contained  !" 
The  reftlefs  arteries  with  rapi.l  blood  Ye  guardian  gods,  en  whom  the  fates  depend 

Beat  ftrong  and  frequent.  Thick  and  pantingly  Of  tort'ring  Albion  !  ye  eternal  fires     [pow'rs 
The  breath  was  fetch'd,  and  with  huge  lab1  rings  That  lead  thro'  heaven  the  wand'ring  year!  ye 
At  lair  a  heavy  pain  opprefs'd  the  head,  [heav'd:  That  o'er  the  encircling  elements  prefide  ! 
A  wild  delirium  came;  their  weeping  friends    ;  M;iv  nothing  worfe  than  what  this  age  has  fecn 
Were  Grangers  now,  and  this  no  home  of  theirs. :  Arrive  I  Enough  abroad,  enough  at  home, 
Harafs'd  with  toil  on  toil,  the  linking  powYs      Has  Albion  bled.     Here  a  diitemper'd  heaven 
Lay  proltrate  and  o'erthrown  ;  a  pond'rous  ileep  Has  thinn'd  her  cities  ;  from  thole  lofty  cliffs 
Wrapp'd  all  the  fenies  up  :   they  ilept  vtnd  died.  That  awe  proud  Gaul,  to  Thule's  wint'ry  reign  : 

In  tome,  a  gentle  horror  crept  at  firft  (While  in  the  welt,  beyond  th'  Atlantic  foam, 

O'er  all  the  limbs;  the  flu  ices  of  the  lkin  i  Her  braveit  fons,  keen  for  the  fight,  have  died 

Withheld  their  moilhire,  till  by  art  provok'd      The  death  of  cowards  and  of  common  men: 
The  fweats  o'erflow'd,  but  in  a  clammy  tide:      Sunk  void  of  wounds,and  fall  'n  without  renown. 
Now  free  and  copious,  now  reftrain'd  and  flow  jj      B  ut  from  thefe  views  the  weeping  Mules  turn4 
Of  tinctures  various,  as  the  temp'iature  And  other  themes  invite  my  wand'ring  fong. 

Had   mix'd    the  blood,    and   rank   with  fetid 

As  if  the  pent-up  humours  by  delay     [fteams:  E00K  IV-     THE  passions. 

Were  grown  more  fell,  mope  putrid, and  malign. I     The  choice  of  aliment,  the  choke  of  air, 
Here  lay  their  hopes  (tho'  little  hope  remain'd),1  The  ule  of  toil,  and  ail  external  things, 
With  full  eifuiion  of  perpetual  fweats  i  Already  lung;  it  now  remains  to  trace     • 

To  drive  the  venom  out.     And  here  the  fates    What  good,  what  evil,  from  ourfelves  proceeds. 
Were  kind,  that  long  they  linger'd  not  in  pain.' And  how  the  fnbtle  principle  within 
For  who  furviv'd  the  fun's  diurnal  race,  j  Infpires  with  health,  or  mines  with  Itrange  de- 

Role  from  the  dreary  gates  of  hell  redeem'd  :      The  paflive  body.     Ye  poetic  fliades,        .  [cajr 
Some  the  hxthhouropprefs'djandfomethe'third.j  That  know  the  lecrets  of  the  world  unfeen, 

Of  many  'thoulands  few  untainted  fcap'd  ;      j  Affiit  my  fong  !  for,  in  a  doubtful  theme 
Of  tboie  infected  fewer  'fcap'd  alive  ;  |  Engag'd,  I  wander  thro'  myilerious  ways, 
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There  is,  they  fay  (and  I  believe  there  is), 
A  fpark  within  us  of'th'  immortal  lire, 
That  animates  and  moulds  the  g  roller  frame  ; 
And  when  the  body  finks,  efcapes  to  heaven, 
Its  native  feat,  and 'mixes  with  the  Gods. 
Meanwhile  this  heavenly  particle  pervades 
The  mortal  elements;  in  ev'ry  nerve 
It  thrills  with  pleafure,  or  grows  mad  with  pain 
And,  in  its  fecret  conclave,  as  it  feels 
The  body's  woes  and  joys,  this  ruling -powY 
Wields  at  its  will  the  dull  material  world, 
And  is  the  body's  health  or  malady. 

By  its  own  toil  the  grots  corporeal  frame 
Fatigues,  extenuates,  or  deirroys  itfeif. 
JSTor  Jels  the  labours  of"  the  mind  corrode 
The  folid  fabric:  for  by  iuhtle  parts, 
And  viewlefs  atoms,  fecret  Nature  moves 
The  mighty  wheels  of  this  ftnseadoos  world. 
By  fubtle  fluids  pourYl  thro'  iiibtle  tubes, 
The  nat'ral,  vital,  functions  are  performed, 
3y  thefe  the  ftubbom  aliments  are  tara'd; 
The  toiling  heart  distributes  lite  and  ilrength ; 
Thefe  the  itiil-crumblingframe  rebuild,and  thefe 
Are  loft  in  thinking,  and  chhblve  in  air. 


And  wield  the  thunder  of  Demofthenes. 
The  cheft  fo  exercis'd  improves  its  ilrength  ; 
And  quick  vibrations  thro'  the  bowels  drift 
The  reltlels  blood,  which  in  uiiactive  days 
Would  loiter  elfe  thro'  unelailic  tubes. 
Deem  it  net  trifling  while  I  recommend 
What  pofture  (bits  :  to  itand  and  fit  by  turns, 
As  nature  prompts,  is  belt.  But  o'er  your  leave* 
To  lean  for  ever,  cramps  the  vital  parts, 
And  robs  the  fine  machinery  of  its  play. 
•    'Tis  the  great  art  of  life  to  manage  well 
The  reftlefs  mind.     For  ever  on  puriuit 
Of  knowledge  bent,  it  itarves  the  groiier  pow'rs: 
Quite  unemplcy'd,  againft  its  own  repofe 
It  turns  its  fatal  edge,  and  fharper  pangs 
Than  what  the  body  knows  embitter  life. 
Chiefly  where  Solitude,  fad  nurie  of  Care, 
To  fickly  muiing  gives  the  peniive  mind,  _ 
There  Madnefs  enters;  and  the  dim-eyed  Fiend, 
Sour  Melancholy,  night  and  day  provokes 
Her  own  eternal  wound.    The  fun  grows  pale; 
A  mournful  vilionary  light  o'erfpreads 
The  cheerful  face  of  nature;  earth  becomes 
I A  dreary  defert,  and  heaven  frowns  above. 


But  'tis  not  Thought  (for  ftill   the  foul's  Then  various  ihapes  of  curs'd  illuiion  rife 
employ'd),  Whate'er  the  wretched  fears,  creating  Fear 

'Tis  painful  thinking,  that  corrodes  our  clay.     Forms  out  of  nothing;  and  with  monitors  teem 
All  day  the  vacant  eye  without  fatigue  Unknown  in  hell.     The  proftrate  foul  beneath 

Strays  o'erthe  heaven  and  earth  ;  but long intent  A  load  of  huge  imagination  heaves; 
On  microf'copic  arts  its  vigour  fails.       "*  j  And  all  the  horrors  that  the  murd'rer  feels 

Jul*  fo  the  mind,  with  various  thought  arnus'd,  \  With  anxiousfiutt'ringswake  the guiltlefsbreaft. 
Nor  aches  itfeif,  nor  gives  the  body  pain.  Such  phantoms  Pride  in  folitary  l'cenes, 

But  anxious  Study,  Discontent,  and  Care,  Or  Fear,  on  delicate  Self-love  creates.  _ 

Love  without  hope,  and  Hate  without  revenge,  I  From  other  cares  abfolv'd,  the  buly  mind 
Am\  Fear,  and  Jealouiy,  fatigue  the  ibid,  j  Finds  in  your-felf  a  theme  to  pore  upon; 

fmgrofs  the  fubtle  mini  iters  of  life,  It  finds  you  miferable,  or  makes  you  fo. 

And  ipoil  the  labYing  fuis&ions  of  tfceir  (7: are.  -For  while  yourfelf  you  anxiouiiy  explore, 
Hence  the  lean  gloom  that  Melancholy  wears,    Timorous  Self-love,  with  lickYiag  Fancy's  aid, 
The  lover's  palenefs,  and  the  (allow  hue  Prefents  the  danger  that  you  dread  the  raoft, 

Of  Envy.  Jealoufy,  the  meagre  itare  And  ever  galls  you  in  your  tender  part. 

Of  lore  Revenge:  the  canker'd  body  hence         Hence  fomc  for  love,  and  fome  for  jealoufy, 
JSetrajs  each  fretful  motion  of  the  mind,   [day  For  grim  religion  fome,  and  fome  for  pride, 

The  ftrong  built  pedant,  who  both  night  and  Have  loit  their  reafon;  fome  for  fear  of  want, 
Feeds  on  the  coarie'it  fare  the  lchools  beiiow,      Want  all  their  lives ;  and  other's  evYy  day, 
And  crude;y  fafl  -rofs  BurmaiFs  ft  all  ;      I  or  fear  of  dying,  futfer  worle  than  death. 

Overwhelmed   wicii    phlegm    lies   in   a   dropfy  Ah!  from  your  oolbms  banifh,  if  you  can, 
Or  finks  in  lethargy  before  his  time.  [drov.nY.,  Thole  fatal  gueits;  and  firit  the  demon  Fear, 
With  youthful  ftudies  yo%  and  arts  that  pleaie,  That  trembles  at  imnollihle  events, 
Employ  your  mind  ;  amu  e,  but  not  fatigue.       Lett  aged  Atlas  ihould  relign  his  lead, 


Peace  to  each  drowiy  metaphyfc  (age  ! 
And  ever  may  ali  heavy  iyitems  reit ! 
Yet  fome  there  ape,  evYi  or  elaftic  parts, 
Whom  ftrong  and  obftisate  ambition  leads 
1  bro'  all  the  rugged  roads  of  barren  lore, 
And  gives  to  relilh  what  their  gen'rous  tafte 


And  heaven's  eternal  battlements  ruih  down, 
j  Is  there  an  evil  worfe  than  Fear  itftlf  ? 
And  what  avails  it  that  indulgent  Heaven 
;  From  mortal  eyes  has  wrapt  the  woes  to  come, 
;  If  we,  ingenious  to  torment  ourfelves, 
Grow  pale  at  hideous  fictions  of  our  own  ? 
Would  eile  refufe.   But  may  nolr  thiril  of  fame,  Enjoy  the  prefent ;  nor  with  needlefs  cares 
Nor  love  of  knowledge,  urge  you  to  fatigue      j  Of  what  may  fpring  from  blind  Misfortune's 
With  conltant  drudgery  the  l'ib'ral  foul.  womb, 

Toy  with  your  books :  and,  as  the  various  fits!  Appal  the  fureft  hour  that  life  beftows. 
Of  humour  ieize  you,  from  Philofophy  Serene,  and  mailer  of  yourfelf,  prepare 

To  fable  fhift,  from  ferious  Antonine 


To  Rabelais'  ravings,  and  from  profe  to  fong. 
While  reading  pleafes,  but  no  longer,  read; 
Ajid  read  aloud  rclounding  Homer's  itrr.in, 


For  what  may  come,  and  leave  the  reit  to  Heaven. 

Oft  from  the  body,  by  long  ails  miitun'd, 
Thefe  evils  fpring,  the  raoft  important  healths 
That  of  the  mind,  deftroy ;  snd  when  the  mind 
H  h  3  Thej 
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They  firfl  invade,  the  confcious  body  foon 
In  fympathetic  languifliment  declines. 
Thefe  chronic  pafiions,  while  from  real  woes 
They  rife,  and  yet  without  the  body's  fault 
Infeit  the  foul,  admit  one  only  cure} 
Diverfion,  hurry,  and  a  reillefs  life  : 
Vain  are  the  confohtions  of  the  wife  ;      [pain. 
In  vain  your  friends  would  reafon  down  your 
O  ye,  whofe  fouls  relentlefs  love  has  tam'd 
To  fbft  diftrefs,  or  friends  untimely  (lain  ! 
Court  not  the  luxury  of  tender  thought! 
Jsbr  deem  it  impious  to  forget  thole  pains 
That  hurt  the  living,  nought  avail  the  dead. 
Go,  loft  enthufiaft: !   quit  the  cyprefe  groves, 
Nor  to  the  rivulet's  lonely  moanings  tune 
Your  fad  complaint.  Gb,feek.  the  cheerful  haunts 
Of  men,  and  mingle  with  the  buttling  crowd  ; 
Lay  ichrmes  for  wealth,  or  pow'r,  or  fame,  the 

wifh 
Of  noble  minds,  and  pufh  them  night  and  day, 
Or  join  the  caravan  in  queJt  of  fcenes 
New  to  your  eyes,  and  in i fling  ev'ry  hour, 
Beyond  the  Alps,  beyond  the  Apennines, 
Or,  more  advent'rous,  ru(h  into  the  field 
Where  war  grows  hot;  and,  raging  thro"  the  iky, 
The  lofry  trumpet  fwells  the  madd  ning  foul  ; 
And  in  the  hardy  camp  and  toilfome  march 
Forget  all  fofter  and  left  manly  cares. 

But  molt  too  paiTivc,  when  the  blood  runs  low, 
Too  weakly  indolent  to  ftrive  with  pain, 
And  bravely  by  refitting  conquer  Fate, 
Try  Circe's  arts,  and  in  the  tempting  bowl^ 
Of  poifor.'d  nedhir  fweet  oblivion  drink. 
Struck  by  the  powerful  charm,thegloom  diffoives 
In  empty  air;  Elyfium  opens  round. 
A  pleating  phrenfy  buoys,  the  Jightert'd  foul, 
And  (anguine  hopes  difpel  yonr  fleeting  care; 
And  what  was  difficult  and  what  was  dire, 
Yields  to  your  prowefs  and  fuperior  Mars  :     - 
The  happieft  you  of  all  that  e'er  were  mad, 
Or  are,  or  ihajl  be,  could  this  folly  laft. 


You  foul,  to  plunge  you  deeper  in  defpair. 
Perhaps  you  rue  ev'n  that  divineft  gift, 
The  gay,  ferene,  good-naturM  Burgundy, 
Or  the  frefh  fragrant  vintage  of  the  Rhine  ; 
And  wifh  thatHeaven  from  mortals  had  withheld 
The  grape,  and  all  intoxicating  bowls. 

Betides,  it  wounds  you  fore  to  recollecT: 
What  follies  in  your  loofe  unguarded  hour 
Efcap'd.     For  one  irrevocable  word, 
Perhaps  that  meant  no  harm,  you  lofe  a  friend  j 
Or  in  the  rage  of  wine  your  halty  hand 
Performs  a  deed  to  haunt  you  to  your  grave. 
Add,'  that  your  means,  your  health,  your  parts 

decay: 
Your  friends  avoid  you ;  brutirtily  transform'd, 
They  hardly  known  you;  or,  if  one  remains 
To  with  you  well,  he  wiflies  you  in  heaven. 
Defpis'd,  unwept,  you  fall :  who  might  have  left 
A  facrcd,  cheriuVd,  fadly -pleafing  name; 
A  name  itill  to  be  utter'd  with  a  iigh. 
Your  lad  ungraceful  fcene  has  quite  efrae'd 
All  ienfe  and  memVy  of  your  former  worth. 

How  to  live  happieft;  how  avoid  the  pains, 
The  difappointments,  and  difgufts  of  thofe 
Who  would  in  pleafure  all  their  hours  employ  j 
The  precepts  here  of  a  divine  old  man 
I  could  recite.     Tho*  old,  he  {till  retain'd 
His  manly  ienfe  and  energy  of  mind. 
Virtuous  and  wife  he  was,  but  not  fevere  $ 
He  Hill  remember'd  that  he  once  was  young  j 
His  eafy  prefence  checli'd  no  decent  joy. 
Him  ev'n  the  dilfoiute  admir'd:  for  he 
A  graceful  loofenefs,  when  he  pleas'd,  put  on; 
And  laughing- could  inftrutt.  Much  had  he  read, 
Much  more  had  i'een  ;  he  ihidied  from  the  life, 
And  in  th'  original  perus'd  mankind. 
Vers'd  in  the  woes  and  vanities  of  life, 

•  He  pitied  Man  :  and  much  he  pitied  thefe 
Whom  falfely-fmiling  Fate  has  cur? M  with  means 
To  diffipate  their  days  in  queft  of  joy. 

[Our  aim  is  ha'ppinefs :  'tis  yours,  'tis  mine, 


But  loon  your  heaven  is  gone  ;  a  heavier  gloom  j  He  faid  ;  'tis  the  purfuit  of  all  that  live  : 


Shuts  o'er  your  head:  and,  as  the  tlmnd'ring 

ft  ream, 
Swoln  o'er  its  banks  with  fudden  mountain  rain, 
Sinks  from  its  tumult  to  a  iilent  brook; 
So,  when  the  frantic  raptures  in  your  breaft 
Subfide,  you  languish  into  mortal  man: 
You  deep,  and  waking  rind  yonrfelf  undone. 
For,  prodigal  of  life,  in  one  rafli  night 
You  lavifh'd  more  than  might  fupport  three  days. 
A  heavy  morning  comes;  your  cares  return 


May  be  endur'd ;  fo  may  the  throbbing  heart: 
But  fuch  a  dim  delirium,  fuch  a  dream, 
Involves  you  ;  fuch  a  daftardly  defpair 
Unmans  your  foul,  as  madd'ning  Pentheus  felt 
When,  baited  round  Cithaeron\s  cruel  iides, 
He  law  two  funs,  and  double  Thebes,  afcend. 
You  curie  the  ilnggiih  Fort  jyoucurfe  the  wretch, 
The  felon,  with  unnat'ral  mixture  firit 
Who  dar'd  to  violate  the  virgin  wine. 
Or  on  the  fugitive  Champaign  you  pour 
A  thoufand  curies}  tor  to  heaven  it  rapt 


I    Z     ------  /  .       .    r." 

Yet  few  attain  it,  if  t  was  e'er  attain  d. 
But  they  the  wideft  wander  from  the  mark, 
Who  thro1  the  iiow'ry  paths  of  fannt'ring  joy 
Seek  this  cov  goddei's;  that  from  ftage  to  ftage 
Invites  us  Iliil,  but  mifts  as  we  purfue. 
For,  not  to  name  the  pains  that  pleafure  brings 
To  counterpoife  itfeif,  relentlefs  Fate 
Forbids  that  we  thro'  gay  voluptuous  wilds 
Should  ever  roam ;  and  were  the  fates  more  kind, 
Our  narrow  luxuries  would  foon  be  itale. 
Were  thefe  exhaufllefs,  Nature  would  grow  rick  j 
And  cloy'd  with  pleafure,  fqueamiihly  complain 
That  all  was  vanity,  and  life  a  dream. 
Let  nature  reft  :  be  bu(y  for  yourfelf, 
And  for  your  friend ;  be  bufy  ev'n  in  vain, 
Rather  than  teafe  her  fated  appetites. 
Who  never  fafts,  no  banquets  e'er  enjoys  j 
Who  never  toils  or  watches,  never  fleeps. 
Let  nature  reft:  and  when  the  tafte  of  joy 
Grows  keen,  indulge;  but  flmn  fatiety. 

'Tis  not  for  mortals  always  to  be  bleft. 
But  him  the  lead  the  dull  or  painful  hours 
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Of  life  opprefs,  whom  fober  Senfe  conducts, 
And  Virtue,  thro1  this  labyrinth  we  tread. 
Virtue  and  Senfe  I  mean  not  to  disjoin; 
Virtue  and  Senfe  are  one:  and,  truft  me,  flill 
A  faithlefs  heart  betrays  the  head  unfound. 
Virtue  (for  mere  good-nature  is  a  fool) 
Is  Senfe  and  Spirit,  with  Humanity  : 
'Tis  fometimes  angry,  and  its  frown  confounds; 
*Tia  ev'n  vindictive,  but  in  vengeance  jaft, 
Knaves  fain  would  laugh  at  it;  fome  great  ones 
But  at  his  heart  the  molt  undaunted  ion    [dare ; 
Of  fortune  dreads  its  name  and  awful  charms. 
To  nobleit  ufes  this  determines  wealth  ; 
This  is  the  folid  pomp  of  profp'rous  days, 
The  peace  and  fhelter  of  advertity. 
And,  if  you  pant  for  glory,  build  your  fame 
On  this  foundation,  which  the  fecret  fliock 
Defies  of  Envy  and  all-fapping  Time. 
The  gaudy  glofs  of  Fortune  only  llrikes 
The  vulgar  eye ;  the  fufFrage  of  the  wife, 
The  praife  that's  worth  ambition,  is  attainM 
By  fenCe  alone,  and  dignity  of  mind. 

Viitue,  the  ftrength  and  beauty  of  the  foul, 
Is  the  belt  gift  of  Heaven  ;  a  happinefs 
That  ev'n  above  the  fmiles  and  frowns  of  fate 
Exalts  great  Nature's  favourites;  a  wealth 
That  ne'er  encumbers,  nor  to  baler  hands 
Can  be  transferr'd :  it  is  the  only  good 
Man  juftly  boafts  of,  or  can  call  his  own. 
Riches  are  oft  by  guilt  and  bafenefs  earnM ; 
Or  dealt  by  chance,  to  fhield  a  lucky  knave, 
Or  throw  a  cruel  fun-mine  on  a  fool. 
But  for  one  end,  one  much-neglected  ufe, 
Are  riches  worth  your  care,  tor  Nature's  wants 
Are  few,  and  without  opulence  iuppiied)-: 
This  noble  end  is,  to  produce  the  foul ; 
To  (hew  the  virtues  in  the  faireft  light; 
To  make  humanity  the  minilter 
Of  bounteous  Providence :  and  tench  the  breaft: 
That  gen'rous  luxury  the  gods  enjoy 

Thus,  in  his  graver  vein,  the  friendly  fage 
Sometimes  declaini'd.     Of  right  and  wrong  he 

taught 
Truths  as  rerin'd  as  ever  Athens  heard; 
And  (ftrange  to  tell!)    he   pra£tis'd  what  he 

preachVi. 
SkilTd  in  the  paflions,  how  to  check  their  iwiy 
He  knew,  as  far  as  reafon  can  controul 
The  lawlefs  pow'rs.    But  other  cares  are  mine: 
Form'd  in  the  fchool  of  Paean,  I  relate 
What  paflions  hurt  the  body,  what  improve  : 
Avoid  them,  or  invite  them,  as  you  may. 

Know  then,  whatever  cheerful  and  ferene 
Supports  the  mind,  fupports  the  body  too. 
Hence,  the  moft  vital  movement  mortals  feel 
Is  Hope,  the  balm  and  life-blood  of  the  foul  : 
It  pleales,  and  it  lalts.     Indulgent  Heaven 
Sent  down  the  kind  delution,  thro'  the  paths 
Of  rugged  life  to  lead  us  patient  on. 
And  make  our  happieft  ftate  no  tedious  thing. 
Ou^jgreateft  good,  and  what  we  leaf!  can  fpore, 
Is  hope ;  the  hit  of  all  our  evils,  Fear. 

But  there  are  paflions  grateful  to  the  brealt, 
And  yet  no  friends  to  lite:  perhaps  they  pleafe 


Or  to  excefs,  and  difiipate  the  foul ;       [clown, 
Or  while  they  pleafe,  torment.    The  ftubborn 
The  ill  tam'd  ruffian,  and  pale  ufurer, 
(If  love's  omnipotence  fuel)  hearts  can  mouldy 
May  lafely  mellow  into  love;  and  grow 
Refin'd,  humane,  and  gen'rous,  if  they  can. 
Love  in  fuch  bofoms  never  to  a  fault 
Or  pains  or  pleafes.     But,  ye  liner  fouls, 
Form'd  to  foft  luxury,  and  prompt  to  thrill 
With  all  the  tumults,  all  the  joys  and  pains, 
That  beauty  gives  ;  wkh  caution  and  referve 
Indulge  the  fweet  dcltroyer  of  repofe, 
Nor  court  too  much  theQueenofcharming  cares. 
For,  while  the  cheriih'd  poifon  in  your  breaft 
Ferments  and  maddens  ;  lick  with  jealoufy, 
Abfence,  diitrnit,  or  even  with  anxious  joy, 
The  whoiefome  appetites  and  pow'rs  of  life 
DifTolve  in  languor.     The  cey  itomach  loaths 
The  genial  boird;  your  cheerful  days  are  gone; 
The  gen'rous  bloom  that  fluhVd  your  cheeks  is 
To  fighs  devoted,  and  to  tender  pains,      [ncd. 
Penlive  you  fit,  or  foiitary  flray, 
And  waite  your  youth  in  mufmg.    Mufing  firlt 
Toy'd  into  care  yeur  unfufpedfting  heart: 
It  found  a  liking  there,  a  fportful  tire, 
And  that  fomented  into  ferious  love  ; 
Which  mufing  daily  ftrengthens  and  improves 
Thro'  all  the  heights  of  fondnefs  and  romance: 
And  you're  undone,  the  fatal  fhaft  has  fped, 
If  once  you  doubt  whether  you  love  or  no: 
The  body  wailes  away  ;  th'  infecled  mind, 
Diilblv'd  in  female  tendernefs,  forgets 
Each  manly  virtue,  and  grows  dead  to  fame. 
Sweet  Heaven  !   from  fuch  intoxicating  charms 


Defend  all  worthy  breails  !  Not  tnat  I  deem 
Love  always  dangerous,  always  to  be  fhunn'd. 
Love  well  repaid,  and  not  too  weekly  funk 
In  wanton  and  unmanly  tendernefs, 
Adds  bloom  to  health;  o'er  ev'ry  virtue  fjied3 
A  ^ay,  humane,  and  amiable  grace, 
And  brightens  all  the  ornaments  of  man 
But  fruitlefs,  hopelefs,  difappointed,  rack'd 
With  jealony,  fatigued  with  hope  and  fear, 
Too  ferious,  or  too  languifhingiy  ^o-nd. 
Unnerves  the  body,  and  unmans  the  foul, 
And  fome  have  died  for  love,  and  icrme  run  mad; 
And  fome  with  defp'rare  hand  their  Ic'.ves  have 

Some  to  extinguifh,  others  to  prevent,  [(lain, 
A  mad  devotion  to  one  dang'rous  Fair, 
Court  all  they  meet;  in  hopes  to  difiipate 
The  cares  of  love  amongft  an  hundred  bride*. 
Th*  event  is  doubtful-:  for  there  are  who  find 
A  cure  in  this ;  there  are  who  rind  it  not. 
'Tis  no  relief,  alas  !  it  rather  galls 
The  wound,  to  thofe  who  are  iincerely  lick. 
For  while  from  fev^rim  and  tumultuous  joys 
The  nerves  grow  languid,  and  the  foil  fubtides, 
The  tender  fancy  fmarts  with  ev'ry  fling, 
And  what  was  love  before  is  madnefs  now. 
Is  health  your  care,  or  luxury  your  aim  ? 
Be  temperate  Hill:  when  Nature  bids,  obey; 
Her  wiid  impatient  lallies  bear  no  curb: 
Rut  when  the  prurient  habit  of  delight, 
Or  loofe  imagination,  fpurs  you  on 
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To  deeds  above  your  ftrength,  impute  it  not 

To  Nature  ;  Nature  all  compuilion  hates. 

Ah  !  let  not  luxury  nor  vain  renown 

Urge  you  to  feats  you  well  might  ileep  without ; 

To  make  what  Ihould  be  rapture  a  fatigue, 

A  tedious  talk;  nor  in  the  wanton  arms 

Of  twining  Lais  melt  your  manhood  down. 

For  from  the  colliquation  of  foft  joys 

How chang'd  you  ri  fe !  the  ghoft  of  whatyou was  1 

Languid  and  melancholy,  gaunt  and  wan, 

Your  veins  exhaniied,  and  your  nerves  un  lining. 


Or  {hatters  ev'ry  hopeful  fchemc  of  life, 
And  gives  to  horror  all  your  days  to  come. 
Fate,  arnVd  with  thunder,  fire,  and  ev'ry  plague 
That  ruins,  tortures,  or  diftra&s  mankind, 
And  makes  the  happy  wretched,  in  an  hour 
(Verwhelms  you  not  with  woes  (b  horrible 
As  your  own  wrath, nor  gives  more  fudden  blows.. 
While  choler  works,  good  friend,  you  may  be 
wrong  ; 
Diftruft  yourfelf,  and  deep  before  you  fight. 
*Tis  not  too  late  to-morrow  to  be  brave ; 


SgoilM  of  its  balm  and  fprightly  zefl,  the  bloodj  If  honour  bids,  to- -morrow  kill  or  die 


Grows  vapid  phlegm:  along  the  tender  nerves 
(To  each  flight  impulfe  tremblingly  awake) 
A  i'ubtle  fiend  that  mimics  all  the  plagues, 
Rapid  and  reftleis,  fprings  from  part  to  part. 
The  blooming  honours  of  your  youth  are  fallen  ; 
Your  vigour  pines;  your  vital  pow'rs  decay} 
Difeafes  haunt  you;  and  untimely  age 
Creeps  on,  unfocial,  impotent,  and  lewd. 
Infatuate,  impious  epicure!  to  wafte 
The  flores  of  pleafure,  cheerfttlnefs,  and  health: 
Infatuate  ail  who  make  delight  their  trade, 
And  coy  perdition  ev'ry  hour  purfue. 

Who  pines  with  love,  or  in  lafcivious  flames 
Confu.nes,  is  with  his  own  confent  undone: 
He  chocks  to  be  wretched,  to  be  mad, 
And  warn'd  proceeds  and  wilful  to  his  fate. 
But  there*!  a  pa.Tion,  whofe  tempefluous  (way 
Tears  up  each  virtue  planted  in  the  breaft, 
And  {hakes  to  ruin  proud  Fhilofophy. 
For  pale  and  trembling  Anger  rufhes  in, 
With  faltering  fpeech,  and  eyes  that  wildly  flare 
Fierce  as  the  tiger,  madder  than  the  feas, 
Defperate,  and  arm'd  with  more  than  human 

ftrength 
How  foon  the  calm,  humane,  and  polifh'd  man 
Forgets  compunclion,  and  darts  up  a  fiend  ! 
Who  pines  in  love,  or  waftes  with  filent  cares, 
Fmvy,  or  igneminy,  or  tender  grief, 
Slowly  deicends,  and  lingering,  to  the  {hades. 
But  he  whom  anger  flings,  drops,  if  he  dies, 
At  once,  and  rufhes  apoplectic  down  ; 
Or  a  fierce  fever  hurries  him  to  hell. 
For,  as  the  body  thro'  unnumber'd  firings 
Reverberates  each  vibration  of  the  foul; 
As  is  the  paffion,  fuch  is  Hill  the  pain 
The  body  feels ;  or  cronic,  or  acute. 
And  oft  a  fudden  ilorm  at  once  o'erpowYs 
The  life,  or  gives  your  reafon  to  the  winds. 
Such  fates  attend  the  rafh  alarm  of  fear, 
And  fudden  grief,  and  rage,  and  fudden  joy. 

There  are,  meantime, to  whomtheboift'rous  fit 
Is  health,  and  only  fills  the  fails  of  life; 
For  where  the  mind  a  torpid  winter  leads, 
Wrapt  in  a  body  corpulent  and  cold, 
And  each  clogg'd  function  lazily  moves  on, 
A  generous  fally  fpurns  th*  incumbent  load, 
Unlocks  the  breafl,  and  gives  a  cordial  glow. 
But  if  your  wrathful  blood  is  apt  to  boil, 
Or  are  your  nerves  too  irritably  ftrung, 
Wave  all  difpute ;  be  cautious  if  you  joke, 
Keep  Lent  for  ever,  and  forfwear  the  bowl; 
for  one  rafh  moment  fends  you  to  the  fluidcs. 


But  calm  advice  again  ft  a  raging  fit 
Avails  too  little;  and  it  brave;  the  pow'r 
Of  all  that  ever  taught  it}  prpife  or  long, 
To  tame  the  fiend  that  fleeps  a  gentle  iamb, 
And  wakes  a  lion.     Unprovok'd  and  calm, 
You  reafon  wejl,  fee  as  you  ought  to  fee, 
And  wonder  at  the  madnefs  of  mankind ; 
Seiz'd  with  the  common  rage,  you  foon  forget 
The  {peculation  of  your  wifer  hours. 
Befet  with  furies  of  all  deadly  fhapes, 
Fierce  and  infidious,  violent  and  flow, 
With  all  that  urge  or  lure  us  on  to  fate, 
What  refuge  {hall  we  feek,  what  arms  prepare  ? 
Where  reafon  proves  too  weak,  or  void  of  wiles. 
To  cope  with  i'ubtle  or  impetuous  pow'rs, 
I  would  invoke  new  paiuons  to  your  aid; 
With  indignation  would  extinguish  fear, 
With  fear  or  generous  pity  vanquiih  rage, 
And  love  with  pride;  and  force  to  force oppofe. 
There  is  a  charm,  a  pow'r  that  fways  the  breaft  ^ 
Bids  every  paffion  revel  or  be  itill; 
Inipires  with  rage,  or  all  your  cares  diffolved; 
Can  {both  diltraction,  and  almoft  defpair; 
That  pow'r  is  Mufic:  far  beyond  the  llretch 
Of  thofe  unmeaning  warblers  on  our  ilage; 
Thofe  clumly  heroes,  thofe  fat -headed  gods, 
Who  move  no  paflion  juilly  but  contempt ; 
Who,like  our  dancers  (light  indeedand  ftrong!) 
Do  wondYous  feats,  but  never  heard  of  grate. 
The  fault  is  oar's  $  we  bear  thofe  mnnftrous  arts ; 
Good  Heaven!  we  prailethem;  we  with  loudeit 

peals 
Applaud  the  fool  that  highefl  lifts  his  heels, 
And  with  iniipid  {how  of  rapture  die 
Of  idiot  notes  impertinently  long. 
But  he  the  Mule's  laurel  juilly  mares, 
A  poet  he,  and  touch'd  with  Heaven's  own  fire, 
Who  with  bold  rage,  or  folemn  pomp  of  founds. 
Inflames,  exalts,  and  ravifhes  the  foul; 
Now  tender,  plaintive,  fweet  almoft  to  pain, 
In  love  diflblves  you  ;  now  in  fprightly  {trains 
Breathes  a  gay  rapture  thro"  your  thrilling  breafl, 
Or  melts  the  heart  with  airs  divinely  fad, 
Or  wakes  to  horror  the  tremendous  firings. 
Such  was  the  bard  whofe  heavenly  drains  of  old 
AppeasVJ  the  fiend  of  melancholy  Saul. 
Such  was,  if  old  and  heathen  fame  lay  true, 
The  man  who  bade  the  Theban  domes  afcend, 
And  tam'd  the  lavage  nations'  with  Ins  fon'75 
And  fuch  the  Th  rattan,  whofe  harmonious  i^/e, 
Tuif  d  to  foft  woe,  made  all  the  mountains  weep  j 
Sooth'd  evYi  th1  inexorable  pow'rs  of  Hell, 

*  And 
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And  half  redeem'd  his  loft  Eurydice. 
Mufk  exalts  each  joy,  allays  each  grief, 
Expels  difeafes,  foftens  ev'ry  pain, 
Subdues  the  rage  of  poifon,  and  the  plague; 
And  hence  the  wile  of  ancient  days  ador'd 
One  pow'r  of  phytic,  melody  and  long. 


§73.     Ode  on  the  Spring.     Gray. 

T  o  !  where  the  rofy-hofom'd  Hours, 
*-u  Fair  Venus'  train,  appear; 
Difclo'e  the  long-expected  flow'rs, 
And  wake  the  purple  year! 
The  Attic  warbler  poors  her  throat, 
Kefponlive  to  the  cuckoo's  note, 
The  untaught  harmony  of  fpring; 
While,  whifpVing  pleafure  as  they  fly, 
Cool  Zephyrs  thro'  the  clear  blue  iky 
Their  gather'd  fragrance  riing. 

Where'er  the  oak's  thick  branches  ftretch 
A  broader,  browner  (hade; 
Where'er  the  rude  and  mofs^grown  beech 
O'ercanopies  the  glade;  ^ 

Beikle  fome  water's  rufliy  brink 
With  me  the  Mufe  fhali  fit,  and  think 
(At  cafe  reclin'd  in  ruftic  ftate) 
How  vain  the  ardour  of  the  crowd. 
How  low,  how  little  are  the  proud, 
How  indigent  the  great ! 

Still  is  the  toiling  hand  of  Care; 

The  panting  herds  repofe  : 

Yet,  hark,  how  thro'  the  peopled  air 

The  bufy  murmur  glows  ! 

The  infect  youth  are  on  the  wing, 

Eager  to  talte  the  honey 'd  fpring, 

And  float  amid  the  liquid  noon : 

Some  lightly  o'er  the  current  Ikim, 

Some  fnew  their  gaily-gilded  trim 

Quick-glancing  to  the  fun. 

To  Contemplation's  iober  eye 

Such  is  the  race  of  man  j 

And  they  that  creep,  and  they  that  fly, 

Shall  end  where  they  began. 

Alike  the  bufy  and  the  gay 

But  flutter  thro'  life's  little  day, 

In  fortune's  varying  colours  drest : 

BruuVd  by  the  hand  of  rough  mifchance, 

Or  chill'd  by  age,  their  airy  dance 

They  leave,  in  duft  to  reft. 

Methinks  I  hear,  in  accents  low, 

The  fportive  kind  reply  : 

Poor  moralist !  and  what  art  thou  ? 

A  folitary  fly  ! 

Thy  joys  no  glitt'ring  female  meets, 

No  hive  haft  thou  of  hoarded  fweets, 

No  painted  plumage  to  diiplay ; 

On  haity  wings  thy  youth  is  flown; 

Thy  fun  is  fet,  thy  fpring  is  gone-— 

We  frolic  while  'tis  May, 


§  74.     Ode  on  the  Death  of  a  Favourite  Cat% 
drowned  in  a  Tub  of  Gold  Fijhes.     Gray. 

'TPwas  on  a  lofty  vale's  fide, 
■*-  Where  China's  gayeft  art  had  dyed 
The  azure  iiovv'rs  that  blow; 
Eferaureft  of  the  tabby  kind, 
The  penlive  Selima,  reclin'd, 
Gaz'd  on  the  lake  below. 

Her  confeious  tail  her  joy  "declar'd; 
The  fair  round  face,  the  fnowy  beard, 

The  velvet  of  her  paws ! 
Her  coat  that  with  the  tortoife  vies, 
Her  ears  of  jet,  and  em'rald  eyes, 

She  faw,  and  purr'd  applaufe. 

Still  had  flie  gaz'd;  but  'midft  the  tide 
Two  angel  forms  were  feen  to  glide, 

The  Genii  of  the  ftream  : 
Their  fcaly  armour's  Tyrian  hue, 
Thro'  richeifc  purple,  to  the  view 

Betray'd  a  golden  gleam. 

The  haplels  nymph  with  wonder  faw: 
A  whilker  firft,  and  then  a  claw, 

With  man j  an  ardent  with, 
She  ftretch'd  in  vain  to  reach  the  prize  t 
What  female  heart  can  gold  defpile  r 

Wliat  cat's  averfe  to  rifh  ? 

Prefumptuous  maid  !  with  looks  intent 
Again  the  ftretch'd,  again  fhe  bent, 

Nor  knew  the  gulph  between : 
(Malignant  Fate  fat  by  and  fmii'd); 
The  llipp'ry  verge  her  feet  beguil'd, 

She  tumbled  headlong  in. 

Eight  times  emerging  from  the  flood, 
She  mew'd  to  eviy  wat'ry  god, 

Some  fpeedy  aid  to  fend. 
No  Dolphin  came,  no  Nereid  ftirr'd; 
Nor  cruel  Tom  nor  Sufan  heard :— 

A  fav'rite  has  no  friend ! 

From  hence,  ye  beauties,  undeceiv'd, 
Know,  one  faife  ftep  is  ne'er  retriev'd, 

And  be  with  caution  bold. 
Not  all  that  tempts  your  wand'ring  eyes, 
Ami  heedlefs  hearts,  is  lawful  prize  5 

Nor  ail  that  glitters,  gold. 


§  75.     Ode  on  a  a 'if  'ant  Profpeft  of  Eton  College. 

Gray, 

"VT'e  diftant  fpires,  ye  antique  tow'rs, 
■*•   That  crown  the  wat'ry  glade, 
Where  grateful  Science  ftill  adores 
Her  Henry's  holy  fhade ; 
And  ye,  that  from  the  ftately  brow 
Of  Windfor's  heights  th'  expanfe  below 
Of  grove,  of  lawn,  of  mead  furvey, 
Whofe  turf,  whole  fhade,  whofe  flow'rs  among 
Wanders  the  hoary  Thames  along 
His  lllver-winding  way ! 

Ah 
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Ah  happy  hills  !  ah  pleafing  made  ! 

Ah  fields  belov'd  in  vain  ! 

Where  once  my  carelefs  childhood  ftray'd, 

A  itranger  yet  to  pain  ! 

I  feel  the  gales  that  from  you  blow 

A  momentary  blils  beltow; 

As,  waving  frefh  their  gladfome  wing, 

My  weary  foul  they  feem  to  footh, 

And,  redolent  of  joy  and  youth, 

To  breathe  a  fecond  fpring. 

Say,  father  Thames,  for  thou  haft  Ceen. 

Full  many  a  fp rightly  race, 

Difporting  en  thy  margent  green, 

The  paths  of  pleafure  trace; 

Who  foremoft  now  delight  to  cleave, 

With  pliant  arms,  thy  gTaffy  wave  ? 

The  captive  linnet  which  enthrall  ? 

What  idle  progeny  fucceed 

To  chafe  the  rolling  circle's  fpeed, 

Or  urge  the  flying  ball  ? 

While  fome  on  earned  bufmefs  bent 

Their  murmuring  labours  ply 

'Gainft  graver  hours  that  bring  conftraint 

To  fweeten  liberty  : 

Some  bold  adventurers  difdain 

The  limits  of  their  little  reign, 

And  unknown  regions  dare  defcry : 

Still  as  they  run  they  look  behind. 

They  hear  a  voice  in  ev'ry  wind. 

And  fnatch  a  fearful  joy. 

Gay  hope  is  theirs,  by  fancy  fed, 
Lef's  pleating  when  ported  j 
The  tear  forgot  as  ibon  as  (lied, 
The  funfhine  of  the  bread : 
Theirs  buxom  health  of  rofy  hue, 
Wild  wit,  invention  ever  new, 
And  lively  cheer,  of  vigour  born  ; 
The  thoughtlefs  day,  the  eafy  night, 
The  fpirits  pure,  the  (lumbers  light, 
That  fly  th"  approach  of  morn. 

Alas  !  regardlefs  of  their  doom, 

The  little  victims  play ! 

No  fenfe  have  they  of  ills  to  come, 

Nor  care  beyond  to  day : 

Yet  fee,  how  all  around  'em  wait 

The  minifters  of  human  fate, 

And  black  Misfortune's  baleful  train  ! 

Ah,  fhew  them  where  in  auibuth  ftand, 

To  feize  their  prey,  the  murd'rous  band! 

All,  tell  them  they  are  men  ! 

Thefe  mail  the  fury  paffions  tear, 
The  vultures  of  the  mind, 
Difdainful  anger,  pallid  fe.ir, 
And  fliame  that  fkulks  behind  ; 
Or  pining  love  (hall  walle  their  youth, 
Or  jealou fy  with  rankling  tooth, 
That  inly  gnaws  rlic  fecret  heart  j 
And  envy  wan,  and  faded  care, 
Grim-vifig'd  crmfortlefs  defpair, 
And  furrow's  piercing  dart. 


Ambition  this  mail  tempt  to  rife  5 
Then  whirl  the  wretch  from  high, 
To  bitter  fcorn  a  facrifke, 
And  grinning  infamy. 
The  flings  of  falfehood  thofe  fhall  try, 
And  hard  unkindnefs' alter'd  eye, 
That  mocks  the  tear  it  forc'd  to  flow ; 
And  keen  remorfe  with  blood  defiPd, 
And  moody  madnefs  laughing  wild 
Amid  fevered:  woe. 

Lo !  in  the  vale  of  years,  beneath, 

A  grifly  troop  are  leen, 

The  painful  family  of  Death, 

More  hideous  than  their  queen  : 

This  racks  the  joints,  this  fires  the  veins, 

That  ev'ry  labouring  Anew  drains, 

Thofe  in  the  deeper  vitals  rage  : 

Lo  !  poverty,  to  fill  the  band, 

That  'numbs  the  foul  with  icy  hand: 

And  flow  confuming  age.  ' 

To  each  his  fuff'rings :  all  are  men, 

Condemn'd  alike  to  groan  j 

The  tender  for  another's  pain, 

Th'  unfeeling  for  his  own. 

Yet,  ah  !  why  fliould  they  know  their  fate  ? 

Since  forrow  never  comes  too  late, 

And  happinefs  too  fwiftly  flies. 

Thought  would  dedroy  their  paradife. 

No  more — where  ignorance  is  blils, 

'Tis  folly  to  be  wife. 


D 


§  76.     Ode  to  Ad'verfity.     Gpn.ey. 

aughter  of  Jove,  relentlefs  pow'r, 
Thou  tamer  of  the  human  bread, 
Whofe  iron  fcourge  and  tort'ring  hour 
The  bad  affright,  afflift  the  bed ! 
Bound  in  thy  adamantine  chain, 
The  proud  are  taught  to  tade  of  pain  j 
And  purple  tyrants  vainly  groan 
With  pangs  unfelt  before,  unpitied  and  alone. 

When  fird  thy  Sire  to  Jen.l  on  earth 
Virtue,  his  darling  child,  defign'd, 
To  thee  die  gave  the  heavenly  birth, 
And  bade  to  form  her  infant  mind. 
Stern  rugged  nurfe!   thy  rigid  lore 
With  patience  many  a  year  flie  bore  j 
What  forrow  was,  thou  bad'd  her  know, 
And  from  herown  (lie  learnt  to  melt  at  otherswoe. 

Scar'd  at  thy  frown  terrific,  fly 
Self  pleafing  Folly's  idle  brood, 
Wild  laughter,  noife,  and  thoughtlefs  joy, 
And  leave  us  leifure  to  be  good. 
Light  they  difperfej  and  with  them  go 
The  fummer- friend,  the  flatt'ring  foe; 
By  vain  profperity  receiv'd,  [liev*d. 

To  her  they  vow  their  truth,  and  are  again  be- 

Wifdom  in  fable  garb  array'd, 
Immers'd  in  rapt'rous  thought  profound, 
And  Melancholy,  filent  maid, 
With  leaden  eye  that  loves  the  ground, 

Still 
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Still  on  thy  folemn  fteps  attend  , 
Warm  Charity,  the  general  friend, 
With  Juftice,  to  herlelf  fevere, 
And  Pity,  dropping  foft  the  fadly-pleafmgtear. 

Oh,  gently  on  thy  fuppliant's  head, 
Dread  Goddefs,  lay  thy  chaining  hand  1 
Not  in  thy  Gorgon  terrors  clad, 
Nor  circled  with  the  vengeful  hand 
(As  by  the  impious  thou  art  feen) 
With  thund'ring  voice,  and  threat'ning  mien, 
With  lcreaming  Horror's  fun'ral  cry, 
Defpair,  and  fell  Difeafe,  and  ghaftly  Poverty. 

Thy  form  benign,  O  Goddefs,  wear, 
Thy  milder  influence  impart  j 
Thy  philofophic  train  be  there 
To  ibften,  not  to  wound,  my  heart. 
The  gen'rous  fpark  extinft  revive j 
Teach  me  to  love,  and  to  forgive  j 
Exacl  my  own  defecls  to  fcan  ; 
What  others  are,to  feel ;  and  known  my  felfa  man. 


§77.     The  Progrefs  of  Poefy.     A  Pindaric  Ode. 

Gray. 
I.     I. 
A  wake,  iEolian  lyre,  awake, 
**■  And  give  to  rapture  all  thy  trembling  firings. 
From  Helicon's  harmonious  fprings 
A  thou  land  rills  their  mazy  progrefs  take  : 
The  laughing  flow'rs  that  round  them  blow, 
Drink  life  and  fragrance  as  they  flow. 
Now  the  rich  flream  of  mufic  winds  along, 
Deep,  majeltic,  fmooth,  and  ftrong, 
Thro'  verdant  vales,  and  Ceres'  golden  reign  : 
Now  rolling  down  the  fteep  amain, 
Headlong,  impetuous,  fee  it  pour;  [roar. 

The  rocks  and  nodding  groves  re-bellow  to  the 

I.     2. 

O  fovereign  of  the  willing  foul, 
Parent  of  fweet  and  folemn-breathing  airs, 
Enchanting  fhell !  the  fullen  cares 
And  frantic  paflions  hear  thy  foft  controul. 
On  Thracia's  hills  the  Lord  of  War 
Has  curb'd  the  fury  of  his  car, 
And  dropp'd  his  thirity  lance  at  thy  command. 
Perching  on  the  fceptred  hand 
Of  Jove,  thy  magic  lulls  the  feather'd  king 
With  ruffled  plumes,  and  flagging  wing  : 
Quench' d  in  dark  clouds  of  (lumber  lie 
The  terror  of  his  beak,  and  lightning  of  his  eye. 

I.     3. 

Thee  the  voice,  the  dance  obey, 
Temper'd  to  thy  warbled  lay. 
O'er  Idalia's  velvet  green 
The  rofy -crowned  loves  are  feen 
On  Cytherea's  day, 

With  antic  fports,  and  blue-eyed  pleafures, 
Frifking  light  in  frolic  meafures  ; 
Now  purfuing,  now  retreating, 
Now  in  circling  troops  they  meet ; 
To  briik  notes  in  cadence  beating, 
Glance  their  many-twinkling  feet. 
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Slow  melting  (trains  their  Qtieerf's  approach  de- 
clare : 
Where'er  (lie  turns,  the  Graces  homage  pay, 
With  arms  fublime,  that  float  upon  the  air, 
In  gliding  ftate  ihe  wins  her  eaiy  way: 
O'er  her  warm  cheek,  and  rifing  bofom,  move 
The  bloom  of  young  delire,  and  purple  light  of 
love. 

II.     1. 

Man's  feeble  race  what  ills  await! 
Labour,  and  penury,  the  racks  of  pain, 
Difeafe,  and  forrow's  weeping  train  ; 
And  death,  fad  refuge  from  the  (forms  of  fate! 
The  fond  complaint,  my  fong,  difprove, 
And  juftify  the  laws  of  Jove. 
Say,  has  he  given  in  vain  the  heavenly  Mufe  ? 
Night  and  all  her  fickly  dews, 
Her  fpecfres  wan,  and  birds  of  boding  cry, 
He  gives  to  range  the  dreary  (ky: 
Till  down  the  eaflern  cliffs  afar 
Hyperion's  march  they  fpy,  and  glitt'ring  fliaftt 
of  war. 

II.  2. 

In  climes  beyond  the  fohr  road,  [roam. 

Where  ihaegy  forms  o'er  ice-built  mountains 
The  Mufe  has  broke  the  twilight  gloom, 
To  cheer  the  ihiv'ring  native's  dull  abode. 
And  oft,  beneath  the  od'rous  fhade 
Of  Chili's  boundlefs  foreits  laid, 
She  deigns  to  hear  the  favage  youth  repeat, 
In  loofe  numbers,  wildly  fweet, 
Their  feather-cinctur'd  chiefs,  and  dufky  loves. 
Her  track,  where'er  the  goddefs  roves, 
Glory  purfues,  and  gen'rous  fhame,         [flame. 
Th'  unconquerable  mind,  and  freedom's  hoijr 

ir.   3. 

Woods,  that  wave  o'er  Delphi's  fteep ; 
Ifles,  that  crown  th'  Egean  deep  3 
Fields,  that  cool  Iliflus  laves, 
Or  where  Maeander's  amber  waves 
In  lingering  Iab'rinths  creep, 
How  do  your  tuneful  echoes  languifti ! 
Mute  but  to  the  voice  of  anguifh  ! 
Where  each  old  poetic  mountain 
Infpiration  breath'd  around; 
Ev'rv  made  and  hallow 'd  fountain 
Murmur'd  deep  a  folemn  found : 
Till  the  lad  Nine,  in  Greece's  evil  hour, 
Left  their  Parnalfus  for  the  Latian  plains; 
Alike  they  fcorn  the  pomp  of  tyrant  pow'r, 
And  coward  vice,  that  revels  in  her  chains. 
When  Latium  had  her  lofty  fpirit  loft,     [coaft. 
They  fought,  O  Albion !  next  thy  fea-encircled 

III.  I. 

Far  from  the  fun  and  fummer  gale, 
In  thy  green  lap  was  Nature's  darling  laid, 
What  time,  where  lucid  Avon  ftray'd. 
To  him  the  mighty  mother  did  unveil 
Her  awful  face:  the  dauntlefs  child 
Stretch'd  forth  his  little  arms  and  fmw'd. 
This  pencil  take,  ((he  laid),  whole  colours  clear 
Richly  paint  the  vernal  year; 

-       Thhife 
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Thine  too  thefe  golden  key?,  immortal  boy ! 

This  can  unlock  the  gates  of  joy} 

Of  horror,  that,  and  thrilling-  fears, 

Or  ope  the  facred  fource  of  iympathetic  tears. 

III.     z. 

Nor  fecond  he,  that  rode  fublime 
Upon  the  fcraph  wings  of  edhfy, 
The  fecrets  or  th1  abyfs  to  j'py. 
Hepafs'd  the  flaming  bounds  of  place  and  time, 
The  living  throne,  the  lapphife  blaze, 
Where  angels  tremble  while  they  gaze, 
He  law  :  but,  blafted  witli  excels  of  light, 
Clos'd  his  eyes  in  endlefs  night. 
Behold,  where  Dryden's  iefs  prefumptuouscar 
Wide  o'er  the  fields  of  glory  bear 
Two  couriers  of  ethereal  race,   [founding  pace. 
With  necks  in  thunder  clotn'd,  and  long  re- 

III.     3. 

Hark,  his  hands  the  lyre  explore! 
Bright-eyed  fancy,  ho v' ring  o'er, 
Scatters  from  her  pictur'd  urn 
Thoughts  that  breathe,  and  words  that  burp. 
13  ut,  ah  !  tis  heard  no  more — 
O  lyre  divine  1  what  daring  ipirit 
Wakes  thee  now  ?  Tho'  he  inherit 
Nor  the  pride  nor  ample  pinion, 
That  the  Theban  eagle  bear, 
Sailing  with  fupreme  dominion 
Thro'  the  azure  dttp  of  air: 
Yet  oft  before  his  infant  eyes  would  run 
Such  forms  as  glitter  in  the  Mule's  fay, 
With  orient  hues,  imborrow'd  of  the  fun, 
Vet  (hail  he  mount,  and  keep  liis  diltant  way 
Beyond  the  limits  of  a  vulgar  fate,        [Great  ! 
Beneath  the  Good  how  far — but  far  above  the 


§  78.  the  Bard. 


A  Pindaric  Ode.     Gray. 

I.     I. 

*  T>  uin  feize  thee,  ruthlefs  king! 

'  ■*•*-  Confufion  on  thy  banners  wait ! 

*  Tho'  f.inn'd  by  concpieft's  crimfon  wing, 
'  They  mock  the  air  with  idle  Hate ! 

*  Helm,  nor  hauberk's  twirled  mail, 

'  Nor  even  thy  virtues,  Tyrant,  (hall  avail 

*  To  fave  thy  fecret  foul  from  nightly  tear*, 

*  From  Cambria's  curfe,  from  Cambria's  tears!' 
Such  were  the  founds  that  o'er  the  crefted  pride 
Of  the  firlt  Edward  fcatter'd  wild  diiimy, 

As  down  the  fteep  of  Snowdon's  ihaggy  fide 
He  wound  with  toilfome  march  his  long  array. 
Stout  Gio'fter  ftood  aghaft  in  fpetchiefs  trance : 
To  arms !  cried  Mortimer,  and  couch'd  his  qui- 
vering lance. 

I.     2. 

On  a  rock  whofe  haughty  brow 
Frowns  o'er  old  Conway's  foaming  flood, 
Rob'd  in  the  fable  garb  of  woe, 
With  haggard  eyes  the  poet  ftood 
(Loofe  his  beard,  and  hoary  hair 
Stream'd,  like  a  meteor,  to  the  troubled  air)-, 
2 


And  with  a  mailer's  hand,  and  prophet's  fire, 

ick  the  deep  forrows  of  his  lyre. 
:  Hark,  how  each  giant-oak  and  defeat  cave 
'  Sighs  to  the  torrent's  awful  voice  beneath  ! 
'  O'er  thee.   O  king!  their  hundred  arms  they 
*  wave, 

*  Revenge  on  thee  in  hoarfer  murmurs  breathe \ 

*  Vocal  tio  more,  fince  Cambria's  fetal  day, 

'  To  high-born  Koel's  harp,  or  left  Llewellyn's 

i.  3.  fay. 

'  Cold  is  Cadwallo's  tongue, 

'♦That  hulh'd  the  ftoimy  main: 

'  Brave  Urien  ileeps  upon  his  craggy  bed: 

'  Mountains,  yc  mourn  in  vain 

*  Modred,  whole  magic  long 

'  Made  huge  Piinlimmon  bow  his  cloud-topp'd 
'  On  dreary  Arvon's  fhorc  they  lie,  [head. 

'  Smear'd  with  gore,  and  ghallJy  pale; 

*  Far,  far  aloof  lh'  affrighted  ravens  fail: 

*  The  famifh'd  eagle  fcreams,  and  paflTes  by. 
'Dear  loft  companions  of  my  tuneful  art, 

1  Dear,  as  the  light  that  vilits  thefe  fad  eyes, 
'  Dear,  as  the  ruddy  drops  that  warm  my  heart, 
'  Ye  died  amidft  your  dying  country's  cries-*-* 
''  No  more  I  weep.     They  do  not  lleep, 
'  On  yonder  clifts,  a  griliy  band, 
'  I  fee  them  fit:  they  linger  yet, 
(  Avengers  of  their  native  land  : 
'  With  me  in  dreadful  harmony  they  join, 
I '  And  weave  with  bloody  hands  the  tiilueof  thy 

II.     1.  [lin£< 

**  Weave  the  warp,  and  weave  the  woof, 
j':  The  w inkling- Jheet  of  Edward's  race: 
j"  Give  ample  room,  and  vsrge  enough 
"  The  characters  of  hell  to  trace. 
"  Mark  the  year,  and  mark  the  night, 
"  When  Severn  ihall  re-echo  with  affright 
u  The  fhrieks  of  death,  thro'  Berkley's  roofs  that 
"  Shrieks  of  an  agonizing  king  !  [''ing  : 

"  She-wolf  of  France,  with  unrelenting  fangs, 
"  That  tear'ft  the  bowers  of  thy  mangled  mate, 
"  From  thee  be  born,  who  o'er  thy  country  hangs 
'•'  The  fcourge  of  heaven.     What  terrors  round 

"  him  wait ! 
u  Amazement  in  his  van  with  flight  combin'd, 
u  And  forrow's  faded  form,  and  Solitude  behind, 

II.     2. 
"  Mighty  Victor,  mighty  Lord, 
•*  Low  on  his  fun'ral  couch  he  lies ! 
"  No  pitying  heart,  no  eye,  afford 
"  A  tear  to  grace  his  oblequies. 
"  Is  the  fable  warrior  fled  ? 
"  Thy  ion  is  gone.     Ho  refts  among  the  dead, 
"  The  fwnrm  that  in  thy  noon -tide  beam  were 
ts  Gone  to  falute  the  riling  morn.  [born  ? 

"  Fairiaughs  the  morn,andfoft  the  zephyr  blows, 
"  While  proudly  riding  o'er  the  azure  realm 
"  In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  velTel  goes  ; 
'«  Youth  on  the  prow,  and  pleafure  at  the  helm; 
"  Regardlcls  of  the  fweeping  whirlwind's  fway, 
M  That,  hulh'd  in  grim  repoie,  expects  his  even- 
«{  ing  prey. 
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II.    3. 

"  Fill  high  the  fparkling  bowl, 
rt  The  rich  repaft  prepare, 

*  Reft  of  a  crown,  he  yet  may  (hare  the  feaft 

*'  Clofe  by  the  regal  chair 

u  Fell  thiilt  and  famine  fcowl 

M  A  baleful  fmile  upon  their  baffled  gueft. 

"  Heard  ye  the  din  of  battle  bray, 

**  Lance  to  lance,  and  boric  to  horfe  ? 

u 

<> 


With  Hovror,  tyrant  of  the  throbbing  breafc 
A  voice,  as  Of  the  cherub-choir, 
Gales  from  blooming  Eden  bear; 
And  dittaut  warblings  left  en  on  my  ear, 
That  loll:  in  long  futurity  expire.         [cloud, 
Fond  impious  man  Ithink'iz  thou  yon  fengfiine 
Rais'd  by  thy  breath,  has  quench'd  the  orb  of 
To- morrow  he  repairs  the  golden  Hood,  [day  ? 
And  warms  the  nations  with  redoubled  ray. 


Lono-  years  of  havoc  urge  their  deftin'd  courfe.j '  Enough  for  me  :  with  joy  I  fee 
And  thro'  the  kindred  iquadrons  mow  their) '  The  different  doom  our  fates  affign. 

Be  thine  Defpair,  and  fceptred  Care; 


-  way. 
u  Ye  tow'rs  of  Julius,  London's  1  ailing  (baffle, 

u  With  many  a  foul  and  midnight  murder  i'ed, 
"  Revere  his  conforms  faith,  his  father":;  fame. 
"  And 'f  pa  re  the  meek  ufurper's  holy  head. 
«'  Above,  below,  the  rofe  of  fnow, 
"  Twin'd  with  her  bluihing  foe  we  fpread; 
m  The  bridled  boar  in  infant  gore 
"  Willows  beneath  the  thorny  ihadc. 
M  NW,brothers,bendingo'erth\accurfedh>om 
u  Stamp  we  our  vengeance  deep,  and  ratify  his 
'*  doom. 

III.     I. 
u  Edward,  lo  !  to  fudden  fate 


*  To  triumph,  and  to  die,  are  mine,      [height, 
He  (poke;  and,  headlong  from  the  mountain's 
Deep  in  the  roaring  tide  he  plung'd  to  endlefs 
nisrht. 


§79.     2 "he  Fatal  Sifters.     An  Ode.     Gray. 

TSjow  *ne  ^orm  begins  to  low'r 

^  (I Lute,  the  loom  of  hell  prepare)  ; 


Iron  fleet  of  arrowy  ihow'r 
Hurtles  in  the  darkened  air. 
Glit'ring  lances  are  the  loom 
Where  the  duiky  warp  we  ftrain, 


,.1  —~A  :.  r^,,,  \  ^  Caving  many  a  fokhcr  s  doom, 
"  ( Weave  we  the  woof,    Tne  thread  is  lpunj  ~  .    r  ?         J      ,  „      ,      ,       ' 

r  Orknev  s  woe,  and  Randver  s  bane. 


See  the  grifly  texture  grow  ! 
(*Tis  of  human  entrails  made) 


Half  of  thy  heart  we  cenfecrate. 
(**  The  web  is  wove.     The  work  is  done.)" 

*  Stav,  oh  ftay!   nor  thus  forlorn, 
'  Leave  me  unblefl,  unpithd.  here  to  mourn :      And  the  weights  that  play  oelow, 

*  In  yon  bright  track,  that  fires  the  weftern  ikies,.'  Each  a  gafpmg  warrior's  head. 

1  They  melt,  they  vanilh  from  my  eyes.  [Shafts  for  fhuttles,  dipt  in  gore, 

*  But  oh  !  what  folemn  fcenes  on  Snowdoft's !  Shoot  the  trembling  cords  along  : 

t  heisht  Sword,  that  once  a  monarch  bore, 

*  Defcending  How  their  glitt'ringfkirts  unroll  ?  Keep  the  tjlfuc  clofe  and  ftrctag. 


Villous  of  glory,  fpare  my  aching  tight! 
Ye  unborn  ages,  crowd  not  on  my  ioul'. 
No  more  our  long-loft  Arthur  we  bew 
All-hail,  ve  genuine  kings,  Britannia's  iiTue, 
<  had ! 

III.      2. 

1  Girt  with  many  a  baron  bold 
Sublime  their  ftarry  fronts  they  rear; 
And  gorgeous  dames,  and  ftatefmen  old 
In  bearded  rrojeifcy,  appear. 
In  the  midic  a  form  divine  ! 
Her  eye  proclaims  her  of  the  Briton-line; 
Her  lion-port,  her  awe-commanding  face, 
Attemper'd  fweet  to  virgin  grace. 
What  lfiings  fymphonious  tremble  in  the  air! 
What  {trains  of  vocal  tranJ  port  round  her  play ! 
Hear  from  the  grave,  great  Talieiiin,  hear; 
They  breathe  a  foul  to  animate  thy  clay. 
Bright  Rapture  calls,  and,  foaring  as  fhe  fmgs, 
Waves  in  the  eye  of  Heaven  her  many-colour'd 
*  wings. 

III.     3. 
•  The  verfe  adorn  again 
Fierce  War,  and  faithful  Love, 
And  Truth  fevere,  by  fairy  Fiction  dreiVd. 
In  bufkin'd  meafures  move 
Pale  Grief,  and  pleating  Pain. 


Mifta,  black  terrific  maid, 
Sangrida,  and  Hilda,  fee  ! 
Join  the  wayward  work  to  aid: 
'Tis  the  woof  of  vi&ory. 
Ere  the  ruddy  fun  be  let, 
Pikes  muff,  fhiver,  jav'lings  fing, 
Blade  with  clattering  buckler  meet, 
Hauberk  craih,  and  helmet  rfng. 
(Weave  the  crimfon  web  of  war.) 
Let  OS  go,  and  let  us  fly, 
Where  our  friends  the  confli£f.  (hare, 
j  Where  they  triumph,  where  they  die. 
As  the  paths  of  fate  we  tread, 
Wading  thro'  th'  enfanguin'd  field", 
Gondula,  and  Geira,  fpread 
O'er  the  youthful  king  your  fhield. 
We  the  reins  to  (laughter  give, 
Ours  to  kill,  and  ours  to  (pare: 
Spite  of  danger  he  lhall  live. 
(Weave  the  crimfon  web  of  war.) 

They,  whom  once  the  defert  beach 
Pent  within  its  bleak  domain, 
Soon  their  ample  fway  (hall  ftretch) 
O'er  the  plenty  of  the  plain. 

Low  the  dauntlefs  earl  is  laid, 
GorM  with  many  a  gaping  wound  : 


Faa 
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Fate  demands  a  nobler  head  ; 
Soon  a  king  {hall  bite  the  ground. 

Long  his  lofs  mail  Eirin  weep, 
Ne'er  again  his  likenefs  fee ; 
Long  her  (trains  in  forrow  fteep, 
Strains  of  immortality ! 

Horror  covers  all  the  heath, 
Clouds  of  carnage  blot  the  fun. 
Sifters,  weave  the  web  of  death. 
Sifters,  ceafe  !  the  work  is  done. 

Hail  the  tafk,  and  hail  the  hands ! 
Songs  of  joy  and  triumph  fing: 
Joy  to  the  victorious  bands  ; 
Triumph  to  the  younger  king. 

Mortal,  thou  that  hear'ft  the  tale, 
Learn  the  tenour  of  our  fong. 
Scotland,  through  each  winding  vale, 
Tar  and  wide  the  notes  prolong. 
Sifters,  hence  with  fpurs  of  fpeed  ! 
Each  her  thund'ring  faulchion  wield  5 
Each  beftride  her  fable  fteed. 
Hurry,  hurry,  to  the  field ! 


IP 


§80.     Tbe  Defcentoj  Odin.     An  Ode.     Gray, 
prose  the  king  of  men  with  fpeed, 
And  faddled  ftraight  his  coal-black  fteed  : 
Down  the  yawning  lteep  he  rode, 
That  leads  to  Heia's  drear  abode. 
Him  the  dog  of  darknefs  fpied : 
His  fhaggy  throat  he  open'd  wide ; 
While  from  his  jaws,  with  carnage  fill'd, 
Foam  and  human  gore  diftill'd. 
Hoarfe  he  bays  with  hideous  din, 
Eyes  that  glow,  and  fangs  that  grin ; 
And  long  purfues,  with  fruitlefs  yell, 
The  father  of  the  powerful  fpell. 
Onward  ft  ill  his  way  he  takes 
(The  groaning  earth  beneath  him  fhakes), 
Till  full  before  his  fearlefs  eyes 
The  portals  nine  of  hell  arife. 

Right  againft  the  eaftern  gate, 
By  the  mofs-grown  pile  he  fat, 
Where  long  of  yore  to  lleep  was  laid 
The  dull:  of  the  prophetic  Maid. 
Facing  to  the  northern  clime, 
Thrice  he  trac'd  the  Runic  rhyme; 
Thrice  pronounc'd,  in  accents  dread; 
The  thrilling  verfe  that  wakes  the  dead; 
Till  from  out  the  hollow  ground 
Slowly  breath'd  a  fullen  found. 

PROPHETESS. 

What  call  unknown,  what  charms,  prefume 
To  break  the  quiet  of  the  tomb  ? 
Who  thus  afflicts  my  troubled  fprite, 
And  drags  me  from  the  realms  of  night? 
Long  on  thefe  mould'ring  bones  have  beat 
The  winter's  fnow,  the  fummer's  heat, 
The  drenching  dews,  and  driving  rain! 
Let  me,  let  me  lleep  again. 
Who  is  he,  with  voice  unbleft, 
That  calls  me  from  the  bed  of  reft? 


ODIN. 

A  traveller  to  thee  unknown 
Is  he  that  calls,  a  warrior's  fon. 
Thou  the  deeds  of  light  fhalt  know; 
Tell  me  what  is  done  below, 
For  whom  yon  glitt'ring  board  is  fpread, 
Dreft  for  whom  yon  golden  bed  ? 

PROPHETESS. 

Mantling  in  the  goblet  fee 
The  pure  bev'rage  of  the  bee ; 
O'er  it  han^s  the  ihield  of  gold: 
'Tis  the  drink  of  Balder  bold. 
BaldCr's  head  to  death  is  given. 
Pain  can  reach  the  Sons  of  Heaven  ! 
Unwilling  I  my  lips  unclofe  : 
Leave  me,  leave  me  to  repofe. 

ODIN. 

Once  again  my  call  obey; 
Prophetefs,  arife,  and  fay 
What  dangers  Odin's  child  await, 
Who  the  author  of  his  fate  ? 

PROPHETESS. 

In  Hoder's  hand  the  hero's  doom; 
His  brother  fends  him  to  the  tomb. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  clofe: 
Leave  me,  leave  me  to  repofe. 

ODIN. 

Prophetefs,  my  fpell  obey ; 
Once  again  arife,  and  fay 
Who  th'  avenger  of  his  guilt, 
By  whom  fhall  Hoder's  blood  be  fpilt  ? 

PROPHETESS. 

In  the  caverns  of  the  Weft, 
By  Odin's  fierce  embrace  compreft, 
A  wondrous  boy  fhall  Rinda  bear, 
Who  ne'er  fhall  comb  his  raven  hair, 
Nor  wafh  his  vifage  in  the  ftream, 
Nor  fee  the  fun's  departing  beam, 
Till  he  on  Hoder's  corfe  fhall  fmile, 
Flaming  on  the  funeral  pile. 
Now  my  weary  lips  1  clofe : 
Leave  me,  leave  me  to  repofe. 

ODIN. 

Yet  awhile  my  call  obey ; 
Prophetefs,  awake,  and  lay 
What  virgins  thefe,  in  fpeechlefs  woe, 
That  bend  to  earth  their  folemn  brow, 
That  their  flaxen  trefles  tear. 
And  fnowy  veils,  that  float  in  air. 
Tell  me  whence  their  forrows  rofej- 
Fhen  I  leave  thee  to  repofe. 

PROPHETESS. 

Ha  !  no  traveller  art  thou, 
King  of  Men,  I  know  thee  now! 
Mightieft  of  a  mighty  line — — 

ODIN. 

No  boding  maid  of  lkili  divine 
Art  thou,  nor  prophetefs  of  good, 
But  mother  of  the  giant-brood  ! 

PROPHETESS. 

Hie  thee  hence,  and  boait  at  home 
That  never  fhall  enquirer  come 


To 
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To  break  rny  iron  flecp  again, 

Till  Lok  has  buril  his  tenfold  chain: 

Never,  till  fubltantial  Night 

Has  re-aHum'd  her  ancient  right ; 

Till  wrapt  in  flames,  in  ruin  huri'd, 

Sinks  the  fabric  of  the  world. 


O 


§  Si.     The  Triumphs  of  Owen.    A  fragment. 

Gray 

wen's  pfaife  demands  my  fong, 
Owen  fwift,  and  Owen  ilrong  ; 
Fairefl  flow'r  of  Roderic's  Item 
Gwyneth's  Ihield,  and  Britain's  gem. 
He  nor  heaps  his  brooded  ftores, 
Nor  on  all  profufely  pours ; 
Lord  of  ev'ry  regal  art, 
Liberal  hand,  and  open  heart. 

Big  with  hofts  of  mighty  name, 
Squadrons  three  againlt  him  came  j 
This  the  force  of  Eirin  hiding  \ 
Side  by  fide  as  proudly  riding, 
On  her  fliadow  long  and  gay 
Locklin  ploughs  the  wat  Yy  way  ; 
There  the  Norman  fails  afar 
Catch  the  winds,  and  join  the  war: 
Black  and  huge  along  they  fweep, 
Burthens  of  the  angry  deep. 

Dauntlefs  on  his  native  lands 
The  dragon-fon  of  Mona  itands; 
In  glitt'ring  arms  and  glory  dreft, 
High  he  rears  his  ruby  creil. 
There  the  thund'ring  ftrokes  begin> 
There  the  prefs,  and  there  the  din  ; 
Talymalfra's  rocky  fhore 
Echoing  to  the  battle's  roar. 
Where  his  glowing  eye-balls  turn, 
Thoufand  banners  round  him  burn  j 
Where  he  points  his  purple  fpear, 
Hilly,  halty  Rout  is  there; 
Marking  with  indignant  eye 
Fear  to  flop,  and  lhame  to  fly: 
There  Confulioa,  Terror's  child; 
Conflict  fierce,  and  ruin  wild; 
Agony,  that  pants  for  breath ; 
Defpair,  and  honourable  Death. 


$  82.      Ode  on  the  Infallation  of  tee    Duke  of 
Grafton.     Irregular.     Gray. 

"  ILTence,  avaunt  ('tis  holy  ground)  ! 

<*  *  ■*■  Comus,  and  his  midnight  crew, 

"  And  Ignorance  with  looks  profound, 

"  And  dreaming  Sloth  of  palid  hue, 

"  Mad  Sedition's  cry  profane* 

"  Servitude  that  hugs  her  chain ; 

'*  Nor  in  thefe  confecrated  bovv'rs 

u  Let  painted  Fkitt'ry  hide  her  ferpent-traminj 

"  flow'rs. 
**  Nor  Envy  bafe,  nor  creeping  Gain, 
*'  Dare  the  Mule's  walk  to  itain, 
"  While  bright-eyed  Science  watches  roujid: 
11  iUnce  away,  'tis  holy  ground  !,v 


From  yonder  realms  of  empyrean  day 
Burlts  on  my  ear  th'  indignant  lay : 
There  fit  the  fainted  Sage,  the  Bard  divine, 
The  few  whom  Genius  gave  to  fhine 
Thro'  cv'ry  unborn  age,  and  undilcoverM clime, 
Rapt  in  celeltial  tranfport  they  ; 
Yet  hither  oft  a  glance  from  high 
They  fend  of  tender  fympathy, 
To  blefs  the  place  where  on  their  op'ning  foul 
Firil  the  genuine  ardour  ftole. 
'Twas  Milton  Itruck  the  deep-ton'd  ftiell; 
And,  as  the  choral  warblings  round  him  fwell. 
Meek  Newton's  lelf  bends  from  his  Hate  fublime, 
And  nods  his  hoary  head,  and  liltens  to  the 
rhyme. 

u  Ve  brown  o'er-arching  groves, 
11  That  contemplation  loves, 
"  Where  willowy  Camus  lingers  with  delight? 
"  Oft  at  the  blulh  of  dawn 
"  I  trod  your  level  lawn, 

"  Oft  woo'd  the  gleam  of  Cynthia  filver-bright 
"  In  cloifters  dim,  far  from  the  haunts  of  Folly, 
"  With  Freedom   by  my  lide,  and    foft-eyed 
Melancholy." 

But,  hark  !  the  portals  found,  and  pacing  forth, 

With  folemn  Iteps  and  flow, 

High  Potentates,  and  Dames  of  royal  birth, 

And  mitred  Fathers,  in  long  order  go: 

Great  Edward,  with  the  lilies  on  his  brow 

From  haughty  Gallia  torn; 

And  lad  Chatillon,  on  her  bridal  morn 

That  wept  her  bleed  ing  love;  and  princely  Clare  t 

And  Anjou's  heroine ;  and  the  paler  Role, 

The  rival  of  her  crown  and  of  her  woes; 

And  either  Henry  there, 

The  murder'd  Saint,  and  the  majeftic  Lord 

Thar  broke  the  bonds  of  Rome 

(Their  tears,  their  little  triumphs  o'er, 

Their  human  pafiions  now  no  more, 

Save  Charity,  that  glows  beyond  the  tomb}. 

All  that  on  Granta's  fruitful  plain 

Rich  Itreams  of  regal  bounty  pour'd, 

And  bade  thefe  awful  fanes  and  turrets  rife. 

To  hail  tlteir  Fitzroy's  fellal  morning  come;. 

And  thus  they  fpeak  in  foft  accord 

The  liquid  language  of  the  Ikies: 

"  What  is  grandeur  ?  what  is  pow'r  ? 

"  Heavier  toil,  fuperior  pain. 

"  What  the  bright  reward  we  gain  ? 

"  The  grateful  memory  of  the  Good. 

"  Sweet  is  the  breath  of  vernal  Ihow'r, 

"  The  bee's  collected  treafures  fweet, 

"  Sweet  muf.c's  melting  fall,  but  fweeter  yet 

««  The  Hill  linall  voice  of  Gratitude.'* 

Forenioft,  and  leaning  from  her  gold'n  cloud,. 

The  venerable  Margaret  fee ! 

"  Welcome  ray  noble  fon  (me  cries,  aloud), 

"  To  this  tir   kindred  train,  and  me: 

"  Pleas'd  in  thy  lineaments  we  trace 

"  A  Tudor's.  fire,  a  Beaufort's  grace. 

"  Thy  lib'ral  heart,  thy  judging  eje, 

"  The  fic.v'r  unheeded  fhali  defcry. 

u   5  r  * 
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*  And  bid  it  round  heaven's  altars  (lied 
u  The  fragrance  of  its  bluihing  head: 

"  Shall  raife  from  earth  the  latent  gem 
ci  To  glitter  on  the  diadem. 

"  Lo,  Granta  waits  to  lead  her  blooming  band: 
"  Not  obvious,  not  obtrufive,  me 
"  No  vulgar  praife,  no  venal  incenfe  flings  ; 
**  Nor  dares  with  courtly  tongue  refin'd 

*  Profane  thy  inborn  royalty  of  mind  : 

tc  She  reveres  herfelf  and  thee.  [brow 

"  With   mod  eft  pride  to   grace  thy   youthful 
**  The  laureate  wreath,  that  Cecil  wore,  fhe 
"  And  to  thy  juit,  thy  gentle  hand         brings, 
"  Submits  the  fafces  of  her  fway, 
u  While  fpirits  blefl  above,  and  men  below, 
M  Join  with  glad  voice  the  loud  fymphoniouslay. 
"  Thro*  the  wild  waves,  as  they  roar, 
"  With  watchful  eye  and  dauntlefs  mien 
"  Thy  fteady  courfe  of  honour  keep, 
"  Nor  fear  the  rocks,  nor  feck  the  more: 
<{  The  ftar  of  Brunfwick  fmiles  f'erene, 
u  And  gilds  the  horrors  of  the  deep.'1 

§  83.  A  Prayer  for  bidijfirence.     Greville. 

/~\ft  I've  implorVl  the  gods  in  vain, 
?**  And  pray'd  till  I've  been  weary; 
For  once  I'll  try  my  wife  to  gain 
Of  Oberon  the  Fairy. 

Sweet  airy  being,  wanton  fprite. 

That  lurk'il  in  woods  imf'ecn, 
And  oft  by  Cynthia's  iilver  light 

Tripp'st  gaily  o'er  the  green ; 

If  e'er  thy  pitying  heart  was  mov'd, 

As  ancient  itories  tell, 
And  for  th'  Athenian  maid  who  lov'd 

Thou  fought'st  a  wondrous  /'pell  ; 

Oh  deign  once  more  t'  exert  thy  pow'r! 

Haply  fome  herb  or  tree, 
Sov'reign  as  juice  of  weftern  flovv'r, 

Conceals  a  balm  for  me. 

I  aflc  no  kind  return  of  love, 

No  tempting  charm  to  pleafe ; 
Far  from  the  heart  thofe  gifts  remove 

That  fighs  for  peace  and  eafe : 

Nor  peace  nor  eafe  the  heart  can  know, 

Which,  like  the  needle  true, 
Turns  at  the  touch  of  joy  or  woe, 

But,  turning,  trembles  too. 

Far  as  diftrefs  the  foul  can  wound, 

'Tis  pain  in  each  degree: 
'Tis  blifs  but  to  a  certain  bound; 

Beyond,  is  agony. 

Take  then  this  treacherous  fenfe  of  mine, 

Which  dooms  me  ftill  to  fmart; 
Which  pleafure  can  to  pain  refine, 

To  pains  new  pangs  impart. 

Oh  hafte  to  fhed  the  facred  balm  ! 

My  fhatter'd  nerves  new  firing ; 
And  for  my  gueft,  ferenely  calm, 

Tie  nymph  Indifference  bring. 


At  her  approach,  fee  Hope,  fee  Fear, 

See  Expectation  fly; 
And  Di (appointment  in  the  rear, 

That  blaits  the  promis'd  joy. 

The  tear  which  pity  taught  to  flow 

The  eye  (hail  then  difown  ; 
The  heart  that  melts  for  others'  woe 

Shall  then  fcarce  feel  its  own. 

The  wounds  which  now  each  moment  bleed, 

Each  moment  then  mail  clofe  ; 
And  tranquil  days  lhall  dill  fuceeed 

-To  nights  of  calm  repofe. 
O  fairy  elf!  but  grant  me  this, 

This  one  kind  comfort  fend; 
And  fo  may  never-fading  blifs 

Thy  flow'ry  paths  attend  ! 

So  may  the  glow-worm's  glimmVing  light 

Thy  tiny  footfteps  lead 
To  fome  new  region  of  delight, 

Unknown  to  mortal  tread: 

And  be  thy  acorn  goblet  fill'd 

With  heaven's  nmbrcfinl  dew ; 
From  fweeteft,  fre/heft,  flow'rs  diftill'd, 

That  fhed  frefh  fvveets  for  you  ! 

And  what  of  life  remains  for  me 

I'll  pafs  in  fober  eafe; 
Half-'pleas'd,  contented  will  1  be, 

Content  but  halt"  to  pleafe. 


W 


§  84-.     The  t'ah-fs  Anfvjcr  to  Mr*.  QrevHWt 
Vraycr  for  In  differ  en  ce. 

By  the  Cow:tefs  of  C . 

it  hou t  preamble,  to  my  friend 
Thefe  hafty  lines  I'm  bid  to  i'end,     ' 
Or  give,  if  I  am  able: 
I  dare  not  hefitate  to  fay, 
Tho'  I  have  trembled  all  the  day — 
It  looks  i'o  like  a  fable. 

Laft  night's  adventure  is  my  theme; 
And  mould  it  (hike  you  as  a  dream, 

Yet  foon  its  high  import 
Mull  make  you  own  the  matter  fuch, 
So  delicate,  it  were  too  much 

To  be  compos'd  in  fport. 

The  moon  did  mine  ferenely  bright. 
And  ev'ry  liar  did  deck  the  night, 

While  Zephyr  fann'd  the- trees; 
No  more  aflail'd  my  mind's  repofe, 
Save  that  yon  ftream,  which  murmuring  flows,- 

Did  echo  to  the  breeze. 

Enrapt  in  folemn  thoughts  I  fate, 
Revolving  o'er  the  turns  of  fate, 

Yet  void  of  hope  or  fear ; 
When,  lo!  behold  an  airy  throng, 
With  lighten:  fteps,  and  jocund  long, 

Surpris'd  my  eye  and  ear. 
A  form  fuperior  to  the  reft 
His  little  voice  to  me  addrefs'd, 

And  gently  thus  began ; 

"  I've 
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u  I've  heard  ftrange  things  from  one  of  you, 
"  Pray  tell  me  if  you  think,  'tis  true; 
"  Explain  it  if  you  can. 

"  Such  incenfe  has  perfum'd  my  throne! 
"  Such  eloquence  my  heart  has  won! 

"  I  think  I  guefs  the  hand: 
•  I  know  her  wit  and  beauty  too, 
"  But  why  (lie  lends  a  pray'r  fo  new 

'*  I  cannot  underltand. 

"  To  light  fome  flames,  and  fome  revive, 
"  To  keep  fome  others  jult  alive, 

"  Full  oft  I  am  implor'd ; 
"  But,  with  peculiar  pow'r  to  pleafe, 
•"  To  fupplicate  for  nought  but  eafe  ! 

"  'Tis  odd,  upon  my  word  ! 

u  Tell  her,  with  fruitlefs  care  I've  fought; 

"  And  though  my  realms,  with  wonders  fraught, 

"  In  remedies  abound, 
"  No  grain  of  cold  indifference 
"  Was  ever  yet  allied  to  fenle 

"  In  all  my  fairy  round. 

"  The  regions  of  the  Iky  I'd  trace, 
"  I'd  ran  lack  every  earthly  place, 

"  Each  leaf,  each  herb,  each  rlow'r, 
M  To  mitiga.t  the  pangs  of  fear, 
"  Difpell  the  clouds  of  black  despair, 

"  Or  lull  the  restlefs  hour. 

w  I  would  be  generous  as  I'm  juftj 
"  But  I  obey,  as  others  must, 

"  Thofe  laws  which  fate  has  made. 
"  My  tiny  kingdom  how  defend, 
tl  And  what  might  be  the  horrid  end, 

"  Should  man  my  date  invade? 

w  'Twould  put  your  mind  into  a  rage, 
"  Andfuch  unequal  war  to  wage 

"  Suits  not  my  regal  duty  ! 
**  I  dare  not  change  a  first  decree: 
'•  She's  doom'd  to  pleafe,  nor  can  be  free : 

"  Such  is  the  lot  of  Beauty  !" 

This  faid,  he  darted  o'er  the  plain, 
And  after  follow'd  all  his  train: 

No  glimpfe  of  him  I  find  : 
But  fure  I  am,  the  little  fprite 
Thefe  words,  before  he  took  his  flight, 

Imprinted  on  my  mind. 


Hard  is  the  fate  of  the  infirm  and  poor! 
Here  as  I  crav'd  a  morfel  of  their  bread, 
A  pamper'd  menial  drove  me  from  the  door 
To  feek  a  Ihelter  in  an  humbler  ihed. 

Oh  take  me  to  your  hofpitablc  dome! 
Keen  blows  the  wind, and  i   arcing  is  the  cold! 
Short  is  my  palTage  to  the  friendly  tomb, 
For  I  am  poor,  and  niiferably  old. 

Should  I  reveal  the  four  .:,y  grief, 

If  foft  humanity  e'er  touch'd  your  breaft, 
Your  hands  would  not  withhold  the  kind  relief, 
And  tears  of  pity  would  not  be  reprefs'd, 

Heaven  lends  misfortunes;    why  mould  we  re- 
pi  ne? 
'Tis  Heaven  has  brought  me  to  the  flate  you  fee; 
And  your  condition  r^Ay  be  foon  like  mine, 
The  Child  of  Sorrow  in  J  of  Mifery. 

A  little  farm  was  my  paternal  lot ; 
Then  like  the  lark  I  fprightly  hail'd  the  morn: 
But,  ah!  oppreiiion  forc'd  me  from  my  cot; 
My  cattle  died,  and  blighted  was  my  corn. 

My  daughter,  once  the  comfort  of  my  age, 
Lur'd  by  a  villain  from  her  native  home, 
Is  call  abandon'd  on  the  world's  wide  ltage, 
And  doom'd  in  fcanty  poverty  to  roam. 

My  tender  wife,  fweet  foother  of  my  care! 
Struck  with  fad  anguilh  at  the  Hern  decree, 
Fell,  ling'ring  fell,  a  victim  to  defpuir! 
And  leit  the  world  to  wretcbednels  and  me. 

Pity  the  forrows  of  a  poor  old  man,  [door, 
Whole  trembling  limbs  have  borne  him  to  your 
Whole  days  are  dwindled  to  the  lhortest  ipanj 
Oh  give  relief  and  Heaven  will  blefs  your  (lore! 


§  86.     Pcllio.     An 
HrOGd  near  R 


Elegiac  04e\  written  in  the 
-  Cajile,  1762.     Mickle. 


Hrrc  Joveni  sentire,  deosqae  cunctos, 
Spurn  bonam  ccnamque  dor.)um  repurto. 


$  85.     The  Beggar's  Petition.     A  N  O  N . 

T)ity  the  forrows  cf  a  poor  old  man, 

-*■    Whofe  trembling  limbs  have  born  him  to ; 


T 


HE 


peaceful    evening  breathes   her  balmy 
ltore, 
The  play  ful  ichool-boyswanton  o'er  thegreen, 
Where ipreading  poplars  ihade  thee  ttage-door, 
The  villagers  in  ruilic  joy  convene. 

Amid  the  fecret  windings  cf  the  wood, 
With  lblemn  Meditation  let  meftray; 

This  is  the  .hour  when  to  the  wise  and  good 
The  heavenly  maid  repays  the  toils  of  day, 

The  river  murmurs,  and  the  breathing  gale 
**n    r      y°ur(l00i'!  Whifpers  the  gently- waving  boughs  among : 

Whofe  days  are  dwindled  to  the  (hortest  fpan ; ;  The  fJof  evening  glimmers  o'er  the  dale, 
Oh  give  relief,  and  Heaven  will  blefs  your  ftore  !       AnJ  Ieads  the  fifcJt  hoit  of  heaven  along> 
Thefe  tatter'd  clothes  my  poverty  befpeak,        ! 
Thefehoarylocksproclaimmylen^thcn'dyears;:How    bright,  emerging  o'( 


Aud  many  a  furrow  in  my  grief-worn  cheek 
Has  been  the  channel  to  a  flood  of  tears. 

Yon  houfe  erecled  on  the  riling  ground, 
With  tempting  afpect  drew  me  from  my  road: 
For  Plenty  there  a  relidence  has  found, 
And  Grandeur  a  magnificent  abode. 


yon 
height, 

The  filver  emprefs  of  the  night  appears  ! 
Yon  limpid  pool  reflects  a  If  ream  of  light, 
And  faintly  in  its  breali  the  woodland  benrs. 

The  waters  tumbling  o'er  their  rockv  bed. 
Solemn  and  conliant,  from  yon  deil  reibund; 
I  i  Tire 


482 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS, 


Be  OK    II. 


The  lonely  hearths  blaze  o'er  the  diflant  glade; 

The   bat,   low-wheeling,   ikiras    the    dufky 
ground, 
Auguft  and  hoary,  o'er  the  floping  dale, 

TheGothic  abbey  rears  its  fculptur'd  tow'rs; 
Pall  thro'  the  roofs  refounds  the  whiffling  gale, 

Dark  folitude  among  the  pillars  low'rs. 

Where  yon  old  trees  bend  o'er  a  place  of  graves, 
And  folemn  fhade  a  chapel's  fad  remains, 

Where   yon  fcath'd  poplar  through  the  win- 
dows waves, 
And,  twining  round,  the  hoary  arch  fuftains. 

There  oft,  at  dawn,  as  one  forgot  behind, 
Who  longs  to  follow,  yet  unknowing  where, 

Some  hoary  ihepherd,  o'er  his  ftaffreclin'd, 
Pores  on  the  graves,  and  fighs  a  broken  pray'r, 

High  o'er  thepines,r!iatwiththeirdark'ningfTiade 
Surround  yon  craggy  bank,  the  caftie  rears 

Its  crumbling  turrets;  (till  its  tow'ry  head 
A  warlike  mien,  a  fallen  grandeur  wears. 

So,  'midft  the  fnow  of  age,  a  boaltful  air 

Still  on]  the  war-worn  veteran's  brow  attends ; 

Still  his  big  bones  his  youthful  prime  declare, 
Tho'tremblingo'er  the  feeble  crutch  he  bends. 

Wildroundthegatesthe  dufky  wall-flow'rs  creep, 
Where  oft  the  knights  the  beauteous  dames 
have  led, 

Gone  is  the  bow'r,  the  grot  a  ruin'd  heap, 
Where  bays  and  ivy  o'er  the  fragments  fpread. 

*Twas  here  our  fires,  exulting  from  the  fight, 
Great  in  their  bloody  arms,march'd  o'erthe'ea, 

Eyeing  their  refcued  fields  with  proud  delight! 
Now  loft  to  them !    and,  ah !   how  changsd 
to  me! 

This  bank,  the  river,  and  the  fanning  breeze, 
The  dear  idea  of  my  Pollio  bring ; 

So  fhone  the  moon  thro'  these  loft-nodding  trees, 
When  here  we  wander'd  in  the  eves  of  fpring. 

When  April's  fmiles  the  flow'ry  lawn  adorn, 
And  modefl  cowflips  deck  the ftreamlet's  fide  5 

When  fragrant  orchards  to  the  rofeat  morn 
Unfold  their  bloom,  in  heaven's  own  colours 
dyed: 

So  fair  a  bloflbm  gentle  Pollio  wore, 

Thefe  were  the  emblems  of  his  healthful  mind; 

To  him  the  letter'd  page  difplay'd  its  lore, 
To  him  bright  Fancy  all  her  wealth  refign'd ; 

Him  with  her  pureft  flames  theMufeendow'd, 
Flames  never  to  th'  illiberal  thought  allied: 

The  facred  filters  led  where  Virtue  glow'd 
In  all  her  charms;  he  law,  he  felt,  and  died. 

O  partner  of  my  infant  griefs  and  joys ! 

Bigwiththefcenesnowpaft,my  heart  o'erflows; 
Bids  each  endearment,  fair  as  once,  to  rife, 

And  dwells  luxurious  on  her  melting  woes. 

Oft  with  the  rifing  fun,  when  life  was  new, 
Along  the  woodland  have  I  roam'd  with  thee; 

Oft  by  the  moon  have  brufh'd  the  evening  dew, 
When  all  was  fearless  innocence  and  glee. 


The  fainted  well,  where  yon  bleak  hill  declines, 
Has  oft  been  confeiousof  thole  happy  hours; 

But  now  the  hill,  the  river  crown'd.  with  pines, 
And  fainted  well  have  loll  their  cheating 
pow'rs; 

For  thou  art  gone.  My  guide,  my  friend!  oh 
where, 

Where  hail  hou  fled,  and  left  me  here  behind  ? 
My  tend'rest  wish,  my  heart  to  thee  was  bare; 

Oh  now  cut  oifeach  pafiage  to  my  mind! 

How  dreary  is  thegulph!  how  dark,  how  void, 
The  trackieis  lhores  that  never  were  repals'd! 

Dread  reparation  !  on  the  depth  untried, 
Hope  falters,  and  the  ibul  recoils  agnail! 

Wide  round  the  ipacious  heavens  I  calt  my  eyes : 
And  ihali  rheie  liars  glow  with  immortal  nre  ? 

Still  fhine  the  litelefs  glories  01  the  ikies? 
And  could  thy  bright,  thy  living  foul  expire  ? 

Far  be  the  thought!  Tfiepleafuresmcfr  fublime, 
The  glow  of  friendlhip,and  the  virtuous  tear, 

The  tow'ring  wish  that   icorns  the  bounds  of 
time, 
Chill'd  in  this  vale  of  death, but  languifh  here. 

So  plant  the  vine  on  Norway's  wmt'ry  land, 
The  languid  {banger  feebly  biu.s,  and  dies: 

Yet  there  's  a  clime  where  Virtue  fhab  exoand 
With   godlike  itrength  beneath  her   native 
fkies! 

The  lonely  fhepherd  on  the  mountain's  fide 
With  patience  waits  the  rofy-opening  day ;  , 

The  mariner  at  midnight's  darkfome  tide 
With  cheerful  hope  expedts  the  morning  ray: 

Thus  I,  on  life's  ftorm-beaten  ocean  tofs'd, 
In  mental  vilion  view  the  happy  fhore, 

Where  Pollio  beckons  to  the  peaceful  coaft, 
Where  fate  and  death  divide  the  friends  no 
more ! 

Oh  that  fome  kind,  fome  pitying  kindred  fhade, 
Who  now  perhaps  frequents  tins  iolemngrove, 

Would  tell  the  awful  fee  ret «  of  the  dead, 
And  from  my  eyes  the  mortal  film  remove ! 

Vain  is  the  wifh — yet  furely  not  in  vain 
Man's  boiom  glows  with  that  celeftial  fire 

Which  icorns  earth's  luxuries,  which  fmiles- at 
pain, 
And  wings  his  fpirit  with  fublime  defire! 

To  fan  this  fpnrk  of  heaven,  this  ray  divine, 
Still,  O  my  foul!  fttll  be  thy  dear  employ; 

Still  thus  to  wander  thro'  the  fhade s  be  thine, 
And  fwell  thy  brealt  with  viiionary  joy ! 

So  to  the  dark-brow'd  wood,  or  facred  mount, 
In  ancient  days,  the  holy  leers  retir'd ; 

And,  led  in  vifion,  drank  at  Siloe's  fount, 
While  riling  ecftaiies  their  boibms  fir'd. 

Reftor'd  creation  bright  before  them  rofe, 
The  burning  deferts  fmil'd  as  Eden's  plains: 

One  friendly  fhade  the  wolf  and  lambkin  chole; 
The  flow'ry  mountain  fung,  'Mefliah  reign  sV 
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Tbo'  fainter  raptures  my  cold  bread  infpire, 

Yet  let  me  oft  frequent  thus  folemn  fcene; 
Oft  to  the  abbey's  (hatter'd  walls  retire,  [tween. 

What  time  the  moonfhine  dimly  gicams  be- 
There,  where  thecrofs  in  hoary  ruin  nods, 

Andweepingyewso'erfhadetheleiter'ditoncs, 
While  mid  night  fdence  wraps  thefe  drear  abodes, 

And  footbs  me  wandering  o'er  my  kindred 
bones. 
Let  kindled  Fancy  view  the  glorious  morn, 

When  from  the  buriHng  graves  the  juft  mall 
All  Nature  liuiling;  and,  by  angels  borne,  [rife, 

Melliah's  crofs  tar  blazing  o'er  the  ikies! 


§87.     The  Tears  of  Scotland.      S  M  o  l  l  e  t  . 

TV/Tourn',  haplefs  Caledonia,  mourn 
^*-  Thy  banilh'd  peace,  thy  laurels  torn! 
Thy  fons,  for  valour  long  renown'd, 
Lie  ilaughter'd  on  their  native  ground: 
Thy  hofpitable  roofs  no  more 
Invite  the  ttranger  to  the  door  j 
In  i'moky  ruins  funk  they  lie, 
The  monuments  of  cruelty. 
The  wretched  owner  fees,  afar, 
His  all  become  the  prey  of  war: 
Bethinks  him  of  his  babes  and  wife; 
Then  fmites  his  breaft,  and  curfes  life. 
Thy  fwains  are  familh'd  on  the  rocks, 
Where  once  they  fed  their  wanton  flocks : 
Thy  raviftTd  virgins  ihriek  in  vain  ; 
Thy  infants  perilh  on  the  plain. 

What  boots  it,  then,  in  ev'ry  clime, 
Thro'  the  wide-fpreading  wafte  of  time, 
Thy  martial  glory,  crown'd  with  praife, 
Still  fhone  with  undiminiuYd  blaze? 
Thy  tow'ring  fpirit  now  is  broke, 
Thy  neck  is  bended  to  the  yoke: 
What  foreign  arms  could  never  quell, 
By  civil  rage  and  rancour  fell. 

The  rural  pipe,  and  merry  lay, 
No  more  fhali  cheer  the  happy  day: 
No  focial  fcenes  of  gay  delight 
Beguile  the  dreary  winter  night: 
No  ftrair.s  but  thofe  of  forrow  flow, 
And  nought  be  heard  but  founds  of  woe; 
While  the  pale  phantoms  of  the  (lain 
Glide  nightly  o'er  the  filent  plain. 
Oh  baneful  caufe,  oh  fatal  morn, 
Accurs'd  to  ages  yet  unborn  ! 
The  fons  againll  their  fathers  ftood; 
The  parent  shed  his  children's  blood. 
Yet  when  the  rage  of  battle  ceas'd, 
The  victor's  foul  was  not  appeas'd : 
The  najced  and  forlorn  mult  feel 
Devouring  flames  and  murd'ring  fteel! 

The  pious  mother  doom'd  to  death, 
Forfaken,  wanders  o'er  the  heath; 
The  bleak  wind  whiffles  round  her  head, 
Her  helplefs  orphans  cry  for  bread ; 
Bereft  of  lhelter,  food,  and  friend, 
She  views  the  {hades  of  night  defcend  5 


And,  ftretch'd  beneath  th'  inclement  fkie», 
Weeps  o'er  her  tender  babes,  and  dies. 

Whilft  the  warm  blood  bedews  my  veins, 
And  unimpair'd  remembrance  reigns^ 
Refentment  of  my  country's  fate 
Within  my  filial  breatt  lhail  beat} 
And,  fpite  of  her  infulting  foe, 
My  fympathizing  verfe  fhall  flow: 
"  Mourn,  haplefs  Caledonia,  mourn 
"  Thy  banilh'd  peace,  thy  laurels  torn !" 


§88.     Ode  to  Mirth.     S m o  l  l  KT. 

Darent  of  joy!  heart-eafing  Mirth ! 
*  Whether  of  Venus  or  Aurora  born, 

Yet  Goddefs  fure  of  heavenly  birth, 
Vifit  benign  a  fon  of  Grief  forlorn: 
Thy  glittering  colours  gay 
Around  him,  Mirth,  dilpiay; 
And  o'er  his  raptur'd  fenle 
Diffufe  thy  living  influence: 
So  fhall  each  hill,  in  purer  green  array* d, 
And  flower-adorn'd  in   new-born  beauty 
glow;  [the  made, 

The  grove  fhall  fmooth  the  horrors  of 
And  itreams  in  murmurs  (hall  forget  to  flow. 
Shine,Goddefs.ihhine  with  unremitted  ray,  [day. 
And  gild  (a  fecond  fun)  with  brighter  beam  our 

Labour  with  thee  forgets  his  pain, 
And  aged  Poverty  can  fmile  with  thee; 
If  thou  be  nigh,  Grief's  hate  is  vain, 
And  weak  th'  uplifted  arm  of  tyranny. 
The  morning  opes  on  high 
His  univerlal  eye; 
And  on  the  world  doth  pour 
His  glories  in  a  golden  mow'r. 
Loi  Darknefstrembling'forethehoitileray, 
Shrinks  to  the  cavern  deep  and  wood  forlorn : 
The  brood  oblcene,  that  own  her  gloomy 
fway, 
Troop  in  her  rear,and  fly  th' approach  of  morn. 
Pale  fhiy'ringghofts,  that  dread  th'  all-chearing 
light,  [night. 

Quick  as  the  lightning's  flafh  glide  to  fepulchraj. 

But  whence  the  gladd'ning  beam 
That  pours  his  purple  ftream 

O'er  the  long  profpect  wide  ? 
'Tis  Mirth.     I  fee  her  lit 
In  majefty  of  light, 

With  Laughter  at  her  fide. 
Bright-eyed  Fancy  hovering  near 
Wide  waves  her  glancing  wing  in  air$ 
And  young  Wit  flings  his  pointed  dart. 
That  guiltlefs  ftrikes  the  willing  heart. 

Fear  not  now  Affliction's  pow'r, 
Fear  not  now  wild  Pafllon's  rage; 
Nor  fear  ye  aught,  in  evil  hour, 
Save  the  tardy  hand  of  Age. 
MowMirth  hath  heard  the  fuppliainPoet'sprayV: 
Mo  cloud  that  rides  the  blait  fhall  vex   the 
troubled  air. 
Ii2  §89. 
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§89.     Ode  to  Leven  Water.     Smollet. 

/^Vn  Leven's  banks,  while  free  to  rove, 
^-^  And  tune  the  rural  pipe  to  love, 
I  envied  not  the  happieft  fwain 
That  ever  trod  th'  Arcadian  plain. 

Pure  ftream  !  in  whofe  tranfnarent  wave 
My  youthful  limbs  I  wont  to  lave; 
No  torrents  ftain  thy  limpid  fource, 
No  rocks  impede  thy  dimpling  courfe, 
That  fweetly  warbles  o'er  its  bed, 
With  white,  round,  polilh'd  pebbles  fpread; 
"While,  lightly  pois'd,  the  fcaly  brood 
In  myriads  cleave  thy  cryftal  flood: 
The  ipringing  trout,  in  fpeckled  pride  j 
The  falmon,  monarch  of  the  tide  ; 
The  ruthlefs  pike,  intent  on  war ; 
The  iilver  eel  and  mottled  par. 
Devolving  from  thy  parent  lake. 
A  charming  maze  thy  waters  make,  / 

By  bow'rs  of  birch,  and  groves  of  pine, 
And  hedges  flower'd  with  eglantine. 

Still  on  thy  banks,  fb  gaily  green, 
May  num'rous  herds  and  flocks  be  feen; 
And  lafles,  chanting  o'er  the  pail;. 
And  'fhepherds,  piping  in  the  dale; 
And  ancient  faith,  that  knows  no  guile; 
And  induftry,  embrown'd  with  toil; 
And  hearts  refolv'd,  and  hands  prepaid, 
The  blefTmgs  they  enjoy  to  guard. 


EXTRACTS, 
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§  9c.  Songeto  JElla,  Lcrde  of  the  Cajlel  of  Bry- 
floweynne  dales  of  yore.  From  Ch  atterto  n, 
under  the  name  of  'Row ley. 

/^\h  thou,  orr  what  remaynes  of  thee, 
^-^  JElla,  the  darlynge  of  futurity, 
Lettthys  mie  fongeboldeas  thie  courage  be, 
As  everlaftynge  to  pofteritye. 

WhanneDacya's  fonnes,whofe  hayres  of  bloude . 

redde  hue  [ing  due, 

Lyche  kynge-cuppesbraftyngewythethe  morn- 

Arraung'd  ynne  dreare  arraie, 

Upponne  the  lethale  daie, 
Spredde  farreand  wyde  onne  Watchets  more; 

Than  dyddfl  thou  furioufe  ftande, 

And  bie  thie  valyante  hande 
Jkefprengedd  all  the  mees  wythe  gore, 

Drawne  bie  thyne  anlace  felle, 
Downe  to  the  depthe  of  belle 
Thoufandes  of  Dacyanns  went; 
Bryftowannes,  menne  of  myghte, 
Ydar'd  the  bloudie  fyghte, 
And  a&edd  deeds  full  quent. 

Oh  thou,  whereer  (thie  bones  attrefte) 

Thye  Spryte  to  haunte  delyghteth  belle, 
Whetherr    upponne    the     bloude-embrewedd 

Or  whare  thou  kennft  from  farre       [pleyne, 

The  dyfmall  cryeof  warre, 
Or  feeftfommemountaynemadeof  corfeof  fteyne  3 

Orr  feeft  the  hatchedd  ftede, 

Ypraunceynge  o'er  the  rr.ede, 


And  neighetobeamenged  the  poyncledd  fpeeres, 
Orr  ynne  blacke  armoure  ftaulke  arounde 
Embattel'd  Bryftowe,  once  thie  grounde, 

And  gloweardurous  onn  the  Caltle  (teeres; 

Or  fierye  round  the  mynfterr  glare  ; 

Let  Bryftowe  ftylle  be  made  tide  care  ; 
Guardeyttfromrnrfoemenne&confumyngefyre; 

Lyche  Avones  frreme  enfyrke  ytte  rounde, 

Ne  lette  a  flame  enharme  the  grounde, 
Tyll  ynne  one  flame  all  the  whole  worlde  expyre. 


§91, 


Br  if  owe  Tragedies  or,  'The  Dethe  of  Syr 
Charles  Baivdin. 


Chatterton,  under  the  name  oj  Rowley. 

'"Phe  feather'd  fongfter  chaunticleer 
A    Had  wounde  hys  bugle  borne, 
And  told  the  earlie  villager 
The  commynge  of  the  morne ; 

Kynge  Edwarde  fa  we  the  rudie  ftreakes 

Oflyght  eclypfethe  greie; 
And  herde  the  raven's  crokynge  throte 

Proclayme  the  fated  daie. 

'*  Thou'rt  ryght,"  quod  hee,"  for,  by  the  Goddc, 
"  That  fyttes  enthron'd  on  hyghe, 

"  Charles  Bawdiri,and  his  fellowes  twaine, 
«  To-daie  (hall  fureliedie." 

Then  wythe  a  jugge  of  nappy  ale 

His  Knyghtes  dydd  onne  hymm  waitej 

M  Goe  tell  the  traytour  thatt  to-daie 
"  Hee  leaves  thys  mortall  ftate." 

Syr  Canterlone  thennebendedd  lowe. 

Wythe  hart  brymm-fulle  of  woe; 
Hee  journey'd  to  the  caftle-gate ; 

And  to  Syr  Charles  dydd  goe. 

Butwhenne  hee  came,  his  children  twaine, 

And  eke  Ivys  lovynge  wyfe. 
Wythe  brinie  tears  dydd  wett  the  floore, 

For  goode  Syr  Charleses  lyfe. 

"  O  goode  Syr  Charles!"  fayd  Canterlone, 

"  Badde  tydyngs  I  doe  brynge." 
"  Speke  boldlie,manne,"  fayd  brave  Syr  Charles, 

"  Whatte  fays  thie  traytour  kynge  ?" 

"  I  greeve  to  telle:  Before  yonne  fbnne 
"  Does  fromme  the  welkinne  flye, 

"  Hee  hath  uponne  hys  honour  fworne 
*'  Thatt  thou  (halt  fureliedie." 

"  Wee  all  muft  die,"  quod  brave  Syr  Charles  § 

"  Of  thatte  I'm  not  affearde: 
"  What  bootes  to  ly  ve  a  little  fpace  ? 

"  Thanke  Jefu,  I'm  prepar'd. 

"  Butte  telle  thye  kynge,  formyne  hee's  not, 

"  I'de  fooner  die  to-daie 
"  Thanne  lyve  hys  flave,  as  manie  are, 

"  Tho'  I  fhouid  lyve  for  aie." 

Thenne  Canterlone  hee  dydde  goe  out, 

To  telle  the  maior  llraite 
To  gettall  thynges  ynne  reddynefs 

For  goode  Syr  Charleses  fate. 

Thenne 
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Thenne  Maifterr  Canynge  faughtc  the  kynge, 

And  felle  down  onne  hys  knee; 
*'  I'm  come,"  quoth  hee,  "  unto  your  grace 

"  To  move  your  clemencye." 

Thenne  quod  the  kynge,  "Your  tale  fpeke  out, 
"  You  have  been  much  oure  friende  ; 

•  Whatever  youre  requefte  may  bee, 
"  We  wylle  to  ytte  attende." 

°  My  nobile  liege !  all  my  requefl 

"  Ys  for  a  nobile  knyghte, 
44  Who,  tho'  may  hap  he  has  done  wronge, 

"  He  thoghte  ytte  itylle  was  ryghte : 
M  Hee  has  afpoufe  and  children  twaine, 

*  Alle  rewyn'd  are  for  aie; 
"  Yff  thatt  you  are  refolv'd  to  lett 

"  Charles  Bawdin  die  to  daie.". 

"  Speke  nott  of  fuch  a  traytour  vile,1' 

The  kynge  ynne  fury  fayde; 
*  Before  the  ev'ning  ftarre  doth  fheene, 

"  Bawdin  fhall  loofe  hys  hedde: 

"  Juftice  does  loudlie  for  hym  calle 
44  And  hee  fhall  have  hys  meede: 

f  Speke, Maifter Canynge!  whatte  thyngeelfe 
"  Att  prefent  doe  you  neede  ?" 

"  My  nobile  liege!"  goode  Canynge  fayde, 

44  Leave  juftice  to  our  Godde, 
"  And  laye  the  yronne  rule  afyde, 

"  Be  thyne  the  olyve  rodde. 

"  Was  Godde  to  ferche  our  hertes  and  reines, 

44  The  belt  were  fynners  grete ; 
*4  Chrift's  vycarr  only  knowes  ne  fynne. 

"  Ynne  alle  thys  mortall  ftate. 

"  Let  mercie  rule  thyne  infante  reigne, 
44  'Twylle  falte  thye  crowne  fulle  lure; 

"  From  race  to  race  thy  familie 
"  Alle  fov'reigns  (hall  endure: 

"  But  yff  wythe  bloode  and  flaughter  thou 

44  Beginne  thy  infante  reigne, 
"  Thy  crowne  uponne  thy  childrennes  brows 

"  Wyll  never  lonng  remayne." 

"  Canynge,  awaie!  thys  traytour  vile 

"  Has  lcorn'd  my  pow'r  and  mee; 
44  Howe  came  thou  thenne  for  fuch  a  manne 

44  Intreate  my  elemeneye  r" 
44  My  noble  liege  !  the  truly  brave 

44  Wylle  valorous  actions  prize, 
"  Refpecl  a  brave  and  nobile  mynde, 

44  Altho'  ynne  enemies." 
"  Canynge,  awaie!  By  Godde  ynne  heav'n 

'**  That  dydd  mee  beinge  gyve, 
"  I  wyll  nott  tafte  a  bitt  of  breade 

44  Whilft  thys  Syr  Charles  dothe  lyve. 
"  By  Marie,  and  all  Seine!  es  ynne  heaven, 

"  Thys  funne  fhall  be  hys  lafte." 
Thenne  Canynge  dropt  a  brinie  teare, 

And  from  the  prefence  paite. 

With  herte  brimm-fulle  of  gnawynge  grief, 

Hee  to  Syr  Charles  dydd  goe, 
And  fatt  hymm  downe  uponne  a  ftoole, 

And  teares  began  ne  to  fiowe. 


44  We  all  mull  die,"  quod  brave  Syr  Charles  j 
4<  Whatt  bootes  ytte  howe  or  whenne  ? 

M  Dethe  ys  the  fure,  the  certaine  fate 
44  Of  all  wee  mortall  menne. 

44  Saye  why,  my  friend,  thie  honefl  foul 

44  Runs  overr  att  thyne  eye ; 
"  Is  ytte  for  my  moll  welcome  dcome 

"  Thatt  thou  doll  child-lyke  cryer" 
Quod  godlie  Canynge,  c;  I  do  weepe, 

44  Thatt  thou  (be  foone  mull  dye, 
"  And  leave  thy  fonnes  and  helpiefs  wyfe; 

44  'Tis  thys  that  wettes  myne  eye." 

"  Thenne  drie  the  teares  thatt  out  thyne  eye 
44  From  godlie  fountaines  fprynge; 

"  Dethe  I  defpile,  and  alle  the  pow'r 
4<  Of  Edwarde,  traytour  kynge. 

"  Whan  throgh  the  tyrant's  welcom  means 

"  I  fliall  religne  my  lyfe, 
"  The  Godde  I  ferve  wylle  foon  provyde 

"  For  bothe  mye  fonnes  and  wife. 

*  Before  I  fawe  the  lyghtfome  funne, 

44  Thys  was  appointed  mee ; 
Si  Shall  mortal  manne  repine  or  gruc'ge 

44  What  Godde  ordeynes  to  bee  ? 
"  Howe  oft  ynne  battaile  have  I  ftcode, 

"  Whan  thoufands  dy'd  arounde ; 
44  Whan  fmokynge  ltreams  of  crimfon  blood* 

44  Imbrew'dthe  fatten'd  grounde! 

44  How  dydd  I  knowe  thatev'ry  darte, 

44  That  cutte  the  airie  waie, 
44  Myghte  notte  finde  palfage  toe  my  harte, 

44  And  clofe  myne  eyes  for  aie  ? 

44  And  fhall  I  now,  for  feere  of  dethe, 
"  Looke  wanne  and  bee  dyfmayed  ? 

44  Ne !  fromm  my  herte  fiie  childlyfhe  feere, 
44  Be  alle  the  manne  difplay'd. 

«  Ah,  goddelyke  Henrie !  Godde  forefende, 
44  And  guarde  thee  and  thyne  fonne, 

44  Yff"  'tis  hys  wylle ;  but  yff  'tis  nott, 
44  Why  thenne  hys  wylle  be  donne, 

M  My  honefte  friende,  my  faulte  has  beene 
44  To  ferve  Godde  and  mye  pry  nee ; 

44  And  thatt  I  no  tyme-ferver  am, 
44  My  dethe  wylle  foone  convynce. 

44  Ynne  Londonne  citye  was  I  borne, 

44  Of  parents  of  grete  note; 
44  My  fad  re  dj  dd  a  nobile  arms 

"  Emblazon  onne  hys  cote : 
"  I  make  ne  doubte  butt  he  ys  gone 

44  Where  foone  I  hope  to  goe; 
44  Where  wee  for  ever  fhall  bee  biefr, 

44  From  oute  the  reech  of  woe: 
44  He  taught  mee  juftice  and  the  laws 

44  Wyth  pitie  to  unite ; 
44  And  eke  hee  taughte  mee  howe  to  knowe 

44  The  wronge  caufe  fromm  the  ryghte: 

44  Hee  taught  mee  wythe  a  prudent  hande 

44  To  feede  the  hungrie  poore, 
44  Ne  lette  mye  fervants  drive  awaie 

*4  '1  he  hungrie  fromme  my  dcore : 
1 i  3  « .And 
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"  And  none  can  faye,  butt  all  mye  lyfe 

"  I  have  hys  wordyes  kept; 
u  And  fumm'd  the  n.clyonns  of  the  daie' 

'•'  Eche  nyghte  before  I  flept. 

"  I  have  a  fpoufe,  £oe  afke  of  her 

"  YrF  I  defylM  her  bedde  ? 
"  I  have  a  kynge,  and  none  can  Jaitf 

"  Bhcke  treafon  onne  my  hedde. 

u  Ynne  Lent,  and  oil -ie  the  holie  eve, 

"  Fromrn  flefhe  I  dydd  refrayne; 
•*  Whie  mould  I  thenne  appeare  difmay'd 

"  To  leave  thys  worlde  of  payne  ? 
'"  Ne!  haplefs  Henrie  !  I  rejoyce, 

11  I  fhaile  ne  fee  thye  del-he  j 
•*  Morle  willynglie  in  thy  juft  caufe 

4<  Do  I  refign  my  brethe. 
tf  Oh  fickle  people  !  rewyn'd  londe  ! 

"  Thou  wylt  kenne  peace  ne  moc ; 
"  While  Richard's  fonnes  exalt  themfelves, 

<{  Thye  brookes  wythe  bloude  wylle  flowe. 

"  Saie,  were  ye  tyr'd  of  godlie  peace, 

"  And  godlie  Henrie's  reigne, 
"  Thatt  you  dydd  choppe  your  eaf:e  daies 

"  For  thofe  of  bloude  and  peyne  ? 

*  Whatte  tho'  I  onne  a  fledde  bee  drawne, 
"  And  mangled  by  a  hynde, 

"  I  do  defye  the  traytour's  pow'r, 
"  He  can  ne  harm  my  myndej 

"  Wyatte  tho',  uphoifted  onne  a  pole, 

"  Mye  lymbes  Ihall  rotteynne  ayre, 
"  And  ne  ryche  monument  of  braise 

"  Charles  Bawdin's  name  fhal]  bear; 
"  Yet  ynne  the  holie  booke  above, 

"  Whyche  tyme  can't  eat  awai, 
tl  There  wythe  thefervants  of  the  Lorde 

"  Mye  name  (hall  lyve  for  aie. 

*  Thenne  welcome  dethe !  for  lyfeeterne 
"  I  leve  thys  mortall  lyfe; 

*  Farewell,  vayne  worlde,  and  alle  that's  dean 
"  Mye  fonnes  and  loving  wyfel 

u  Now  dethe  as  welcome  to  mee  comes, 

"  As  e'er  the  month  of  Maie ; 
"  Nor  woulde  I  even  wyflie  to  lyve, 

"  Wyth  my  dere  wyfe  to  ftaie." 
Quod  Canynge,  *  'Tys  a  goodlie  thynge 

"  To  bee  prepared  to  die ; 
"  And  from  thys  worlde  of  peyne  and  grefe 

"  To  Godde  ynne  heaven  to  flic" 
And  nowe  the  bell  beganne  to  tolle, 

And  claryonnes  to  founde ; 
Syr  Charles  hee  herde  the  horfes  feete 

A-prauncyng  onne  the  groundej 

And  jufte  before  the  officers, 

Hys  lovynge  wyfe  came  ynne, 
Weepynge  unfeigned  teeres  of  woe, 

Wythe  loude  and  dyfmalle  dynne. 

"  Sweet  Florence !  nowe  I  praie  forbere, 
"  Ynne  quiet  lett  mee  die* 

*  Praie  Godde,  that  every  Chriftian  foule 
•  Maye  kooke  onne  dethe  as  I. 


"  Sweet  Florence  !  why  thefe  brinie  tears  j 

'*  Theye  wafhe  my  foule  awaie, 
M  And  ajmoit  make  mee  wifhe  for  lyfe, 

"  Wyth  thee,  fweete  dame,  to  itaie, 

"  'Tys  but  a  jourriie  I  fhalle  goe 

*  Untoe  the  lande  of  blyfle  ; 
"  Nowe,  as  a  proofe  of  hufbande's  love^ 

"  Receive  thys  holie  kylfe." 
Thenne  Florence,  fauit'ring  ynne  her  faie, 

Tremblynge  thefe  wordyes  fpoke, 
"  Ah,  cruele  Edwarde!  bioudie  kynge! 

"  My  herte  ys  welle  nyghe  broke: 

|'*  Ah,  fweete  Syr  Charles !  why  wylt  thou  goe> 

"  Wythoute  thye  lovyinge  wyfe  ! 
"  The  cruelle  axe  thatt  cuttes  thye  necke, 

"  Ytt  eke  mail  ende  mye  lyfe." 
And  nowe  the  officers  came  ynne 

To  brynge  Syr  Charles  awaie, 
Who  turnedd  toe  hys  lovynge  wyfe, 

And  thus  toe  her  dydd  faie: 

"  I  goe  to  lyfe,  and  nott  to  dethe ; 

"  Prude  thou  ynne  Godde  above, 
"  And  teach e  thye  fonnes  to  feare  the  Lorde* 

"  And  ynne  theyre  hertes  hym  love: 

"  Teaehe  them  to  runne  the  nobile  race 

"  Thatt  I  theyre  fader  runne: 
"  Florence!  (hould  dethe  thee  take — adieu! 

"  Yee  officers,  lead  onne." 

Thenne  Florence  rav'd  as  anie  nudde, 

And  dyddlier  treifes  tere; 
"Oh!  ftaie,  my  huibande!  lorde!  and  lyfe!' r 

Syr  Charles  thenne  dropt  ateare; 

■"Till  tyreddoute  wyth  ravynge  loud, 

Shee  fellen  onne  the  fiore; 
Syr  Charles  exerted  alle  hys  myghte, 

And  march 'd  fromm  oute  the  dore. 

Uponne  a  fledde  hee  mounted  thenne, 
Wythe  loofcesfnlle  brave  and  fvvete; 

Lookes,  thatt  enfhoone  ne  moe  concern; 
Tbanne  anie  ynne  the  ilrete. 

Before  him  went  the  council-menne, 

Ynnefcarlette  robes  andgolde, 
And  taffils  fpanglyngeynne  the  funnc 

Muche  glorious  to  beholde : 

The  Freers  of  Seincle  Auguftyne  next 

Appeared  to  the  fyghte, 
Alle  cladd  ynn  homelie  ruflett  weedes, 

Of  godlie  monkyfh  plyghte: 

Ynn  diffraunt  partes  a  godlie  pfaume 
Mode  fweetlie  theye  dydd  chaunt ; 

Behynde  theyre  backes  fyx  mynftrelles  camf^ 
Who  tun'd  the  ftrunge  bataunt. 

Thenne  fyve-and-twenty  archers  came; 

Echone  the  bowe  dydd  bende, 
From  refcue  of  kynge  Henries  friends 

Syr  Charles  forrto  defend. 

Bold  as  a  lyon  came  Syr  Charles, 
Drawn  onne  a  clothe-layde  fledde, 

By  two  blacke  ftedes  ynne  trappynges  whiter 
Wyth  plumes  uponne  theyre  hedde : 

Behynde. 
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Behyndehym  five-and-twentye  moe 

Of  archers  flronge  and  ltoute, 
Wyth  bended  bowe  echone ynne  hande, 

Marched  ynhe  goodiie  route: 

Seincle  Jamefes  Freers  marched  next, 

Kchone  hvs  parte  dydd  chaunt; 
Behvnde  theyre  backes  fvx  myn.lrelles  came, 

Who  turAi  the  lining^  bataunt: 

Thenne  enme  the  maiorand  eldermenne, 

Ynrie  clothe  of  fcarlett  deckt; 
And  theyre  attendyng  menne  echone, 

Lyke  Eafterne  princes  trickt: 

And  after  them  a  multitude 

Of  citizens  dydd  thr  ongej 
The  wyndowes  were  all  full  of  heddes, 

As  hee  dydd  pafse  alonge. 

And  whenne  hee  came  to  the  hyghe  crofTe, 
Syr  Cbarlea  dydd  turneatyd  faie, 

u  O  Thou,  thatt  ftveft  manne  frornme  fynne, 
"  Warn  maye  lbule  clean  thys  daye." 

Att  the  grete  mynfter  windowe  fat 

The  kynge  ynn  mvcle  llate, 
To  fee  Charles  Bawd  in  g~>e  alonge 

To  hys  molt  welcom  fate. 

Soon  as  the  fledde  drewe  nygh  enowe, 
Thatt  Edwarde  hee  myghte  heare, 

The  brave  Syr  Charles  hee  dydd  tiande  uppe, 
And  thus  hys  wordes  declare: 

'•  Thou  feed  mee,  Edwarde!  tray  tour  vile! 

*:  Expos'd  to  infamie; 
"  But  be  aflur'd,  difloyall manne! 
,  "  I'm  greaterr  nowe  thanne  thee. 

"  Bye  foule  proceedyngs,  murdre,  bloude, 

*'  Thou  weareil  nowe  a  crowne, 
*<  And  haft  appoynted  mee  to  dye, 

"  By  power  nott  thyne  owne. 

tl.  Thou  thynkelt  I  mail  dye  to-daiej 

u  I  have  beene  dene  'till  nowe, 
"  And  foone  mail  lwe  to  weare  a  crowne 

'*  For  aie  uponne  my  browe : 

**  Why  111  thou,  nerhapps  for  fome  few  yeares, 

"  Shalt  rule  thys  fickle  lande 
*  To  lett  them  knovve  howe  wyde  the  rule 

*  'Twixt  kynge  and  tyrant  hande : 

•*  Thye  pow'r  unjufl,  thou  tray  tour  Have ! 

"  Shall  falle  onne  thy  owne  hedde." 
Fromm  out  of  hearyng  of  the  kinge 

Departed  thenne  the  fiedde. 

Kynge  Edwarde's  foule  ruOi'd  to  hys  face; 

Hee  turn'd  hys  head  awaie, 
And  to  hvs  broder  Gloucefter 

Hee  thus  dydd  fpeke  and  faie: 

"  To  him  that  ibe-much-dreaded  dethe 

"  Ne  ghaftlie  terrors  brynge, 
«*  Beholde  the  manne!  hee  fpakethe  truthe, 

"  Kee's  greater  than  a  kynge ! 


•  So  lett  hym  die!"  Duke  Richard  fayde; 

"  And  maye  echone  our  foes 
"  Bende  downe  theyre  neckes  to  bloudie  exe, 

"  And  feedc  the  carryon  crowes."       ^ 
And  now  the  horfe?  tentiie  drewe 

Syr  Charles  uppe  the  hyghe  hylle  ! 
The  exe  dydd  glifterr  ynne  the  funne, 

Hys  pretious  bloude  to  fpylle. 
Syr  Charles  dydd  uppe  the  fcaffold  goe, 

As  uppe  a  gilded  carre 
Of  vi&orye,  bye  val'rous  chiefs 

Gain'd  in  the  bloudie  warre: 
And  to  the  people  hee  dydd  faie, 

"  Beholde  you  fee  mee  dye 
u  For  lervynge  loyally  mye  kynge, 

"  Mye  kynge  moll  rightfullie. 
M  As  longe  as  Edwarde  rules  thys  lande, 

"  Ne  quiet  you  wylle  knowe; 
"  Your  fonnes  and  hulbandes  fhall  be  flayne, 

"  And  brookes  withe  bloude  ihalle  flowe. 
M  You  leave  youre  goode  and  lawfulle  kynge* 

"  Whenne  ynne  adverfitye; 
"  Lyke  mee,  untoe  the  true  caufe  llycke, 

"  And  for  the  true  caufe  dye." 
Thenne  hee,  wyth  preelles,  uponne  his  knees, 

A  pray'r  to  Godde  dydd  make, 
Befeechynge  hym  unto  hymfelfe 

Hys  partynge  foule  to  take. 
Then  kneelynge  downe,  he  layd  hys  heede 

Moll  feemlie  onne  the  blocke; 
Whyche  fromme  hys  bodie  fayre  at  once 

The  able  heddes-manne  ilroke! 
And  oute  the  bloude  beganne  to  flowe, 

And  rounde  the  fcaftblde  twyne; 
And  teares,  enow  to  wafhe  't  awaie, 

Dydd  flowe  fromme  each  mann's  eyne. 
The  bloudie  exe  hys  bodie  fayre 

Ynn  to  foure  parties  cutte: 
And  ev'rye  parte,  and  eke  hys  hedde 

Uponne  a  pole  was  putte. 
One  parte  dydd  rotte  onne  Kynwulph-hylle, 

One  onne  the  mynfier-tower, 
And  one  from  off  the  caflle-gate 

The  crowen  dydd  devoure: 
The  other  onne  Seyncle  Powle's  goode  gate, 

A  dreery  fpec~lacle ; 
His  hedde  was"  plac"d  onne  the  hygh  crolTe, 

Ynne  hyghe-tlreete  moll  nobhe. 
Thus  was  the  end  of  Bawdin's  fate; 

Godde  profper  long  our  kynge, 
And  grant  hee  may,  wyth  BawduTs  lbule, 

Ynne  heaven  Gcdd's  mercie  iynge! 


92.     The  Mynfirelles  Some  in  J£l\a>  a  Tra- 
gycal  EnUrlude.     Chatterton,  &c. 


/"\  !  synge  untoe  my  roundelaie, 
^ •■'  O!  droppe  the  brynie  teare  wyth 
Daunce  nemoe  atte  hallie  daie, 
Lycke  a  reynynge  (a)  ryver  bee. 


e  mee. 


(a)  Running* 
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Mie  love  ys  dedde, 
Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 
Al  under  the  wyllowe-tree. 
Black  hys  ciyne  (b)  as  the  wyntere  nyght, 
Whyte  hys  rode  (r)  as  the  fommer  fnowe, 
Roddehys  face  as  the  mornynge  lyghte, 
Cale  he  lyes  ynne  the  grave  belowe. 
Mie  love  ys  dedde, 
Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 
Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Swote  hys  tongue  as  the  throttles  note, 
Quycke  ynne  daunce  as  thought  cann  bee, 
Defte  hys  taboure,  codgelle  ftote, 
O !  hee  lys  bie  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe-tree. 
Harke!  the  ravenne  flappes  hys  wynge, 
In  the  briered  dell  belowe; 
Harke !  the  dethe-owle  loude  dothe  fynge, 
To  the  nyghte-mares  as  theie  goe. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe-tree. 
See!  the  whyte  mocne  fheenes  onne  hie; 
Whyterre  ys  mie  true  loves  mroude; 
Whyterre  yanne  the  raornynge  fkie, 
Whyterre  yanne  the  evenynge  clcude. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hysjdeathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe-tree. 
Heere,  upon  mie  true  loves  grave, 
Schalle  the  baren  fleurs  be  layde, 
Ne  one  hallie  fcyncle  to  fave 
Al  the  celnefs  of  a  mayde. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe-tree. 

Wythe  mie  hondes  I'll  dent  the  brieres 
Rounde  hys  hallie  corfe  to  gre, 
Ouphante  fairie,  lyghte  your  fyres, 
Heere  mie  boddie  itille  fchalle  bee. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 
Comme,  wythe  acorne-coppe  and  thorne, 
Drayne  mie  hartys  blcdde  awaie; 
Lyfe  and  all  yttes  goode  I  fcorne, 
Daunce  bie  nete,  or  feafle  by  daie. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 
Water  wytches,  crownede  wythe  reytes  (d), 
Bere  mee  to  yer  leathalle  tyde. 
I  die;  I  comme;  mie  true  love  waytes. 
Thos  the  damfelle  fpake,  and  dyed. 

(b)  Hair.  (h)  Armed,  pointed. 

(c)  Complexion.  fiJHoisted ort.high, raised. 

(d)  Water-flag*.  fjj  Foes,  enemies. 

(e)  Endeavoured.  (k)  Fly. 

(f)  Freeze.  ft)  Head. 

fg)  Undismayed.  (mj  Stretched. 


§  93.     Chorus  inGoddixjyn^aTragedie. 

Chatterton,  &c. 

VKThan  Freedom,  drefle  yn  blodde-fteyned 
*  *  vefte, 

To  everie  knyghte  her  warre-fonge  funge, 
Uponne  herhedde  wyldewedeswerefpredde; 
A  gorie  anlace  by  her  honge. 

She  daunced  onne  the  heathe; 
She  hearde  the  voice  of  deathe  j 
Pale-eyned  Aftryghte,  hys  harteof  filver  hue, 
In  vayneaflayledf^herbofomtoacalef/^  j[woe, 
She  hearde  onflemedf^the  uiriekynge  voice  of 
And  fadneife  ynne  the  owlette  make  the  dale, 
She  fhooke  the  burled  (b)  fpeere, 
On  hie  (he  jefte  (i)  her  (heelde, 
Her  foemen  (j)  all  appere, 
And  flizze  (k)  along  the  feelde. 
Power,  wythe  his  heafod  (I)  draught  (?n)  ynto 
the  fkyes,  [ftarre. 

Hys  fpeere  a  fonne-beame,  and  hys  fheelde  a 
Alyche  (n)    twaie  (0)    brendeyng  (p)   gron- 
fyres  (q)  rolls  hys  eyes,  [to  war. 

Chaftesfr^)  with  his  yronne  feete,  and  foundes 
She  fyttes  upon  a  rocke, 
She  bendes  before  hys  fpeere 
She  ryfes  from  the  iliocke, 
Wieldyng  her  own  yn  ayre. 
Harde  as  the  thonder  dothe  me  drive  ytte  on, 
Wytte  {'c'\\\ye(s)  wympled  (t)  gizs(u)  ytte  to 
hys  crowne,  (ys  gon, 

Hys  longe  fharpe  fpeere,  his  fpreddyng  (heelde 
He  falles,  andfallynge  rolleth  thoufandes  down. 
War,  goare-faced  war,  bie  envie  burl.1  (x), 
ariftOr/, 
Hys  feerie  heaulme  (%.)  noddynge  to  the  ayre, 
Tenne  bioddiearrowes  ynne  hys  itreynynge  fyft. 


§94.      Grongar  Hill.         Dyer. 

C'.lent  Nymph!  with  curious  eye, 
^  Who,  the  purple  evening,  lie 
On  the  mountain's  lonely  van, 
Beyond  the  noifeof  hufy  man, 
Painting  fair  the  form  of  things, 
While  the  yellow  linnet  iings; 
Or  the  tuneful  nightingale 
Charms  the  foreit  with  her  tale; 
Come,  with  all  thy  various  hues, 
Come,  and  aid  thy  filter  Mule. 
Now  while  Phoebus  riding  high, 
Gives  luilre  to  the  land  and  Iky, 
Grongar  Hill  invites  my  fong, 
Draw  the  landfcape  bright  and  flrong; 
Grongar!  in  whofe  molfy  cells, 
Sweetly  mufing  Quiet  dwells; 
Grongar!   in  whofe  filent  (hade, 
For  the  modeft  Mufes  made, 


fn)  Like. 

fuj  Two. 

([>)  Flaming. 

fqj  Meteors. 

(r)  Beats,  stamps. 

(3)  Closely. 


(t)  Mantled,  covered: 
fuj  Guides. 
(x)  Aimed. 
(y)  Arose. 
fzj  Helmet. 


So 
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So  oft  I  have,  the  evening  (till, 

As  the  fountain  of  a  rill, 

Sat  upon  a  ftow'ry  bed, 

With  my  hand  beneath  my  head, 

While  ftray'dmy  eyes  o'erTowy's  flood, 

Over  mead  and  over  wood, 

From  houfe  to  houfe,  from  hill  to  hill, 

Till  Contemplation  had  her  fill. 

About  his  chequer'd  fides  I  wind, 
And  leave  his  brooks  and  meads  behind} 
And  groves  and  grottos,  where  I  lay, 
And  viflas  (hooting  beams  of  day. 
Wide  and  wider  fpreads  the  vale, 
As  circles  on  a  fmooth  canal : 
The  mountains  round,  unhappy  fate  ! 
Sooner  or  later,  of  all  height, 
Withdraw  their  fummits  from  the  fkies, 
And  leflfen  as  the  others  rife. 
Still  the  profpeel:  wider  fpreads, 
Adds  a  thoufand  woods  and  meads  j 
Still  it  widens,  widens  ftill, 
And  finks  the  newly-rifen  hill. 

Now  I  gain  the  mountain's  browj 
What  a  landfcape  lies  below  ! 
No  clouds,  no  vapours,  intervene  j 
But  the  gay,  the  open  fcene 
Does  the  face  of  Nature  ihew 
In  all  the  hues  of  heaven's  bow ; 
And,  fvvelling  to  embrace  the  light, 
Spreads  around  beneath  the  light. 

Old  caftles  on  the  cliffs  arile, 
Proudly  tovv'ring  in  the  Ikies  ; 
Rufhing  from  the  woods,  the  fpires 
Seem  from  hence  afcending  fires: 
Half  his  beams  Apollo  fheds 
On  the  yellow  mountain  heads, 
Gilds  the  fleeces  of  the  flocks, 
And  glitters  on  the  broken  recks. 

Below  me  trees  unnumber'd  rife, 
Beautiful  in  various  dyes : 
The  gloomy  pine,  the  poplar  blue, 
The  yellow  beech,  the  fable  yew: 
The  (lender  fir  that  taper  grows, 
The  fturdy  oak  with  broad  fpread  boughs  j 
And,  beyond  the  purple  grove, 
Haunt  of  Phillis,  queen  of  love  ! 
Gaudy  as  the  op'ning  dawn, 
Lies  a  long  and  level  lawn, 
On  which  a  dark  hill,  deep  and  high, 
Holds  and  charms  the  wand'ring  eye. 
Deep  are  his  feet  in  Towy's  flood ; 
His  fides  are  cloth'd  with  waving  wood  ; 
And  ancient  towers  crown  his  brow, 
That  caftan  awful  look  below  ; 
Whofe  ragged  walls  the  ivy  creeps, 
And  with  her  arms  from  falling  keeps: 
So  both  a  fafety  from  the  wind 
On  mutual  dependance  find. 

'Tis  now  the  raven's  bleak  abode, 
'Tis  now  trT  apartment  of  the  toad  j 
And  there  the  fox  fecurely  feeds, 
And  there  the  pois'nous  adder  breeds, 
Conceal'd  in  ruins,  mofs.  and  weeds  ; 
While,  ever  and  anon,  there  falls 
Huge  heaps  of  hoar)-  aioulder'4  walls. 
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Yet  time  has  feen,  that  lifts  the  low, 
And  level  lays  the  lofty  brow, 
Has  feen  this  broken  pile  complete, 
Big  with  the  vanity  of  (tate: 
But  tranlient  is  the  imile  of  Fate  ! 
A  little  rule,  a  little  fway, 
A  fun-beam  in  a  winter's  day, 
Is  all  the  proud  and  mighty  have 
Between  the  cradle  and  the  grave. 

And  fee  the  rivers,  how  they  run 
Thro'  woods  and  meads,  in  (hade  and  fun  ! 
Sometimes  fwift,  foraetimes  (low, 
Wave  facceeding  wave,  they  go, 
A  various  journey  to  the  deep, 
Like  human  life,  to  endlefs  fleep  ! 
Thus  is  Nature's  vefture  wrought, 
To  inftrucl  our  wand'ring  thought  -t 
Thus  (he  drefTes  green  and  gay, 
To  difperfe  our  cares  away. 

Ever  charming,  ever  new, 
When  will  the  landfcape  tire  the  view ! 
The  fountain's  fall,  the  river's  flow. 
The  woody  vallies,  warm  and  low  j 
The  windy  fummit,   wild  and  high, 
Roughly  rufhing  on  the  fky  ! 
The  pleafant  feat,  the  ruin'd  towV, 
The  naked  rock,  the  (liady  bow'r  ; 
The  town  and  village,  dome  and  farm, 
Each  give  each  a  double  charm, 
As  pearls  upon  an  Ethiop's  arm. 

See  on  the  mountain's  fouthern  fide, 
Where  the  proipeft  opens  wide, 
Where  the  evening  gilds' the  tide, 
How  clofe  and  fmallthe  hedges  lie  ! 
What  ftreaks  of  meadows  crofs  the  eye  ! 
A  ffep,  methinks,  may  pafs  the  dream. 
So  little  diftant  dangers  feem  : 
So  we  miftake  the  future's  face, 
Ey'd  through  Hope's  deluding  glafs^ 
As  yon  fummits  foft  and  fair, 
Clad  in  colours  of  the  air, 
Which,  to  thofe  who  journey  near, 
Barren,  brown,  and  rough  appear  ; 
Still  we  tread  the  fame  coarfe  way  ; 
The  prefent  's  ftill  a  cloudy  day. 

O  may  I  with  myfelf  agree, 
And  never  covet  what  I  fee! 
Content  me  with  a  humble  fhade, 
My  passions  tam'd,  my  wifbes  laid  : 
For  while  ourwifhes  wildly  roll, 
We  banifh  quiet  from  the  foul : 
'Tis  thus  the  bufy  beat  the  air. 
And  mifers  gather  wealth  and  care. 

Now,  e'en  now,  my  joys  run  hi5h, 
As  on  the  mountain  turf  I  lie; 
While  the  wanton  Zephyr  fings, 
And  in  the  vale  perfumes  his  wings ; 
While  the  waters  murmur  deepj 
While  the  fhepherd  charms  his  fheep  j 
While  the  birds  unbounded  fly, 
And  with  mufic  fill  the  fky. 
Now,  e'en  new,  my  joys  run  high. 

Be  full,  ye  courts  !    be  great  who  -will  j 
Search  for  peace  with  all  your  fkill^ 

Open 
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Open  wide  the  lofty  door, 

Seek  her  on  the  marble  floor: 

In  vain  ye  fearch,  she  is  not  there j 

In  vain  ye  'earch  the  domes  of  Care! 

Grafs  and  flowers  Quiet  treads, 

On  the  meads  and  mountain-heads, 

Along  with  Plcafure  clofe  allied, 

Ever  by  each  other's  fide; 

And  often,  by  the  murm'ring  rill,  "} 

Hears  the  thrum,  while  all  is  (fill,  > 

Within  the  groves  of  Grongar  Hill.  J 

$95.  A  Monody  en  the  Death  of  his  Lady. 
By  George  Lord  Lyttleton. 

'  Ipse  enva  solans  segrum  testirline  amorem, 
*  Te,  dulcis  conjux,  tc  solo  in  littore  secum, 
'  Te  veniente  die,  te  decedent?  cunebat.' 

A  T  length  efcap'd  from  ev'ry  human  eye, 
**•  From  ev'ry  duty,  ev'ry  care,  [fhare. 

That  in  my  mournful  thoughts  might  claim  a 
Or  force  my  tears  their  flowing  ftream  to  dry; 
Beneath  the  gloom  of  this  embow'ring  (hade, 
This  lone  retreat,  for  tender  forrow  made, 
I  now  may  give  my  burden'd  heart  relief, 

And  pour  forth  all  my  ft  ores  of  grief  $ 
Of  grief  furpaffing  every  other  woe, 
Far  as  the  purest  blifs,  the  happieft  love, 
Can  on  th'  ennobled  mind  beflow, 
Exceeds  the  vulgar  joys  that  move 
Our  grofs  defircs,  inelegant  and  low. 

Ye  tufted  groves,  ye  gently- falling  rills, 

Ye  high  o'erfhadowing  hills, 
Ye  lawns  gay-fmiling  with  eternal  green, 

Oft  have  you  my  Lucy  ieen  ! 
3ut  never  (hall  you  now  behold  her  more: 

Nor  will  fhe  now,  with  fond  delight, 
And  tafte  refin'd,  your  rural  charms  explore. 
Clos'd  are  thofe  beauteous  eyes  in  endlefs  night, 
Thofe  beauteous  eyesjwberebeamingus'dtofhine 
Reafon's  pure  light,  and  Virtue's  (park  divine. 

Oft  would  the  Diyads  of  thefe  woods  rejoice 

To  hear  her  heavenly  voice; 
For  her  defpifing,  when  me  deign'd  to  fmg, 

The  fweeteft  ibngfters  of  the  fpring; 
The  woodlark  and  the  linnet  pleas'd  no  more : 
The  nightingale  was  mute, 
And  ev'ry  fhepherd's  flute 
Was  caft  in  filent  fcorn  away, 
While  all  attended  to  her  fweeter  lay. 
Ye  larks  and  linnets,  now  relume  your  fong : 
And  thou,  melodious  Philomel, 
Again  thy  plaintive  ftory  tellj 
For  death  has  ftopp'd  that  tuneful  tongue, 
Whofe  mufic  could  alone  your  warbling  notes 
In  vain  I  look  round,  [excel- 

O'er  all  the  well-known  ground, 
My  Lucy's  wonted  footfteps  to  defcryj 
Where  oft  we  us'd  to  walk  j 
Where  oft  in  tender  talk 
We  fkw  the  furaraer  fun  go  down  the  fky  j 


Nor  by  yon  fountain's  fide, 

Nor  where  its  waters  glide 
Along  the  valley,  can  fhe  now  be  found : 
In    all    the    wide-ftretch'd    profpecVs    ample 

No  more  my  mournful  eye  [bound, 

Can  aught  of  her  efpy, 
But  the  fad  facred  earth  where  her  dear  relics  lie. 

O  fhades  of  Hagley,  where  is  now  your  boaft  ? 

Your  bright  inhabitant  is  loft. 
You  (he  preferred  to  all  the  gay  reforts 
Where  female  vanity  might  wi(h  to  fhine, 
The  pomp  of  cities,  and  the  pride  of  courts. 
Her  modelt  beauties  fhunn'd  the  public  eye: 

To  your  fequefter'd  dales,. 

And  fiower-embroider'd  vales, 
From  an  admiring  world  (lie  chofe  to  fly* 
With  Nature  there  retir'd,  and  Nature's  God, 

The  filent  paths  of  wifdom  trod, 
And  banifh'd  every  paffion  from  her  bread  j 

But  thofe,  the  gentlest  and  the  be  ft, 
Whofe  holy  flames  with  energy  divine 
The  virtuous  heart  enliven  and  improve, 
The  conjugal  and  the  maternal  love. 

Sweet  babes!  who  like  the  littleplayfulfawns, 
Where  wont  to  trip  along  thefe  verdant 
By  your  delighted  mother's  side,  [lawns, 
Who  now  your  infant  fteps  fhall  guide  ? 
Ah  !  where  is  now  the  hand,whofe  tender  care, 
To  every  virtue  would  have  form'd  your  youth, 
And  ftrew'd  with  flow'rs  the  thorny  ways  of 
truth  ? 
O  lofs  beyond  repair ! 
O  wretched  father!  left  alone, 
To  weeep  their  dire  misfortune,  and  thy  own  ! 
How  (hall  thy  weaken'd  mind,  opprefs'ct  with 
And,  droopingo'er  thy  Lucy's  grave,  [woe, 
Perform  the  duties  that  you  doubly  owe, 
Now,  (he,  alas  !  is  gone, 
From  follyand  from  vice  their  helplefs  age  to  fave? 

Where  were  ye,  Mufes,  when  relentless  Fate 
From  thefefond  armsyourfairdueiple  tore ; 
From  thefe  fond  arms,  that  vainly  drove 
With  haplefs,  ineffectual  love, 
To  guard  her  bo  Com  from  the  mortal  blow  ? 
Could  not  your  favouring  pow'r,  Aonian 
maids, 
Could  not,alas!  your  power  prolong  her  date} 
For  whom  fo  oft,  in  thefe  infpiring  (hades, 
OrunderCamden's  mofs-clad  mountains  hoar, 
You  open'd  all  your  facred  (lore; 
Whate'er  your  ancient  (ages  taught, 
Your  ancient  bards  fublimely  thought, 
And  bade  her  raptur'd  bread  with  all  your  fpirit 
glow  ? 

Nor  then  did  Pindus  or  Caftalia's  plain, 
Or  Aganippe's  fount,  your  fteps  detain, 
Nor  in  the  Thefpian  valleys  did  you  play; 

Nor  then  on  Mincio's*  bank 

Befet  with  ofier's  dank, 


*  The  Mincio  runs  by  Mantua,  the  birth  place  of  Virgil. 
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Nor  where    Clitumnus*   rolls  his  gentle 
itream, 
Nor  where,  through  hanging  woods, 
Steep  Aniof  pours  his  floods, 
Nor  yet  where  MelesJ  or  Iliirus§  ftray. 
Ill  does  it  now  befeem, 
That,  of  your  guardian  care  bereft. 
To  dire  difeafe  and  death  your  darling  mould 
be  left. 
Now  what  avails  it,  that  in  early  bloom, 
When  light  fantaftic  toys 
Are  all  her  fex's  joys, 
With  you  me  fearch'd  the  wit  of  Greece 
&nd  Rome ; 
And  all  that  in  her  latter  days, 
To  emulate  her  ancient  praife, 
ttalia's  happy  genius  could  produce  j 
Or  what  the  Gallic  fire 
Bright  fparkling  could  infpire, 
By  all  the  Graces  temper' d  and  refin'dj 
Or  what,  in  Britain's  ifle, 
Moft  favour'd  with  your  fmile. 
The  pow'rs  of  Reafon  and  of  Fancy  join'd 
To  full  perfection  have  confpir'd  toraife? 

Ah!  what  is  now  the  ufe 
Of  al!  thofe  treafures  that  enrich'd  her  mind, 
To  black  Oblivion's  gloom  for  ever  now  con- 
lign'd ! 
At  leaft,  ye  Nine,  her  fpotlefs  name 

'Tis  yours  from  death  to  fave, 
And  in  the  temple  of  immortal  Fame 
With  golden  characters  her  worth  engrave. 

Come  then,  ye  virgin  fillers,  come, 
And  drew  with  choiceft  flow'rs  her  hal- 

low'd  tomb; 
But  foremoft  thou,  in  fable  veftment  clad, 

With  accents  fweet  and  fad, 
Thou  plaintive  Mufe,whomo'erhis  Laura's 
Unhappy  Petrarch  call'd  to  mourn  ;  [urn 
O  come,  and  to  this  fairer  Laura  pay 
A  more  impaflion'd  tear,  a  more  pathetic  lay  \ 
Tell  how  eaclv beauty  of  her  mind  and  face 
Was  brighten'd  by  fome  fweet  peculiar 
How  eloquent  in  ev'ry  look         [grace! 
Thro'  herexprefllve  eyes  her  foul  diflinclly 
fooke ! 
Tell  howhermanners,bytheworldrefin'd, 
Left  all  the  taint  of  modifh  vice  behind, 
And  made  each  charm  of  polifh'd  courts 
With  candid  Truth's  Simplicity,    [agree 
And  uncorrupted  Innocence ! 
Tell  how  to  more  than  manly  fense 
She  join'd  the  foft'ning  influence 
Of  more  than  female  tendernefs : 
How,in  the  thoughtlefs  days  of  wealth  and  joy, 
Which  oft  the  care  of  others'  good  deilroy ; 
Her  kindly-melting  heart, 


To  every  want,  and  every  woe, 
To  guilt  itfclf  when  in  diltrefs, 
The  balm  of  pity  would  impart; 

And  all  relief  that  bounty  could  beftow! 

E'en  for  the  kid  or  lamb,  that  pour'd  its  life 
Beneath  the  bloody  knife, 
Her  gentle  tears  would  fall;  [to  all. 

Tears,  from  fweet  Virtue's  fource,  benevoleat 

Not  only  good  and  kind, 
But  ftrong  and  elevated  was  her  mind  j 

A  fpirit  that  with  noble  pride 

Could  look  fuperior  down 

On  Fortune's  lmile  or  frown  ; 
That  could,  without  regret  or  pain, 
To  Virtue's  loweit  duty  facrifice 
Or  Intereft  <rr  Ambition's  higheft  prize; 
That,  injur'd  or  offended,  never  tried 
Its  dignity  by  vengeance  to  maintain, 
But  by  magnanimous  difdain. 
A  wit  that,  temoerately  bright, 

With  inoilenfive  light 

All  pleafing  fhone;  nor  everpafs'd 
The  decent  bounds  that  Wifdom'sfoberhandV 
And  fweet  Benevolence's  mild  command, 
And  bafliful  Modeity,  before  it  call:. 
A  prudence  undeceiving,  undeceiv'd, 
That  nor  too  little  nor  too  much  believ'd ; 
That  fcorn'd  unjuft  Sufpicion's  coward  fear, 
And,  without  weaknefs,  knew  to  be  fincere. 
Such  Lucy  was,  when  in  her  faireit  days, 
Amidit  th*  acclaim  of  univerfal  praife. 

In  life's  and  glory's  frelheft  bloom,  [tomb* 
Death  came  remorfelefs  on,  and  funk  ber  to  the 
So,  where  the  filent  ftreamsof  Li'is  glide, 
In  the  fbft  befom  of  Campania's  vale, 
When  now  the  wint'ry  tempeits  all  are  fled, 
And  genial  fummer  breathes  her  gentle  gale, 
The  verdant  orange  lifts  its  beauteous  head; 
From  ev'ry  branch  the  balmy  flow'rets  rife, 
On  every  bough  the  golden  fruits  are  ieen^ 
With  odours  fweet  it  fills  the  fmiling  Ikies, 
The  wood-nymphs  tend  it,  and  th'  Idalian 

queen: 
But,  in  the  midft  of  all  its  blooming  pride, 
A  fudden  blait  from  Apenninus  blows, 

Cold  with  perpetual  fnows;        [and  dies. 
The  tender  blighted  plant  fhrinks  up  its  leaves, 

Arile,  O  Petrarch!  from  th'  Elyfian  bow'rs, 
With  never-fading  myrtles  twin'd, 
And  fragrant  with  ambrofial  flow'rs, 
Where  to  thy  Laura  thou  again  art  join'd^ 
Arife,  and  hither  bring  the  filver  lyre, 

Tun'd  by  thy  fkilful  hand. 
To  the  foft  notes  of  elegant  defire, 
With  which  o'er  many  a  land 
Was  fpread  the  fame  of  thy  difafl'rous  lovej 
To  me  reiign  the  vocal  fhell, 


*  The  Clitumnus  is  a  river  of  Umbria,  the  residence  of  Propertius. 
f  The  Anio  runs  through  Tibur  or  Tivoli,  where  Horace  had  a  villa. 

The  Meles  is  a  river  of  Ionia,  from  whence  Homer,  supposed  to  be  born  oa  its  bank**  is  called 


Mellisigenes. 
j  The  IUissus  is  a  river  at  Athens, 
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And  teach  my  farrows  to  relate 
Their  melancholy  tale  fo  well, 
As  may  e'en  things  inanimate,    [move. 
Rough  mountain  oaks,  and  defert  rocks,  to  pity 

Whatwere,alas!  thywoes,compar'dtomine? 
To  thee  thy  miflrefs  in  the  blifsful  band 

Of  Hymen  never  gave  her  hand; 
The  joy  a  of  wedded  love  were  never  thine. 

In  thy  domeflic  care 

She  never  bore  a  mare, 

Nor  with  endearing  art 

Would  heal  thy  wounded  heart 
Of  every  fecret  grief  that  fefter'd  there : 
Nor  did  her  fond  affection  on  the  bed 
Of  ficknefs  watch  thee,and  thy  languidhead 
Whole  nightson  herunweariedarmfuflain, 

And  charm  away  the  fenfe  of  pain  : 

Nor  did  me  crown  your  mutual  flame 
With  pledges  dear,  and  with  a  father's  tender 
name 

O  beft  of  wives !  O  dearer  far  to  me 

Then  when  thy  virgin  charms 

Were  yielded  to  my  arms : 
How  can  my  foul  endure  the  lofs  of  thee? 
How  in  the  world,  to  me  a  defert  grown, 

Abandon'd  and  alone, 
"Without  my  fweet  companion  can  I  live  ! 

Without  thy  lovely  fmile, 
The  dear  reward  of  ev'ry  virtuous  toil, 
Whatpleafures  now  can  pall'd  Ambition  give? 
E'en  the  delightful  fenfe  of  well-earn'dpraife, 
'  Umhar'd  by  thee,  no  more  my  lifelefs  thoughts 
could  raife. 

For  my  diflra£led  mind 

What  fuccour  can  I  find? 
On  whom  for  confolation  mall  I  call? 

Support  me,  ev'ry  friend; 

Your  kind  aflillance  lend, 
To  bear  the  weight  of  this  opprefllve  woe. 

Alas !  each  friend  of  mine, 
My  dear  departed  love,  fo  much  was  thine, 
That  none  has  any  comfort  to  bellow. 

My  books,  the  beft  relief 

In  every  other  grief, 
Are  now  with  your  idea  fadden'd  all: 
Each  favourite  author  we  together  read 
My  tortur'd  memory  wounds,  and  fpeaks  of 
Lucy  dead. 

We  were  the  happieft  pair  of  human  kind: 
The  rolling  year  its  various  courfe  performed 

And  back  returned  ag;ain; 
Another,  and  another,  mailing  came, 
And  faw  our  happinefs  unchang'd  remain. 

Still  in  her  golden  chain 
"Harmonious  Concord  did  our  wifhes  bind: 
Our  ftudies,  pleaiures,  tafte  the  fame. 

O  fatal,  fatal  ilroke  ! 
That  all  this  pleafing  fabric  Love  had  rais'd 

Of  rare  felicity. 
On  which  even  wanton  Vice  with  envy  gaz'd, 
.And  every  fchemeofblifsourheartshadform'd, 
With  foothing  hope  for  many  a  future  day, 

In  one  fad  moment  broke ! 


Yet,  O  my  foul !  thy  riling  murmurs  flay; 
Nor  dare  th'  all-wife  Difpofer  to  arraign, 
Or  againft  his  fupreme  decree 
With  impious  grief  complain, 
Thatallthyfull-biownjoysatoncefhouldfade, 
Was  his  moil  righteous  will — and  be  that  will 
obey'd. 

Would  thy  fond  love  his  grace  to  hercontroul, 
And,  in  thefe  low  abodes  of  fin  and  pain, 

Her  pure  exalted  foul, 
Unjuflly,  for  thy  partial  good,  detain  ? 
Ne — rather  flrive  thy  grovelling  mind  to  raife 

Up  to  that  unclouded  blaze, 
That  heavenly  radiance  of  eternal  light, 
In  which  enthron'd  fhe  now  with  pity  i'ees, 
How  frail,  how  infecure,how  flight, 
Is  every  mortal  blifs  ? 

Even  Love  itfelf,  if  riling  by  degrees 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  this  imperfeft  flate, 

Whofe  fleeting  joys  fo  foon  rauft  end, 
It  does  not  to  its  fovereign  good  afcend. 

Rife  then,  my  foul,  with  hope  elate, 
And  feek  thofe  regions  of  ferene  delight, 
Whofe  peaceful  path,  and  ever-open  gate, 
No  feet  but  thofe  of  harderTd  Guilt  fhall  mifs: 
There  Death  himfelf  thy  Lucy  fhall  reftore; 
There  yield  up  all  his  pow'r  ne'er  to  divide  you 
more. 


I 


§  96.     A  Winter  Piece.    Anon. 

t  was  a  winter's  evening,and  fafl  came  down 

the  fnow,  [blow; 

And  keenly  o'er  the  wide  heath  thebitterblafldid 

When  a  damfel  all  forlorn,  quite  bewilder'd  in 

her  way,  [fay : 

Prefs'd  her  baby  to  her  bofom,  and  fadly  thus  did 

"  Oh!  cruel  was  my  father,  that  fhut  his  door 
on  me  [could  fee ; 

And  cruel  was  my  mother,  that  fuch  a  fight 

And  cruel  is  the  wint'ry  wind,  that  chills  my 
heart  with  cold ;  [for  gold ! 

But  crueller  than  all,  the  lad  that  left  my  love 

Hufh,  hum,  my  lovely  baby,  and  warm  thee  in 
my  breaft;  [diflrefl  ! 

Ah,  little  thinks  thy  father  how  fadly  we're 
For,  cruel  as  he  is,  did  he  know  but  how  we  fare, 
He'd  fhield  us  in  his  arms  from  this  bitter 
piercing  air. 

Cold,cold  mydeareft  jewel !  thy  little  life  is  gone: 
Oh  let  my  tears  revive  thee,  fo  warm  that  trickle 

down:  [they  fall: 

My  tears  that  gufh  fo  warm,  oh  they  freeze  before 
Ah  wretched,  wretched  mother!   thou  'rt  now 

bereft  of  all." 

Then  down  fhe  funk  defpairing  upon  the  drift- 
ed fhow,  [loud  her  woe: 

And,  wrung  with  killing  anguifh,   lamented 

She  kifs'd  her  babe's  pale  lips,  and  laid  it  by 
her  fide; 

Then  caft  her  eyes  to  heaven,  then  bow'd  her 
head,  and  died. 
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§-97> 


The  School  Mijlrefs.  hi  Imitation  of  Spenfer 

Shenstone 


Auditor  voces,  vastus  et  infjens, 

Infantumque  animx  tientes  in  limine  primo. 


Vir?. 


Ah  me  !  full  forely  is  my  heart  forlorn, 
To  think  ho  wmodeft  worth  negletted  lies, 
While  partial  Fame  doth  with  her  blafts  adorn 
Such  deeds  alone  as  prideand  pomp  difguife; 
Deeds  of  ill  fort,  and  mifchievous  emprize  : 
Lend  me  thy  clarion,  Goddefs  !  let  me  try 
To  found  the  praiie  of  merit  ere  it  dies  ; 
Such  as  I  oft  have  chanced  to  efpy, 
Loft  in  the  dreaiy  (hades  of  dull  obfeurity. 
In  ev'ry  village,  mark'd  with  little  fpire,  [fame, 
Embower'd  in  trees,  and  hardly  known  to 
There  dwells,  in  lowly  (hade  and  mean  attire, 
A  matron  old,  whom  we  School-miltrefs 
name  ; 
Who  boafts  unruly  brats  with  birch  to  tame: 
They,  grieven  fore,  in  piteous  durance  pent, 
Aw'd  by  the  pow'r  of  this  relentlefs  dame, 
And  oft-times,  on  vagaries  idly  bent,  [merit. 
For  unkempt  hair,  or  talk  unconn'd,  are  forely 
And  all  in  fight  doth  rife  a  birchin  tree, 

WhichLearningnearherlittledomedidltow, 
Whilome  a  twig  of  iinall  regard  to  fee, 

Tho'  now  fo  wide  its  waving  branches  flow. 

And  work  the  fimple  vaflals  mickle  woe; 

For  not  a  wind  might  curl  the  leaves  that 

blew;  [low; 

But  their  limbs  (hudder'd,  and  their  pul  ie  beat 

And,  as  they  look'd,they  found  their  horror 

Srew>  ,       ,       . 

And  (hap'd  it  into  rods,  and  tingled  at  the  view. 

So  have  I  feen  (who  has  not,  may  conceive) 
A  lifelefs  phantom  near  a  garden  plac'd ; 
So  doth  it  wanton  birds  of  peace  bereave, 
Of  fport,  of  fong,  of  pleafure,  of  repaft : 
They  ftart,  they  ftare,  they  wheel,  they  look 
aghaft  ; 
Sad  fervitude!  Such  comfortlefs  annoy 
May  no  bold  Briton's  riper  age  e'er  tafte  ! 
Ne  fuperftition  clog  his  dance  of  joy, 
Ne  viilon  empty,  vain,  his  native  blifs  deftroy  ! 
Near  to  this  dome  is  found  a  patch  fo  green, 
On  which  the  tribe  their  gambols  dodifplay; 
And  at  the  door  impris'ning  board  is  feei^ 

Leftweakly  wights  of  fmallerfizefliouldftray, 
Eager,  perdie,  to  bafk  in  funny  day  !    [found, 
The  noifes  intermix"d,  which  thence  re- 
Do  Learning's  little  tenement  betray  ; 
Where  fits  the  dame,difguis,d  in  look  pro- 
found [around. 
And  eyes  her  Fairy  throng,  and  turns  her  wheel 
Her  cap,  far  whiter  than  the  driven  mow, 

Emblem  right  meet  of  decency  does  yield ; 
Her  apron  dyed  in  grain,  as  blue,  I  trowe, 

As  is  the  hare-bell  that  adorns  the  field  : 
And  in  her  hand,forfceptre,(he  does  wield 
Tway  birchin  (prays,  with  anxious  fear  en- 
twin'd, 


With  dark  diftruft.and  (lid  repentance  fiird, 
And  ftedfait  hate,  and  (harp  affliction  joind, 
Andfuryuncontrourd,andchaltifementunkind. 

Few  but  have  kenn'd,  in  Itmblance  meet  pour- 
tray'd, 
The  childilh  faces  of  old  JEoVs  train, 
Libs,  Notus,  Aulter* :  thefe  in  frowns  array \L 
How  then  would  fare  on  earth,orflcy,or  main, 
Were  the  ftern  God  to  give  his  llaves  therein? 
And  were  not  (he  rebellious  brealts  to  quell, 
And  were  not  ihe  her  ftatutes  to  maintain, 
The  cot  no  more,I  ween,were  deem  'd  the  cell 
Where  comely  peace  of  mind  and  decent  order 
dwell. 
A  ruflet  ftole  was  o'er  her  moulders  thrown  ; 

A  rufiet  kirtle  fene'd  the  nipping  air  ; 
'Twas  (imple  ruflet,  but  it  was  her  own, 

'Twas  her  own  country  bred  the  flock  fo  fair; 
'Twas  her  own  labour  did  the  fleece  prepare, 
And,  footh  to  fay, her  pupils,  rang'd  around, 
Thro'  pious  awe  did  term  it  palling  rare ; 
For  they  in  gaping  wonderment  abound, 
And  think,  no  doubt,  (he  been  thegreatelt  wight 
on  ground. 
Albeit,  ne  flatt'ry  did  corrupt  her  truth ; 
Ne  pompous  title  did  debauch  her  ear  j 
Goodv,  good-woman,  goiiip,n'aiint,forfooth, 
Or  dame,  the  lole  additions  (lie  did  hear; 
Yet  thefe  (he  chaheng'd,  theit  the  held  right 
dear ; 
Ne  would  eileem  him  aft  as  mought  behove, 
Whoftiouldnot hon  ur'd eld  v>ih theiereverej 
For  never  title  yet  fo  mean  could  prove, 
Buttherewas  ekea  iiiindwhich  did  thattitle  love. 

One  ancient  hen  (he  took  delight  to  feed, 
The  plodding  pattern  of  the  buiy  dame, 
Which  ever  and  anon,  impeli'd  by  need, 

Into  her  (chool,  begirt  with  chickens, came; 
Such  favour  did  her  pad  deportment  claim  : 
And  if  neglecl  had  lavifli'd  on  the  ground 
Fragment  of  bread,  (he  would  coilecl:  the  lame; 
For  well  (lie  new,  and  quaintly  cold  ex- 
pound. 
What  fin  it  were  to  wade  the  fmalleft  crumb  (he 
found. 
Herbs  too  (lie  knew,  and  well  of  each  could 
fpeak, 
That  in  her  garden  fipp'd  the  filv'ry  dew, 
Where  no  vain  now'rdiiclos'd  a  gaudy  ltreak, 

But  herbs  for  ufe  and  phylic  not  a  few, 
Of  grey  renown,  within  thofe  borders  grewj 

The  tufted  baill,  pun-provoking  thyme, 
Frefli  baum,  and  marygold  of  cheeful  hue. 
The  lowly  gill,  that  never  dares  to  climb, 
And  more  I  fain  would  ling,  dildaining  here  to 
rhyme. 
Yet  euphrafy  may  not  be  left  unfung, 

Thatgivesdimeyestowanderleagriesaround; 
And  pungent  radi'h,  biting  infant's  tongue  ; 
And  plaintain  ribb'djthat  heals  the  reaper's 
wound  j 

*  The  south-west  wind,  south,  &c. 
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And  marjVam  fweet,  in  fhepherd's  pofie  found; 

And  lavender,  whole  fpikes  of  azure  bloom 

Shall  be,  erewhile,  in  arid  bundles  bound, 

To  lurk  amidfl  the  labours  of  her  loom, 

And  crown  her  "'kerchiefs  clean  with  mickle  rare 

perfume.  [cro.wn'd 

And    here    trim    rofemarine,   that   whilom 

The  daintiefl  garden  of  the  proudeft  peer, 
Ere,  driven  from  its  envied  fite,  it  found 
A  facred  fhelter  for  its  branches  here, 
Where  edg'd  with  gold  its  glitt'ring  fkirts 
appear. 
O  wallel  days  !  O  cuftoms  meet  and  well ! 
Ere  this  was  banifh'd  from  its  lofty  fphere ; 
Simplicity  then  fought  this  humble  cell, 
Nor  ever  would  flie  more  with  thane  and  lord- 
ling  dwell. 
Here  oft  the  dame,  on  Sabbath's  decent  eve, 
Hymned  fuch  pfalms  as  Steenhold  forth 
did  mete. 
If  winter  'twere  me  to  her  hearth  did  cleave : 

But  in  her  garden  found  a  fummer  feat: 
Sweet  melody  !  to  hear  her  then  repeat 

How  Ifrael's  fons,  beneath  a  foreign  king, 
While  taunting  foe-men  did  a  fong  entreat. 
All  for  the  nonce  untuning  every  firing, 
TJphung  their  ufelefs   lyres— fmall  heart  had 
they  to  fmg. 

Forme  was  jufl,  and  friend  to  virtuous  lore, 
And  pafs'd  muchtimein  truly  virtuousdeed: 
And  in  thofe  elfins'  ears  would  oft  deplore 
The  times  when  Truth  by  Popiih  rage  did 
bleed, 
And  tortious  death  was  true  Devotion's  meed; 
And  fimple  Faith  in  iron  chains  did  mourn, 
That  nould  on  wooden  image  place  her  creed; 
And  lawny  faint:,  in  fmould'ring  flames  did 
burn  :  [return. 

AW  deareftLord!  forefend  thilk days  mould  e'er 
In  elbow  chair,  like  that  of  Scottim  Item, 

By  the  fharptocth  of  cank'ringEld  defae'd, 
In  which,  when  he  receives  his  diadem, 

Ourfov'reignprince  and  liefelt  liege  isplac'd, 
The  matron  fate :  and  fome  with  rank  fne 
grae'd, 
The  fource  of  children's  and  of  courtier's 
pride !  fpafs'd) 

Redrefs'd  affronts  (for  vile  affronts  there 
And  warn'd  them  not  the  fretful  to  deride, 
But  love  each  other  dear,  whatever  them  betide. 
Right  well  fhe  knew  each  temper  to  defcry, 
To  thwart  the  proud,and  thefubmifs  to  raile; 
Some  with  vile  copper  prize  exalt  on  high, 

Andfomeenticewithpittancefmallofpraife; 
And  other  fome  with  baleful  fprigfhe  'frays  : 
E'en  abfent,  fhe  the  reins  of  pow'r  doth  hold, 
While  with  quaint  arts  the  giddy  crowd  fhe 
fways ; 
Forewarn'd,if  little  bird  their  pranksbehold, 
'Twill  whifper  in  her  ear,  and  all  the  fcene  un- 
fold. 


Lo!  now  with  flate  (be  utters  the  command  ! 

Eftlbons  the  urchins  to  their  talks  repair} 
Their  books  of  Mature  fmall,  they  take  in  hand, 

Which  with  pellucid  horn  iecured  are, 
To  lave  from  finger  wet  the  letters  lair. 

The  work  fo  gay  that  on  their  back  is  feen. 
St.  George's  high  achievements  does  declare, 

On  which  thilk  wight  that  has  y gazing  been, 
Kens  the  forth-coming  rod  j  unpiealing  light,  I 
ween ! 
Ah  I  lucklefs  he,  r.nd  born  beneath  the  beam, 

Of  evil  flar  !  it  irks  me  whilfl  I  write  ! 
As  erfl  the  bard*  by  Mulla's  filver  flream, 

Oft  as  he  told  of  deadly  dolorous  plight, 
Sigh'd  as  he  fung,  and  did  in  tears  indite; 

For,  brandifhing  the  rod,  fhe  doth  begin 
To  loole  the  brogues,  the  ltripling's  late  de- 
light ! 
And  down  they  drop;  appears  his  dainty  fkin, 
Fair  as  the  furry  coat  of  whiteil  ermilin. 

O  ruthful  fccne\  when  from  a  nook  obfeure 

His  little  lifter  doth  his  peril  fee : 
All  playful  as  me  fate,  fhe  grows  demure, 

She  finds  full  foon  her  wonted  fpirits  flee; 
She  meditates  a  pray'r  to  let  him  free : 

Nor  gentle  pardon  could  this  dame  deny 
(If  gentle  pardon  could  with  dames  agree) 
To  her  fad  grief  that  fwells  in  either  eye, 
And  wrings  herfo,  that  all  for  pity  Ike  could  die. 
No  longer  can  {he  now  her  fhrieks  command. 
And  hardly  fhe  forbears,  thro'  awful  fear, 
To  rufhen  forth,  and,wif  h  prefumptuousha.id, 

To  flay  harm  jultice  in  its  mid  career. 
On  thee  fne  calls,  on  thee,  her  parent  dear? 

(  Ah!  too  remote  to  wardthefhamefulbiow ! ) 
She  fees  no  kind  domeftic  vilage  near, 
And  foon  a  flood  of  tears  begins  to  flow, 
And  gives  a  loofe  at  laft  to  unavailing  woe. 
But,ahi  what  pen  his  piteous  plight  may  trace? 
Or  what  device  his  ioud  laments  explain  ? 
The  form  uncouth  of  his  dil'guiied  face  ? 

The  pallid  hue  that  dyes  his  looks  amain  ? 
Theplenteousmow'rthatdoeshischeekdiltain? 
When  he  in  abjeel  wife  implores  the  dame, 
Ne  hopeth  aught  of  fweet  reprieve  to  gain  j 
Or  when  from  high  fhe  levels  well  her  aim, 
And,  thro'  the  thatch,  his  cries  each  falling 
firoke  proclaim. 
The  other  tribe,  aghaft,  with  fore  difmay 

Attend,andconn  their  taikswithmickle  care, 
By  turns,  altonied,  ev'ry  twig  furvey, 

And  from  their  fellows  hateful  wound l 
beware, 
Knowing,  I  will,  how  each  the  fame  may  fhare; 
Till  fear  has  taught  them  a  performance 
meet, 
And  to  the  well-known  chefl  the  dame  repair, 
Whence  oft  with  f  ugar'd  cates  fhe  doth  'em 
greet, 
And  gingerbread  y-rare  3  now,  certes,  doubly 
fweet  I 
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See,  to  their  feats  they  hye  with  merry  glee, 

And  in  befeemly  order  fitten  there, 
All  but  the  wight  of  bum  y-galled  ;  he 
Abhorreth  bench,  and  itool,  and  form,  and 
chair  [hair); 

(This  hand  in  mouth  y-fixed,  that  rends  his 
And  eke  with  fnubs  profound,  and  heaving 
brcaft, 
Convuiiions  intermitting !  does  declare 
His  grievous  wrong,his  dame's  unjultbeheft, 
Andscoinsherofter'dlove,andfhunstobecarefs'd. 

His  face  befprent  with  liquid  chryftai  fhines  ; 

H's  blooming  face,thatieemsapurplc(Jow'r, 
Which  low  to  earth  his  drooping  head  decines, 

All  fmeai'dand  fullied  by  a  vernal  fhow'r. 
Oh  the  hard  bofoms  of  defpotic  pow'r! 

All,  all  but  me,  the  author  of  his  lhame, 
All,  all  but  fhe,  regret  this  mournful  hour: 

Vet  hence  the  youth,  and  hence  the  fiov/'r 
ihall  claim, 
If  fo,  I  deem  aright,  tranfcending  worth  and  fame. 

Behind  fome  door  in  melancholy  thought, 

Mindlefs  of  food,  he,  dreary  caitiff !  pines  3 
Ne  for  his  fellows  joyaunce  careth  ought, 

But  to  the  wind  ail  merriment  refigns, 
And  deems  it  lhame  if  he  to  peace  inclines; 

And  many  a  Allien  look  aikaunce  is  fent, 
Which  for  his  dame's  annoyance  he  defigns  ; 

And  ltill  the  more  topleafure  him  fhe'sbent, 
The  more  doth  he,  perverfe,  her  "haviour  pait 
relent. 

Ah  me  !  how  much  I  fear  left  pride  it  be ! 

But  if  that  pride  it  be  which  thus  inspires. 
Beware,  ye  dames  !  with  nice  difcernment  fee, 
Ye  quench  not  too  the  (parks  of  nobler  tires : 
Ah  !  better  far  than  all  the  M  life's  lyres 

(All  coward  arts)  is  valour's  gen  Yous  heat ; 
The  firm  iix'd  breait  which  fit  and  right  re- 
x  quires, 

Like  Vernon's  patriot  foul,  more  juftly  great 
Than  craft  that  pimps  for  ill,  or  fiow'ry  faife 
deceit. 

Yet,  nurs'd  with  fkill,  what   dazzling  fruits 
appear ! 
E'en  now  fagacious  forefight  points  to  fhow 
A  little  bench  of  heedlefs  bifhops  here, 

And  there  a  chancellor  in  embryo, 
Or  bard  fublime,  if  bard  may  e'er  be  fo ; 
As  Milton,  Shakefpeare,  names  that  ne'er 
(hall  die ! 
Tho'  now  he  crawl  along  the  ground  fo  low ; 
Nor  weeting  how  the  mufe  fhould  foar  on 
high,  _  >  [fly. 

Wifheth,  poor  ilarv'ling  elf !  his  paper  kite  may 

And  this  perhaps,  who  cens'ring  the  defign, 
Low  lays  the  house  which  that  of  cards 
doth  build, 

Shall  Dennis  be,  if  rigid  Fates  incline; 
And  many  an  epic  to  his  rage  fhall  yield, 


And  many  a  poet  quit  th'  Aonian  field: 

And,lbur'd  by  age,  profound  he  fhall  appear* 

As  he  who  now,  with  'fdainful  fury  thrill 'd. 

Surveys  mine  work,  and  levels  many  a  fneer, 

And  furls  his  wrinkly  front,  and  cries,  '  Whaif 

ltuff  is  here!'1 

But  now  Dan  Phcebus  gains  the  middle  flcy, 
And  liberty  unbars  her  prilbn-door; 
And  like  a  rafting  torrent  out  they  fly, 

And  now  the  grafiy  cirque  han  cover'd  o'er 
With  boift'rous  revel-rout  and  wild  uproar. 

A  thoufand  ways  in  wanton  rings  they  run, 
Heaven  fhield  their  fhort  liv'd  paltimes,  I  im- 
plore ! 
For  well  may  Freedom,  erft  fo  dearly  won, 
Appear  toBritilh  elf  more  giadfome  than  the  fun. 

Enjoy,  poor  imps  !  enjoy  your  fportive  trade^ 

And  chafe  gay  lliesjandcullthefaireftflow'rs, 

For  when  my  bones  irrgrafs  green  fods  are  laid, 

For  never  may  ye  tafte  more  carelels  hour* 

In  knightly  callles,  or  in  ladies'  bow'rs. 

O  vain,  to  feek  delight  in  earthly  things! 
But  molt  in  courts,  where  proud  Ambition 
tow'rs ; 
Deluded  wight !  who  weens  fair  peace  can 
fpring 
Beneath  the  pompous  dome  of  kefar  or  of  king. 

See  in  each  fp:ite  fome  various  bent  appear! 

Thefe  rudely  carol  molt  incondite  lay} 
Tholeiaunt'ringon  the  green,with  jocund  leer. 

Salute  the  ft  ranger  paffing  on  his  way: 
Some  builden  fragile  tenements  of  clay; 

Some  to  the  ftanding  lake  their  courfes  bend. 
With  pebbles  fmooth,  at  duck  and  drake  to 
play; 

Thilk  to  the  huxter's  fav'ry  cottage  tend, 
Inpafty  kings  and  queens  th'allotted  mite  tofpend* 

Here,  as  each  feafon  yields  a  different  ftore, 

Each  feafon's  ftores  in  order  ranged  been; 
Apples  with  cabbage -net  y-cover'd  o'er, 

Gallingfulii6reth'unmoniedwight,arefeen; 
And  gooieb'rie,  clad  in  liv'ry  red  or  green : 

And  here  of  lovely  dye  the  Cath'rinepearj 
Fine  pear  !  as  lovely  for  thy  juice  I  ween ; 

O  may  no  wight  e'er  pennylefs  come  there^' 
Left,  fmit  with  ardent  love,  he  pine  with  hope- 
lefs  care ! 

See  cherries  here,  ere  cherries  yet  abound, 

With  thread  Co  white  in  tempting  polies  tietT, 
Scatt'iing  like  blooming  maid  their  glance« 
round, 
With  pamper'd  look  draw  little  eyes  aflde> 
And  muft  be  bought,  tho'  penury  betide; 

The  plum  all  azure,  and  the  nut  all  brown  ; 
And  here  each  feafon  do  thofe  cakes  abide, 
Whole  honour'd  names  th'  inventive  city 
own, 
Rend'ring  thro'  Britain's  ille  Salopia's*  praifes 
known. 


*  Shrewsbury  Cakes. 


Admir'd 
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Admir'd  Salopia  !  that  with  venial  pride 

EyesherbrightforminSevern'sambientwave, 
Fam'd  for  her  loyal  cares  in  perils  tried  ; 

HerdaughtersloveIy,andherftriplingsbrave: 
Amidft  the  reft,  may  flow'rs  adorn  his  grave 

Whofeartdidfirft  thefe  dulcet  cates  difplay! 
A  motive  fair  to  Learning's  imps  he  gave, 

Who  cheerlefs  o'er  herdarkling  region  ftray, 
TillReafon's  morn  arife,  and  light  them  on  their 
way. 

§  98.     Oriental  Eclogues.     By  Mr.  Collins. 

ECLOGUE      I. 

Selim  y  or  the  Shepherd's  Moral. 

Scene,  a  Valley,  near  Bagdat. — Time,  the  Morning. 

*  V^E  Perfran  maids,  attend  your  Poet's  lays, 

■*■  *  And  hear  how  Ihepherds  pass  their  golden 

*  days. 
«  Not  all  are  bleft,  whom  Fortune's  hand  fuftains 

*  With  wealth  in  courts,  nor  all  that  haunt  the 

*  plains : 
«  Well  may  your  hearts  believe  the  truths  1  tell ; 

*  'Tis  virtue  makes  the  blifs,  where'er  we  dwell.' 

Thus  Selim  fung,  by  facred  Truth  infpir'd  ; 
Norpraifebut  fuch  as  Truth  beflow'd,  deiir'd : 
Wife  in  himfelf,  his  meaning  longs  convey'd 
Informing  morals  to  the  fhepherd  maid  j 
Or  taught  the  fwains  that  fureft  blifs  to  find, 
What  groves  nor  ftreams  beitow,a  virtuous  mind. 

When  fvveet  and  blufhing,  like  a  virgin  bride, 
The  radiant  morn  refum'd  her  orient  pride  $ 
When  wanton  gales  along  the  vallies  play, 
Breathe  on  eachflow'r,and  bear  their  fweetsaway; 
J3y  Tygris'  wandering  waves  he  fat,  and  fung, 
This  ufeful  leffon  for  the  fair  and  young  : 

*  Ye  Perfian  dames,'  he  faid,  *  to  you  belong 
'  (Well  may  they  pleafe)  the  morals  of  my  long: 

*  No  fairer  maids,  I  truft,  than  you  are  found, 

*  Grac'd  with  foft  arts,the  peopled worldaround! 
«  The  morn  that  lights  you  to  your  loves  fupplies 
'  Each  gentler  ray,  delicious  .to  your  eyes  ; 

*  Foryou  thofefiow'rs  her  fragrant  hands  beftow. 

*  And  yours  the  love  that  kings  delight  to  know. 

*  Yet  think  not  thefe,  all  beauteous  as  they  are, 

<  The  beftkindbleffingsHeaven  can  grant  thefair: 

<  Who  trull  alone  in  beauty's  feeble  ray, 

'  Boalt  but  the  worth  Balfora's*  pearls  difplay! 
4  Drawnfromthe  deep,  weown  the  furface  bright: 

*  But,  dark  within,  they  drink  no  luftrous  light. 
«  Such  are  the  maids,  and  fuch  the  charms  they 

*  By  fenfe  unaided,  or  to  virtue  loft.       [boaft, 

*  Self-flatt'ring  fex  !  your  hearts  believe  in  vain 

*  That  Love  (hall  blind,  when  once  he  fires  the 
«  Or  hope  a  lover  by  your  faults  to  win,  [fwainj 
«  As  fpots  on  ermin  beautify  the  fkin: 

<  Who  feeks  fecure  to  rule,  be  firft  her  care 

*  Each  softer  virtue  that  adorns  the  fair; 

«  Each  tender  pafTion  man  delights  to  find 
;  The  lov'd  perfection  of  a  female  mind  ! 


1  Bleft  were  the  days  when  Wifdom  held  her 

*  reign, 
'  And  Ihepherds  fought  heron  the  filent plain; 
c  With  Truth  !  fhe  wedded  in  the  fecret  grove, 
'  Immortal  Truth !  and  daughters    bleft  their 

'  love. 

'  O  hafte,  fair  maids  !  ye  Virtues,  come  away! 
1  Sweet  Peace  and  Plenty  lead  you  on  your  way! 
1  The  balmy  fhrub  for  you  fhall  love  our  fhore, 
1  By  Ind  excell'd  or  Araby,  no  more. 

*  Loft  to  our  fields,  for  ib  the  fates  ordain, 
1  The  dear  deferters  fhall  return  again. 
'  Come  thou,  whofe  thoughts  as  limpid  fprings 

*  are  clear ; 
1  To  lead  the  train,  fweet  Modefty,  appear  : 
'  Here  make  thy  court  amidst  our  rural  fcene, 

*  Andfhepherdgirlsfhallowntheefor  their  queen, 
'  With  thee  be^Chnftity,  of  all  afraid, 

*  Diftrufting  all,  a  wife  fufpicious  maid ; 
1  But  man  the  moft — not  more  the  mountain  doe 

*  Holds  the  fwift  falcon  for  her  deadly  foe. 
(  Cold  is  her  breaft,likeflow'rs  that  drink  the  dew; 
1  A  filken  veil  conceals  her  from  the  view. 
'  No  wild  defires  amidft  thy  train  be  known, 
c  But  Faith,  whole  heart  is  fixed  on  one  alone: 
'  Defponding  Meeknefs,with  her down-caft  eyes, 
4  And  friendly  Pity,  full  of  tender  fighs ; 
'  And  Love  the  laft.  By  thefeyour  hearts  approve; 
{  Thefe  are  the  virtues  that  muft  lead  to  love.' 

Thus  fung  the  fwainj  and  ancient  legends  say. 
The  maids  of  Bagdat  verified  the  lay : 
Dear  to  the  plains,  the  Virtues  came  along ; 
The  ihepherds  lov'd,  and  Selim  blefs'd  his  fang. 


ECLOGUE      II. 

Hajfan-y  or  the  Camel- Driver. 

Scene,  the  Desert. — Time,  Mid-day. 

IN  filent  horror,  o'er  the  boundlefs  wafte, 
The  driver  Harlan  with  his  camels  pafs'd  : 
One  crufeof  water  on  his  back  he  bore, 
And  his  light  fcrip  contain'd  a  fcanty  llore; 
A  fan  of  painted  feathers  in  his  hand, 
To  guard  his  fhaded  face  from  fcorching  fand. 
The  fultry  fun  had  gain'd  the  middle  fky, 
And  not  a  tree,  and  not  an  herb,  was  nigh  : 
The  beafts  with  pain  their  dufty  way  purfue, 
Shrill  roar 'd  the  winds,  and  dreary  was  the  view, 
With  defperate  forrow  wild,  th'  affrighted  man 
Thrice  iigh'd,  thrice  itruck  his  breaft,  and  thus 
began  ; 

'  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 

*  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my 
'  way ! 

■  Ah !  little  thought  I  of  the  blafting  wind, 
1  The  thirft  or  pinching  hunger  that  I  find  ! 
'  Bethink  thee,  Haflan,  where  fhall  thirft  afTuage, 

<  When  fails  this  crufe,  his  unrelenting  rage  ? 

<  Soon  fhall  this  fcrip  its  precious  load  reiign  ; 

1  Then  what  but  tears  and  hunger  fhall  be  thine? 
«  Ye  mute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear 
•  In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  fhare  ! 


*  The  Gulf  of  that  name,  famous  for  the  pearl  fishery. 


« Here, 
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*  Here,  wher^nofpringsinmurmursbrcakaway, 
'  Or  mofs-crownV  fountains  mitigite  the  day, 

*  In  vain  ye  hope  the  r-veen  delights  to  kn 
•Which   plains   more  bleit,  or  verdant  vales 

'benV- 

*  Here  rocks  alone,  and  taflelefs  fands  arj  found, 

*  And  faintand  licklywindsforeverhowlaround. 

•  Sad  was  the  hour,  r>nd  lucklefs  was  the  day, 

•  When  firil  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my 

(  way ! 
■  Curft  oc  the  gold  and  filver  which  perfuade 

*  Weak  men  to  follow  far-fatiguing  trade  ! 

*  The  lily  Peace  outlines  the  iilver  ftore, 

*  And  life  is  dearer  than  the  golden  ore: 

*  Y  t  money  tempts  us  o'er  the  defert  brown, 

*  To  ev'ry  diftant  mart  and  wealthy  town. 

*  Full  oft  we  tempt  the  land,  and  oft  the  fea; 

*  And  are  we  only  yet  repaid  by  thee  ? 
'Ah!  why  this  ruin  Jo  attractive  made? 
'  Or  why,  fond  man,  fo  eaflly  betray'd? 

'  Why  heed  we  not,  while  mad  we  hafte  along, 
'  The  gentle  voice  of  Peace,  or  Pleafure's  long  ? 

*  Or  wherefore  think  theflow'ry  mountain's  fide, 

*  The  fountain's  murmurs,and  the  valley'spridej 
'  Why  think  we  these  leJs  pleaJing  to  behold 

'  Than  dreary  deferts,  if  they  lead  to  gold  ? 
'  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 

•  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my 

*  way ! 

•  O  ceafe,  my  fears! — all  frantic  as  I  go, 

*  When  thought  creates  unnumber'd  fcenes  of 

1  woe. 

*  What  if  the  lion  in  his  rage  I  meet! 

'  Oft  in  the  duft  I  view  his  printed  feet: 
■  And,  fearful!  oft,  when  day's  declining  light 
'  Yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mourner  Night, 
1  By  hunger  rous'd,he  fcours  the  groaning  plain, 
'  Gaunt  wolves  and  fullen  tigers  in  his  train  ; 

*  Before  them  Death,  with  flirieks,  directs  I 

*  way! 

'  Fills  the  wild  yell,  and  leads  them  to  their  prey. 

•  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
'  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my 

*  way ! 

'  At  that  dead  hour  the  filent  afp  Hi  all  creep, 
'  If  aught  of  reft  I  find  upon  m/  fieep: 

*  Or  fome  fwoln  ferpent  tv.  ;ft  h  :s  fcales  around, 

*  And  wake  to  anguifh  with  a  bu.ning  wound. 

*  Thrice  happy  they,  the  wife.con  tented  poor: 
'  From  luft  of  wealth,and  dread  of  death  fee  ure! 
'  They  tempt  no  deierts,and  no  griefs  they  rind ; 
'  Peace  rules  the  day,  where  reaJbn  ru'es  themind. 

'  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
'  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my 

1  way  ( 
'  O  hapleJs  youth!  for  (he  thy  love  hath  won, 
'  The  tender  Zira,  will  be  molt  undone! 

*  Big  i weird  my  heart,  and  own'd  the  powerful 

*  maid, 

*  When  fait  (he  dropp'd  her  tears,  and  thus 

*  ftiefaid:' 


'Fare vv:i  the  youth,whom  ilghs  cculdnotdetai a , 
"  Whom  Zara's  breaking  heart  imolorV!  in  vain; 
c  Yet  as  thou  go'it,  may  ev'iy  bluft  arife 
1  Weak  and  unfelt  a;  'lieie  rejected  fighs! 
M  S afe  o'er  the  wild,  no  perils  mayft  tr.^u  fee; 
•'  No  griefs  endure;  nor  weep,  fahe  youth,  like 

"  me!" 
'  O  let  me  fafely  to  the  Fair, return, 
1  Say,with  a  kils,  (he  must  not,  (hall  not  mourn! 
1  O  let  me  teach  my  heart  to  loJe  its  fe:v:<, 
Recall'd  by  Wisdom's  voice,  and  Z.ira's  tears !  * 
Hefaid;  and  cail'don  heaven  to  blefs  the  day. 
When  back  to  Schiraz'  walls  he  bent  his  way. 

ECLOGUE      III. 

Abra  \  or,  the  Georgian  Sultana, 

Scene,  a  Forest.— Time,  tl;e  Erening. 

IN  Qeorgia's  land,  whereTem'is',tow,rsareleen 
In  diftant  view  along  the  level  green: 
While  evening  dews  enrich  the  glitt'ring  glade. 
And  the  tail  forefts  caft  a  longer  (hade; 
What  time  'tis  fweet  o'er  fields  of  rice  to  ftray, 
Or  fcent  the  breathing  maize  at  fetting  day; 
Amidft  the  maids  of  Zagen's  peaceful  grove 
Emy»a  fung  the  pleafing  cares  of  iove. 

Of  Abra  rirft  began  the  tender  ftrain, 
Who  led  her  youth  with  flocks  upon  the  plain; 
At  morn  (he  came,  tho(e  willing  flocks  to  lead, 
Where  lilies  rear  them  in  the  wat'ry  mead: 
From  early  dawn  the  live-long  hours  (he  told, 
Till  late  at  iilent  eve  (he  penn'd  the  fold. 
Deep  in  the  grove,  beneath  the  fecret  made, 
A  various  wreath  of  od'rous  flowers  (lie  made. 
Gaymotley'd  pinks  and  fweet  jonquils  fhechofe,* 
The  violet  blue,  that  en  the  mo's-bank  grows; 
All  fweet  to  fenfe,  the  flaunting  rofe  was  there: 
The  fmiJh'd  chaplet  well  adorn'd  her  hair. 

Great  Abbas  chane'd  that  fated  morn  toftray, 
By  love  conducted  from  the  chace  awry: 
the  vocal  vales  he  heard  her  fonsr, 
And  fought  the  vales  and  echoinggrov?  e  a  mono 
At  length  he  found,  and  woo'd  the  rural  maid; 
She  knew  the  monarch,  and  with  fear  obey'd. 
1  Be  ev'ry  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
1  And  ev'ry  Geo'^ian  maid  like  Abralov'd  1* 
The  royal  lover  bore  her  from  the  phin ; 
Yet  illll  her  crook  and  bleating  flock  remain: 
Oft  as  fne  went  (he  backward  turn'd  her  \ievr, 
And  bade  that  crook  and  bleating  flock  adieu. 
Fair,  happy  maid!  to  other  fcenes  remove; 
To  richer  fcenes  of  golden  pow'r  and  love ! 
Go,  leave  the  iimple  pipe,  and  iheoherd's  flrain; 
With  love  delight  thee,  and  with  Abbas  reign, 
'  Be  ev'ry  youth  like  rojil  Abbas  mov'd, 
*  And  every  Georgian  rmid  like  AbralovM". 
Yet,  midft  the  blaze  of  courts,  fhefec'dherlove 
On  the  coo!  fountain,  or  the  fhady  gfbve; 
Still,  with  the  fhepherd's  innocence,  her  mind 
To  the  fweet  vale  and  flow'ry  mead  inciin'd : 


*  That  these  flowers  are  found  in  very  great  aou: dance  in  sorne  of  the  provloc.es  of  Persia,  see  th# 
JModtru  History  of  the  ungenieus  Mr.  Salmos. 
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And  oft  as  Springrenew'dtheplainswithflow'rs, 
JBreath'd  his  foftgales,and  led  the  fragrant  hours, 
With  fare  return  flie  fought  the  fylvan  fcene, 
The  breezy  mountains,  and  the  forefts  green. 
Her  maids  around  hermov'd,  a  duteous  band! 
Each  bore  a  crook  all-rural  in  her  hand  : 
Some  fimple  lay  of  flocks  and  herds  they  lung  j 
With  joy  the  mountain  and  the  foreft  rung. 
'  Be  ev'ry  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 

*  And  ev'ry  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd!' 
And  oft  the  royal  lover  left  the  care 

And  thorns  of  ftate,  attendant  on  the  Fair; 
Oft  to  the  lhades  and  low-roof'd  cots  retir'd, 
Or  fought  the  vale  where  firft  his  heart  was  hVd: 
A  ruiTet  mantle,  like  a  fvvain,  he  wore; 
And  thought  of  crowns  and  bufy  courtsnomore. 

*  Be  ev'ry  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
'And  ev'ry  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd!' 
Bleft  was  the  life  that  royal  Abbas  led: 

Sweet  was  his  love,  and  innocent  his  bed. 

What  if  in  wealth  the  noble  maid  excel; 

The  fimple  Ihepherd-girl  can  love  as  well. 

Xet  thofe  who  rule  on  Perfia's  Jewell 'd  throne 

Be  fam'd  for  love,  and  gentleft  love  alone; 

Or  wreathe,  like  Abbas,  full  of  fair  renown, 

The  lover's  myrtle  with  the  warrior's  crown. 

«  O  happy  days  !'  the  maids  around  her  fay; 

'  O  hafte,  profufe  of  bleflings,  hafte  away ! 
'  Be  ev'ry  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
'  And  ev'ry  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  !' 

-      ECLOGUE      IV 

Agib  and  Secander;  or,  the  Fugitives. 

Scene,  a  Mountain,  in  Circassia. — Time,  Midnight. 

IN  fair  Circafila,  where,  to  love  inclin'd, 
Each  fwain  was  blelt,  for  ev'ry  maid  was  kind; 
At  that  Hill  hour  when  awful  midnight  reigns, 
And  none  but  wretches  haunt  thetwilightplains, 
What  time  the  moon  had  hungrier  lampon  high; 
And  pafs'd  in  radiance  thro' the  cloudlefs  Iky; 
Sad  o'er  the  dews  two  brother  fhepherds  fled, 
Where  'wildering  fear  and  defp'rate  forrow  led ! 
Fail  as  they  prefs'd  their  flight,  behind  them  lay 
Wide  ravag'd  plains,  and  valleys  Hole  away. 
Along  the  mountain's  bending  fide  they  ran  ; 
Till,  faint  and  weak,  Secander  thus  began: 

SECANDER. 

Oh  Hay  thee,  Agib ;    for  my  feet  deny, 
No  longer  friendly  to  my  life,  to  fly. 
Friend  of  my  heart,  oh  turn  thee,  and  furvey, 
Trace  our  fad  flight  thro'  all  its  length  of  way ! 
And  firft  review  that  long-extended  plain, 
And  yon  wide  groves, already  pafs'd  with  pain ! 
Yon  ragged  cliff,  whole  dang'rous  path  we  tried! 
And,  laft,  this  lofty  mountain's  weary  fide  ! 

AGIB. 

Weak  as  thou  art,  yet  haplefs  mull thouknow 
The  toils  of  flight,  or  fome  feverer  woe  ! 
Still  as  I  hafte,  the  Tartar  fhouts  behind, 
And  fhrieksand  forrowsloadthefadd'ningwind; 
In  rage  of  heart,  with  ruin  in  his  hand, 
He  blaftsour  harvefts,  and  deforms  our  land. 
Yon  citron  grove,  whence  firft  in  fear  we  came, 
Drops  its  fair  honours  to  the  conquering  flame: 


Far  fly  the  fwain s,  like  us,  in  deep  defpair; 
And  leave  to  ruffian  bands  their  fleecy  care. 

SECANDER. 

Unhappy  land!  whole  blelTingstemptthefword; 
la  vain,  unheard,  thou  call'll  thy  Perlian  lord! 
Id  vain  thoucourt'lthim,  helplefs,  to  thine  aid, 
To  fhield  the  fhepherd,  and  proteel  the  maid  1 
Far  off,  in  thoughtlefs  indolence  relign'd, 
Soft  dreams  of  love  and  plea fu re  footh  his  mind; 
Midil  fair  Sultanas  loft  in  idle  joy, 
No  wars  alarm  him,  and  no  fears  annoy. 

AGIB. 

Yet  thefe  green  hills,  in  fu  miner's  fultry  heat. 
Have  lent  the  monarch  oft  a  cool  retreat. 
Sweet  to  the  fight  is  Zabra's  flow'ry  plain, 
And  once  by  maid;;  and  fhepherds  lov'd  in  vain ! 
No  more  the  virgins  fnall  delight  to  rove 
By  Sargis'  banks,  or  Irwan's  Ihady  grove; 
On  Tarkie's  mountain  catch  the  cooling  gale, 
Or  breathe  the  fweets  of  Aly's  flow'ry  vale; 
Fair  fcenes !  but  ah !  no  more  with  peace  pofleft, 
With  eafe  alluring,  and  with  plenty  bleft. 
No  more  the  fhepherds'  whit'ning  tents  appear, 
Nor  the  kind  produces  of  a  bounteous  year; 
No  more  the  date,  with  fnowy  bloflbmscrown'di 
But  Ruin  fpreads  her  baleful  fires  around. 

SECANDER. 

In  vain  Circaflia  boalts  her  fpicy  groves, 
For  ever  fam'd  for  pure  and  happy  loves: 
In  vain  fhe  boalts  her  faireft  of  the  fair, 
Their  eyes'  blue  languifh,and  their  golden  hair, 
Thole  eyes  in  tears  their  f  ruitlefs  grief  muft  fendj 
Thole  hairs  the  Tartar's  cruel  hand  lhall  rend. 

AGIB. 

Ye  Georgian  fwain s,  that  piteous  learn  from 
Circafiia's  ruin,  and  the  walle  of  war;  [far 

Some   weightier  arms  than  crooks  and  ftafts 

prepare, 
To  fttield  your  harveft,  and  defend  your  fair; 
The  Turk  and  Tartar  like  defigns  purfue, 
Fix'd  to  deftroy,  and  ftedfaft  to  undo. 
Wild  as  his  land,  in  native  deferts  bred, 
By  luft  incited,  or  by  malice  led, 
The  villain  Arab,  as  he  prowls  for  prey, 
Oft  marks  with  blood  and  wafting  flames  the  way* 
Yet  none  lb  cruel  as  the  Tartar  foe, 
To  death  inur'd,  and  nurs'd  in  fcenes  of  woe. 

He  faid;  when  loud  along  the  vale  was  heard 
A  Ihriller  fhriek,  and  nearer  fires  appear'd; 
The  affrighted  lhepherds,  thro'  the  de  wsofnight, 
Wideo'erthemoon-lighthillsrenew'dtheirflight. 


§99.     The  Splendid  Shilling.    J.Phillips, 

" Sing  kcaven'.y  Muse  ! 

*'  Things  unatteinpted  yet  in  prose  or  rhyaie;" 
A  Shilling,  Breeches,  and  Chimeras  dire. 

TJT  appy  the  man,  who,  void  of  cares  and  ft  rife, 
■*■■*■  In  filken  or  in  leathern  purfe  retains 
A  fplendid  milling.     He  nor  hears  with  pain 
New  oyllers  cried,  nor  lighs  for  cheerful  ale: 
But  with  his  friends,  when  nightly  mills  arife, 

To 
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To  Juniper's  Magpye,  or  Town  Hall,*  repairs ; 
Where,  mindful  of  the  nymph  whofe  wanton  eye 
Transfix'dhis  foul,  and  kindled  amorous  flames, 
Chloe  or  Phillis,  he  each  circling  glafs 
Wiflieth  her  health,  and  joy,  and  equal  love. 
Meanwhile  he  fmokes,  and  laughs  at  merry  tale, 
Or  pun  ambiguous,  or  conundrum  quaint. 
But  I,  whom  griping  penury  furrounds, 
And  hunger,  lure  attendant  upon  want. 
With  fcanty  offals,  and  fmall  acid  tiff, 
(Wretched  repafl  !)  my  meagre  corfe  fuftain: 
Then  folitary  walk,  or  doze  at  home 
In  garret  vile,  and  with  a  warming  puff 
Regale  chill'd  fingers ;  or,  from  tube  as  black 
As  winter  chimney,  or  well  -polifh'd  jet, 
Exhale  mundungus,  ill  perfuming  fcentj 
Not  blacker  tube,  nor  of  a  fhorter  fize, 
Smokes  Cambro-Briton  (vers'd  in  pedigree, 
Sprung  from  Cadwallader  and  Arthur,  kings 
Full  famous  in  romantic  tale)  when  he 
O'er  many  a  craggy  hill  and  barren  cliff, 
Upon  a  cargo  of  fam'd  Ceftrian  cheefe, 
High  overfhadowing  rides,  with  a  defign 
To  vend  his  wares,  or  at  th'  Arvonian  mart, 
Or  Maridunum,  or  the  ancient  town 
Yclep'd  Brechinia,  or  where  Vaga's  ftream 
Encircles  Ariconium,  fruitful  foil  ! 
Whence  flow  neclareous  wines,  that  well  may  vie 
With  Maflic,  Setin,  or  renown'd  Falern. 

Thus,  while  my  joylefs  minutes  tedious  flow, 
With  looks  demure,  and  filent  pace,  a  Dun, 
Horrible  monller !  hated  by  Gods  and  men, 
To  my  aerial  citadel  afcends  : 
With  vocal  heel  thrice  thund'ring  at  my  gate, 
With  hideous  accent  thrice  he  calls  ;  I  know 
The  voice  ill-boding,  and  the  folemn  found. 
What  fhould  I  do  ?  or  whither  turn  ?  Amaz'd, 
Confounded,  to  the  dark  recefs  I  fly 
Of  wood-hole;  ftraight  my  briftling  hairs  erect 
Thro'  fudden  fear;  a  chilly  fweat  bedews 
My  fhudd'ring  limbs,  and  (wonderful  to  tell !) 
My  tongue  forgets  her  faculty  of  fpeech  j 
So  horrible  he  feems!     His  faded  brow 
Entrench'd  with  many  a  frown,and  conic  beard, 
And  fprcading  band,  admir'd  by  modern  faints, 
Difaftrous  acts  forebode;  in  his  right  hand 
Long  fcrolls  of  paper  folemnly  he  waves, 
With  characters  and  figures  dire  inferib'd, 
Grievous  to  mortal  eyes  (ye  gods,  avert 
Such  plagues  from  righteous  men  !).  Behind  him 
Another  monfter,  not  unlike  himfelf,        [ftalks 
Sullen  of  afpect,  by  the  vulgar  call'd 
A  Catchpole,  whofe  polluted  hands  the  gods 
With  force  incredible,  and  magic  charms, 
Erft  have  endued  ;  if  he  his  ample  palm 
Should  haply  on  ill-fated  fhoulder  lay 
Of  debtor,  ftraight  his  body,  to  the  touch 
Obfequious  (as  whilom  knights  were  Wont), 
To  fome  enchanted  caftle  is  cenvey'd, 
Where  gates  impregnable,  and  coercive  chains, 
In  durance  ftrict  detain  him ;  till,  in  form 
Of  money,  Pallas  fets  the  captive  free. 

Beware  ye  debtors  !  when  ye  walk  beware, 
Se  circumipett :  ©ft  with  infidious  ken 

*  Two  noted  alehouses 


[This  caitiff  eyes  your  fteps  aloof;  and  oft 
!  Lies  perdue  in  a  nook  or  gloomy  cave, 
'Prompt  to  enchant  fome  inadvertent  wretch 
With  his  unhallow'd  touch.     So  (poets  ling). 
Grimalkin,  to  domeftic  vermin  fworn 
An  everlaiting  foe,  with  watchful  eye 
Lies  nightly  brooding  o'er  a  chinky  gap, 
Protending  her  fell  claws,  to  thoughtlefs  mice 
Sure  ruin.     So  her  difembowell'd  web 
Arachne  in  a  hall  or  kitchen  fpreads, 
Obvious  to  vagrant  flies :  fhe  fecret  ftands 
Within  her  woven  cell ;  the  humming  prey 
Regardiefs  of  their  fate,  rufh  on  the  toils 
Inextricable,  nor  will  aught  avail 
Their  arts,  or  amis,  or  fhapes  of  lovely  hue; 
The  wafp  infidious,  and  the  buzzing  drone, 
And  butterfly,  proud  of  expanded  wings 
Diftinct  with  gold,  entangled  in  her  fnares, 
Ufelefs  refiftance  make:  with  eager  ftrides, 
She  tow'ring  flies  to  her  expected  fpoils  j 
Then  with  envenom'd  jaws  the  vital  blood 
Drinks  of  reluctant  foes,  and  to  her  cave 
Their  bulky  carcafes  triumphant  drags. 

So  pafs  my  days.  But  when  nocturnal  fhadei 
This  world  envelop,  and  th'  inclement  air 
Perfuades  men  to  repel  benumbing  frofts 
With  pleafant  wineo,and  crackling  blazeof  wood; 
Me,  lonely  fitting,  nor  the  glimmering  light 
Of  make-weight  candle,  nor  the  joyous  talk 
Of  loving  friends,  delights ;  diftrefs'd,  forlorn, 
Amidft  the  horrors  of  the  tedious  ni^ht, 
Darkling  I  ligh,  and  feed  with  difmal  thoughts 
My  anxious  mind ;  or  fometimes  mournful  verfe 
Indite,  and  ling  of  groves  and  myrtle  fhades, 
Or  defp'rate  lady  near  a  purling  ftream, 
Or  lover  pendant  on  a  willow-tree. 
Meanwhile  I  labour  with  eternal  drought, 
And  reillefs  wifh,  and  rave;  my  parched  throat 
Finds  no  relief,  nor  heavy  eyes  repofe: 
But  if  a  (lumber  haply  does  invade 
My  weary  limbs,  my  fancy  's  Hill  awake, 
Thoughtful  of  drink,  and  eager,  in  a  dream, 
Tipples  imaginary  pots  of  ale, 
In  vain :  awake,  I  find  the  fettled  thirft 
Still  gnawing,  and  thepleafant  phantom  curfe. 
Thus  do  I  live,  from  pleafure  quite  debarr'd, 
Nor  tafte  the  fruits  that  the  fun's  genial  rays 
Mature — john-apple,  nor  the  downy  peach, 
Nor  walnut  in  rough  furrow'd  coat  fecure, 
Nor  medlar  fruit  delicious  in  decay. 
Afflictions  great!  yet  greater  ftill  remain: 
My  galligafkins,  that  have  long  withftood 
The  winter's  fury,  and  encroaching  frofts, 
By  time  fuhdued  (what  will  not  time  fubdue?) 
A  horrid  chafm  difclofe.  with  orifice 
Wide,  difcontinuous  j  at  which  the  winds, 
Eurus  and  Aufter,  and  the  dreadful  force 
Of  Boreas,  that  congeals  the  Cronian  waves, 
Tumultuous  enter  with  dire  chilling  blafts, 
Portending  agues.     Thus  a  well-fraught  fhip. 
Long  fail'd  fecure,  or  thro'  th'  ^gean  deep, 
Or  the  Ionian,  till  cruifing  near 
The  Lilybean  fhore,  with  hideous  crufh 
On  Scylla  or  Charybdis  (dang'rous  rocks) 
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She  ftrikes  rebounding;  whence  the  fhatter'doak 
So  fierce  a  ihock  unable  to  withftand, 
Admits  the  Tea;  in  at  the  gaping  fide 
The  crowding  waves  rufh  with  impetuous  rage, 
Refiftlefs,  overwhelming!  Horrors  feize 
The  mariners ;  death  in  their  eyes  appears ; 
They  flare,  they  rave,  they  pump,  they  fwear, 

they  pray; 
("Win  efforts!)  (till  thebatt'ring  waves  rufh  in, 
Implacable;  till,  delug'd  by  the  foam, 
The  fhip  finks  found'ring  in  the  vaft  abyfs. 

§  ICO.    An  Fpifle  to  a  Lady,      Nt/GENT. 

/^Larinda,  dearly  lov'd,  attend 
^^  The  counfels  of  a  faithful  friend  ; 
Who,  with  the  warmeft  wifhes  fraught, 
Feels  all,  at  leaft,  that  friendfhip  ought! 
But  fince,  by  ruling  Heaven's  defign, 
Another's  fate  fhall  influence  thine; 
Oh  may  thefe  lines  for  him  prepare, 
A  blifs,  which  I  would  die  to  fhare! 

Man  may  for  wealth  or  glory  roam, 
But  woman  muft  be  bleft  at  home; 
To  this  fhould  all  her  ftudies  tend, 
This  her  great  object  and  her  end. 
Diftafte  unmingled  plea  Cures  bring, 
And  ufe  can  blunt  Affliction's  fting; 
Hence  perfect  blifs  no  mortals  know, 
And  few  are  plung'd  in  utter  woe: 
"While  Nature,  arm'd  again  ft  Defpair, 
Gives  pow'r  to  mend,  or  ftrength  to  bear; 
And  half  the  thought  content  may  gain, 
Which  fpleen  employs  to  purchafe  pain. 

Trace  not  the  fairdomeftic  plan 
From  what  you  would,  but  what  you  can  I 
Nor,  peevifh,  In  urn  the  fcanty  (lore, 
Becaufe  you  think  you  merit  more! 
Blifs  ever  differs  in  degree, 
Thy  fhare  alone  is  meant  for  thee ; 
And  thou  fhouldft  think,  however  fmall, 
That  fhare  enough,  for  'tis  thy  all: 
Vain  fcorn  will  aggravate  diltrefs, 
And  only  make  that  little  lels. 

Admit  whatever  trifles  come  ; 
Units  compoCe  the  largelt  mm  : 
Oh  tell  them  o'er,  and  fay  how  vain 
Are  thofe  who  form  Ambition's  train; 
Which  fwell  the  monarch's  gorgeous  ftate, 
And  bribe  to  ill  the  guilty  great! 
But  thou,  more  bleft,  more  wife  than  thefe, 
Shalt  build  up  happinefs  on  eafe. 
Hail,  fweet  Content  \  where  joy  ferene 
Gilds  the  mild  foul's  unruffled  fcene ; 
And,  with  blithe  Fancy's  pencil  wrought, 
Spreads  the  white  web  of  flowing  thought, 
Shines  lovely  in  the  cheerful  face, 
And  clothes  each  charm  with  native  grace; 
Eftufion  pure  of  blifs  fin  cere, 
A  veftment  for  a  god  to  wear. 
Far  other  ornaments  compofe 
The  garb  that  fhrouds  difTembled  \voe?, 
Piec'd  out  with  motley  dyes  and  forts, 
Freaks,  whimiies,  festivals,  and  fports: 


The  troubled  mind's  fantaflic  drefs, 
Which  madnefs  titles  Happinefs  ; 
While  the  gay  wretch  to  revels  bears 
The  pale  remains  of  fighs  and  tears ; 
And  feeks  in  crowds,  like  her  undone, 
What  only 'can  be  found  in  one. 

But  chief,  my  gentle  friend  !  remove 
Far  from  thy  couch  feducing  Love : 
Oh  fhun  the  falfe  magician's  art 
Nor  truft  thy  yet  unguarded  heart! 
Charm'd  by  his  fpells  fair  Honour  flics, 
And  thoufand  treach'rous  phantoms  rife  5 
Where  Guilt  in  Beauty's  ray  beguiles, 
And  Ruin  lurks  in  Friendfhip's  fmiles. 
Lo!  where  th'  enchanting  captive  dreams 
Of  warbling  groves  and  purling  ftreams ; 
Of  painted  meads,  of  flow'rs  that  flied 
Their  odours  round  her  fragrant  bed. 
Quick  fhifts  the  fcene,  the  charm  is  loft, 
She  wakes  upon  a  defert  coaft  ; 
No  friendly  hand  to  lend  its  aid, 
No  guardian  bovv'r  to  fpread  its  fhade  5 
Expos'd  to  ev'ry  chilling  blaft, 
She  treads  th'  inhofpitable  wafte; 
And  down  the  drear  decline  of  life 
Sinks,  a  forlorn,  difhonour'd  wife. 
Neglect  not  thou  the  voice  of  Fame, 
But,  clear  from  crime,  be  free  from  blame! 
Tho'  all  were  innocence  within, 
'Tis  guilt  to  wear  the  garb  of  fin  j 
Virtue  rejects  the  foul  disguife  : 
None  merit  praife  who  praife  defpife. 
Slight  not,  in  Cupercilious  ftrain, 
Long  practis'd  modes,  as  low  or  vain  ! 
The  world  will  vindicate  their  caufe, 

And  claim  blind  faith  in  Cuftom'slawS. 
Safer  with  multitudes  to  ftray, 
Than  tread  alone  a  fairer  way : 
To  mingle  with  the  erring  throng, 
Than  boldly  fpeak  ten  millions  wrong. 
Beware  of  the  relentlefs  train 

Who  forms  adore,  whom  forms  maintain  I 

Left  prudes  demure,  or  coxcombs  loud, 

Ace  ufe  thee  to  the  partial  crowd  ; 

Foes  who  the  laws  of  honour  flight, 

A  judge  who  meafures  guilt  by  fpite. 
Behold  the  sage  Aurelia  ftand, 

Difgrace  and  fame  at  her  command  j 

As  if  Heaven's  delegate  defign'd, 

Sole  arbiter  of  all  her  kind. 

Whether  fhe  try  fome  favour'd  piece 

By  rules  devis'd  in  ancient  Greece; 

Or  whether,  modern  in  her  flight, 

She  tells  what  Paris  thinks  polite: 

For  much,  her  talents  to  advance, 

She  ftudied  Greece,  and  travell'd  France  j 

There  learn'd  the  happy  art  to  pleafe 

With  all  the  charms  of  labour'd  eafe ; 

Thro'  looks  and  nods,  with  meaning  fraugfatg 

To  teach  what  fhe  was  never  taught. 

By  her  each  latent  fpring  is  feen ; 

The  workings  foul  of  fecret  fpleen ; 

The  guilt  that  fkulks  in  fair  pretence  j 

Or  folly  v&il'd  in  fpecious  fenfe. 


Book  II. 


DIDACTIC,    DESCRIPTIVE,    Sec. 


501 


And  much  her  righteous  fpirit  grieves, 
When  worthleflhefs  the  world  deceives ; 
Whether  the  erring  crowd  commends 
Some  patriot  fway'd  by  private  ends  ; 
Or  hufband  trull  a  faithlefs  wife, 
Secure,  in  ignorance,  from  ftrife. 
Averfe  fhe  brings  their  deeds  to  view, 
3ut  juftice  claims  the  rig'rous  due; 
Humanely  anxious  to  produce 
At  leaft  ibme  pollible  excufe. 
Oh  ne'er  may  virtue's  dire  difgrace 
Prepare  a  triumph  for  the  bale  ! 

Mere  forms  the  fool  implicit  fway, 
Which  witlings  with  contempt  furveyj 
Blind  folly  no  defeat  can  fee, 
Half  wifdom  views  but  one  degree. 
The  wife  remoter  ufes  reach, 
Which  judgment  and  experience  teach. 
Whoever  would  be  pleas'd  and  pleafe, 
Muft  do  what  others  do  with  eaie. 
Great  precept,  undefin'd  by  rule, 
And  only  learn'd  in  Cuftom's  fchoolj 
To  no  peculiar  form  confin'd, 
It  fpreads  thro'  all  the  human  kind  ; 
Beauty,  and  wit,  and  worth  fupplies, 
Yet  graceful  in  the  good  and  wife. 
Rich  with  this  gift,  and  none  befide, 
In  Fafhion's  ftream  how  many  glide.  I 
Secure  from  ev'ry  mental  woe, 
From.treach'rous  friend  or  open  foej 
From  focial  fympathy,  that  fhares 
The  public  lofs  or  private  cares ; 
Whether  the  barb'rous  foe  invade, 
Or  Merit  pine  in  Fortune's  made. 

Hence  gentle  Anna,  ever  gay, 
The  fame  to-morrow  as  to-day, 
Save  where,  perchance,  when  others  weep, 
Her  cheek  the  decent  forrow  fteep  5 
Save  when,  perhaps,  a  melting  tale 
O'er  ev^ry  tender  breaft  prevail  : 
The  good,  the  bad,  the  great,  the  fmall, 
She  likes,  fhe  loves,  ine  honours  all. 
And  yet,  if  fland'rous  malice  blame, 
Patient  fhe  yields  a  lifter's  fame. 
Alike  if  fatire  or  if  praife, 
She  fays  whate'er  the  circle  fays  ; 
Implicit  does  whate'er  they  do, 
Without  one  point  in  wifli  or  view. 
Sure  teft  of  others,  faithful  glafs, 
Thro'  which  the  various  phantoms  pafs. 
Wide  blank,  unfeeling  when  alone ; 
No  care,  no  joy,  no  thought  her  own. 

Not  thus  fucceeds  the  peerlefs  dame, 
Who  looks  and  talks,  and  acts  for  fame  j 
Intent  fo  wide  her  cares  extend, 
To  make  the  univerfe  her  friend. 
Now  with  the  gav  in  frolics  mines, 
Now  reafons  deep  with  deep  divines  : 
With  courtiers  now  extols  the  great, 
With  patriots  fighs  o'er  Britain's  fate  : 
Now  breathes  with  zealots  holy  fires, 
£Jow  melts  in  lefs  refin'd  defres  : 
Doom'd  to  exceed  in  each  degree, 
Too  wife,  too  weak,  too  proud,  too  free  5 


Too  various  for  one  fmgle  word, 
The  high  iublime  of  deep  ab.urd  : 
While  ev'ry  talent  nature  grants 
Juft  ferves  to  fhew  how  much  lhe  wants. 

Altho'  in combine 

The  virtues  of  our  lex  and  thine  : 

Her  hand  reft  rains  the  widow's  tears; 

Her  fenfe  informs,  and  iooths,  and  cheers  : 

Yet,  like  an  angel  in  tliiVuiie, 

She  mines  but  to  fomefavour'd  eyes; 

Nor  is  the  dillant  herd  allow'd 

To  view  the  radiance  thro'  the  cloud. 

But  thine  is  ev'ry  winning  art ; 
Thine  is  the  friendly,  honeit  heart; 
And  mould  the  gen'rous  fpirit  flow 
Beyond  where  prudence-fearr  to  go; 
Such  fallies  are  of  nobier  kind 
Than  virtues  of  a  narrow  mind. 


§101.  Alexanders  Feafl\  cr  the  Poiver  o/MuJic. 

An  Ode  on  St.  Cecilia's  Day.     Dryd,n. 
'HPwas  at  the  royal  fealt,  for  Perfia  won, 
A  By  Philip's  warlike  ion  -. 

Aloft  in  awful  ftate 
The  godlike  hero  fate 
On  his  imperial  throne: 
His  valiant  peers  were  plac'd  around ; 
Their  brows  with  roles  and  with  myrtle  bound; 
So  fhouid  deiert  in  arms  be  crown'd. 
The  lovely  Thais  by  his  fide 
Sat,  like  a  blooming  eafttrn  bride, 
In  flow'r  of  youth  and  beauty's  pride. 
Happy,  happy,  happy,  pair; 
No  e  but  the  brave, 
None  but  the  brave, 
None  but  the  brave  deferves  the  fair. 
Timotheus,  pbe'd  on  ;  igh 

Amid  the  tur.eful  choir, 
With   iying  fingers  touch'd  the  lyre  : 
The  trembling  notes  afcend  the  iky, 
And  heaven ;y  joys  inipire. 
The  fong  began  from  Jove: 
Who  left  his  blif-.ful  feat*  above, 
Such  is  the  pow'r  of  mighty  love! 
A  dragon's  fiery  form  belied  the  god: 
Sublime  on  radiant  fphe.es  he  rode, 

When  he  to  fair  Olympia  p>efs'd, 
And  ftamp'd  an  image  or'himieit,  a  fovereign 
of  the  world. — 
The  lift'ning  crowd  admire  the  lofty  found; 
A  prefent  deity,  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound: 
With  raviih'd  ears 
The  m.  narch  he 
AfTumes  the  god, 
Afreets  to  nod, 
And  feems  to  make  the  fpheres. 

The  praife  of  Bacchus  then  the  fweet  muCcian 

fung; 
Of  Bacchus,  ever  fair  and  ever  young: 
The  jolly  god  in  triumph  cc  ■ 
Sound  the  trumpets,  beat  the  drums; 
Flufh'd  with  a  pu  -pie  grace 
He  lhews  his  houeli  face, 
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Now  give  the  hautboys  "breath ;  he  comes,  he 
Bacchus,  ever  fair  and  young,    [comes ! 
Drinking  joys  did  rlrlt  ordain  : 
Bacchus'  blelfings  are  a  treafure, 
Drinking  is  the  foldicr's  pleafure; 

Rich  the  treafure, 

Sweet  the  pleafure ; 
Sweet  is  pleafure  after  pain. 

Sooth 'd  with  the  found,  the  king  grew  vain  ; 
Fought  all  his  battles  o'er  again  5 
And  thrice  he  routed  all  his  foes;  and  thrice 
he  flew  the  ilain.  •  , 

The  maiter  faw  the  madnefs  rife  : 
His  glowing  cheeks,  his  ardent  eyes  ; 
And,  while  he  heaven  and  earth  defied, 
Chang'd  his  hand,  and  check'd  his  pride, 
lie  chofe  a  mournful  mufe, 
Soft  pity  to  infufe  : 
He  lung  Darius  great  and  good, 
By  too  fevere  a  fate, 
Fall'n,  fall'n,  fall'n,  fall'n, 
FalFn  from  his  high  eftate, 
And  welt'ring  in  his  blood ; 
Deferted  at  his  utmofl  need  , 

By  thofe  his  former  bounty  fed, 
On  the  bare  earth  expos'd  he  lies, 
"With  not  a  friend  to  clofe  his  eyes. 

With  downcaft  lock  the  joylefs  victor  fate, 
Revolving  in  his  alter'd  foul 
The  various  turns  of  fate  below ; 
And  now  and  then  a  figh  he  ftole; 
And  tears  began  to  flow. 

The  mighty  mailer  fmil'd,  to  fee 
That  love  was  in  the  next  degree : 
'Twas  but  a  kindred  found  to  move; 
For  pity  melts  the  mind  to  love. 
Softly  fweet,  in  Lydian  meafures, 
Soon  he  footh'd  his  foul  to  pieafures. 
War  he  fung  is  toil  and  trouble  j 
Honour  but  an  empty  bubble ; 

Never  ending,  Hill  beginning, 
Fighting  ftill,  and  ilill  deflroying: 

If  the  world  be  worth  thy  winning, 
Think,  oh  think  it  worth  enjoying  ! 
Lovely  Thais  fits  befide  thee, 
Take  the  good  the  gods  provide  thee, 
The  many  rend  the  fkies  with  loud  applaufe  ; 
So  love  was  crown'd,  but  mufic  won  the  caufe. 
The  prince,  unable  to  conceal  his  pain, 
Gaz'd  on  the  fair 
Who  caus'd  his  care, 
And  figh 'd  and  look'd,  figh'd  and  look'd, 
Sigh'd  and  look'd,  and  figh'd  again : 
At  length,  with  love  and  wine  at  once  opprefs'd, 
The  vanquifh'd  victor  funk  upon  her  breaft. 

Now  ftrike  the  golden  lyre  again ; 

And  louder,  yet,  and  yet  a  louder  ftrain. 

Break  his  bands  of  fleep  afunder, 

And  roufe  him,  like  a  rattling  peal  of  thunder. 

Hark,  hark,  the  horrid  found 

Has  rais'd  up  his  head, 

As  awak'd  from  the  dead, 

And  amaz'd,  he  flares  around  J 


Revenge,  revenge,  Timothcus  cries, 
See  the  furies  arife, 
See  the  fnakes  that  they  rear, 
How  they  hifs  in  the  air, 
And  the  fparkles  that  flam  from  their  eyes! 
Behold  a  ghaftly  band, 
Each  a  torch  in  his  hand,  [flain, 

Thefe  are  Grecian  ghofts,  that  in  battle  were 
And  unburied  remain 
Inglorious  on  the  plain; 
Give  the  vengeance  due 
To  the  valiant  crew: 
Behold  how  they  tofs  their  torches  on  high, 

How  they  point  to  the  Perfian  abodes, 
And  glitt'ri  ng  temples  of  their  hoftile  gods!— •. 

The  Princes  applaud,  with  a  furious  joy ; 
And  the  King  feiVd  a  flambeau  with  zeal,  to 
Thais  led  the  way,  [deltroy ; 

To  light  him  to  his  prey, 
And,  like  another  Helen,  nYd  another  Troy. 
Thus,  long  ago, 

Ere  heaving  bellows  learnt  to  blow, 
While  organs  yet  were  mute; 
Timotheus  to  his  breathing  flute 

And  founding  lyre  [fire. 

Could  fwell  the  foul  to  rage,  or  kindle  foft  de- 
At  laft  divine  Cecilia  came, 
Inventrefs  of  the  vocal  frame ; 
The  fweet  enthufiaft,  from  her  facred  ftore, 
Enlarg'd  the  former  narrow  bounds, 
And  added  length  to  folemn  founds, 
With  nature's  mother-wit,  and  arts  unknown, 
Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  prize,  [before. 
Or  both  divide  the  crown ; 
He  rais'd  a  mortal  to  the  fkies, 
She  drew  an  angel  down. 

§  102.  An  Epijllefrom  Mr.  Phillips  to  the  Earl  of 

Dorfet.     Copenhagen,  March  9,  1 709. 
T^rom  frozen  climes,  and  endlefs  tracts  of  mow, 
"*■    From  ftreams  that  northern  winds  forbid  to 

flow. 
What  prefent  fhall  the  Mufe  to  Dorfet  bring, 
Or  how,  fo  near  the  Pole,  attempt  to  fing  ? 
The  hoary  winter  here  conceals  from  fight 
All  pleafing  objects  that  to  verfe  invite. 
The'hills  and  dales,  and  the  delightful  woods, 
The  flow'ry  plains,  and  Giver  ftreaming  floods. 
By  mow  difguis'd,  in  bright  confulion  lie, 
And  with  one  dazzling  wafle  fatigue  the  eye. 

No  gentle  breathingbreeze  prepares  the  fpring, 
No  birds  within  the  defert  region  fing. 
The  fhips,  unmov'd,  the  boift'rous  winds  defy, 
While  rattling  chariots  o'er  the  ocean  fly. 
The  vaft  Leviathan  wants  room  to  play, 
And  fpout  his  waters  in  the  face  of  day. 
The  flarving  wolves  along  the  main  fea  prowl, 
And  to  the  moon  in  icy  valleys  howl. 
For  many  a  fhining  league  the  level  main*. 
Here  fpreads  itfelf  into  a  glafly  plain  : 
There  folid  billows,  of  enormous  fize, 
Alps  of  green  ice,  in  wild  diforder  rife. 
And  yet  but  lately  have  I  feen,  e'en  here, 
The  winter  in  a  lovely  drefs  appear. 
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Ere  yet  the  clouds  let  fall  the  treafur'd  fnow, 
Or  winds  begun  thro'  hazy  Ikies  to  blow, 
At  ev'ning  a  keen  eaftem  breeze  arofe ; 
And  the  defcending  rain  unfullied  froze. 
Soon  as  the  lilent  lliades  of  night  withdrew, 
The  ruddy  morn  difclos'd  at  once  to  view 
The  face  ot  nature,  in  a  rich  difguife. 
And  brighten'd  ev'ry  object  to  my  eyes  : 
For  ev'ry  ihrub,  and  ev'ry  blade  of  grafs, 
And  ev'  rypointed  thorn,  feem'dwrought  in  glafs; 
In  pearls  and  rubies  rich  the  hawthorns  mow, 
While  thro'  the  ice  the  crimfon  berries  glow. 
The  thick-fprung  reeds  the  wat'ry  marihes  yield 
Seem  polifh'd  lances  in  a  hoitile  field. 
The  ilag,  in  limpid  currents,  withfurprife 
Sees  cryital  branches  on  his  forehead  rife. 
Thefpreadingoak,the  beech, and  tow'ringpine, 
Glaz'd  over,  in  the  freezing  aether  fhine. 
The  frighted  birds  the  rattling  branches  fhun, 
That  wave  and  glitter  in  the  dillant  fun. 
When,  if  a  fudden  gult  of  wind  arife, 
The  brittle  forefr.  into  atoms  flies  : 
The  crackling  wood  beneath  the  tempefr,  bends, 
And  in  a  fpangied  fliow'r  the  profpecl  ends  j 
Or,  if  a  fouthern  gale  the  region  warm, 
And  by  degrees  unbind  the  wintry  charm, 
The  traveller  a  miry  country  fees, 
And  journeys  fad  beneath  the  dropping  trees. 

Like  fome  deluded  peafont  Merlin  leads 
Thro'  fragrant  bow'rs,  and  thro'delicious  meads; 
While  here  enchanting  gardens  to  him  rile, 
And  airy  fabrics  there  attract  his  eyes, 
His  wand' ring  feet  the  magic  paths  purfue  ; 
And,  while  he  thinks  the  fur  ilhifion  true, 
The  tracklefs  fcenes  difpen'e  in  fluid  air, 
And  woods,  and  wilds,  and  thorny  ways  appear ; 
A  tedious  road  the  weary  wretch  returns, 
And,  as  he  goes,  the  traniient  vifion  mourns. 


§  103.     The  Man  of  Sorrow.     Greville. 

A  H  S  what  avails  the  lengthening  mead, 
^*  By  Nature's  kindeft  bounty  fpread 

Along  the  vale  of  flow'rs! 
Ah  !  wrhat  avails  the  darkening  grove, 
Or  Philomel  s  melodious  love, 
That  glads  the  midnight  hours  ! 

For  me,  alas  !  the  god  of  day, 
Ne'er  glitters  on  the  hawthorn  fpray, 

Nor  night  her  comfort  brings ; 
I  have  no  pleafure  in  the  rofe ; 
For  me  no  vernal  beauty  blows, 

Nor  Philomela  fings. 

See  how  the  fturdy  peafants  ftride 
Adown  yon  hillock's  verdant  fide, 

In  cheerful  ign'rance  blefl ! 
Alike  to  them  the  rofe  or  thorn, 
Alike  arifes  every  morn, 

By  gay  Contentment  dreft. 

Content,  fair  daughter  of  the  fkies, 
Or  gives  fpontaneous,  or  denies, 
Her  choice  divinely  free : 


She  vifits  oft  the  hamlet  cot, 
When  Want  and  Sorrow  are  the  lot 

Of  Avarice  and  me. 
But  fee— or  is  it  Fancy's  dream  ? 
Methought  a  bright  celeftial  glearu 

Shot  fudden  thro'  the  groves  j 
Behold,  behold,  in  loofe  array, 
Euphrolyne,  more  bright  than  day, 

More  mild  than  Paphian  doves  ! 

Welcome,  oh  welcome,  Pleafure's  queen  \ 
And  fee,  along  the  velvet  green 

The  jocund  train  advance  : 
With  fcatter'd  flow'rs  they  fill  the  air ; 
The  wood-nymph's  dew-befpangled  hair 

Plays  in  the  fportive  dance. 

Ah  !  baneful  grant  of  angiy  Heaven, 
When  to  the  reeling  wretch  is  given 

A  foul  alive  to  joy  ! 
Joys  fly  with  every  hour  away, 
And  leave  th'  unguarded  heart  a  prey 

To  cares  that  peace  deilroy. 

And  fee,  with  vifionary  hafle 
(Too  foon)  the  gay  deluflon  paff, 

Reality  remains  ! 
Defpair  has  feiz'd  my  captive  foul ; 
And  horror  drives  without  controul, 

And  flackens  ftillthe  reins. 

Ten  thoufand  beauties  round  me  throng  j 
What  beauties,  fay,  ye  nymphs,  belong 

To  the  diftemper'd  foul  ? 
I  fee  the  lawn  of  hideous  dye  j 
The  towering  elm  nods  mifery  ; 

With  groans  the  waters  roll. 

Ye  gilded  roofs,  Palladian  domes, 
Ye  vivid  tints  of  Perfia's  looms, 

Ye  were  for  mifery  made. — 
'Twas  thus  the  Man  of  Sorrow  fpoke  j 
His  wayward  ftep  then  penfive  took 

Along  th'  unhaliow'd  fhade. 

§  104.     Monody  to  the  Memory  of  a  Young  Ladji 

Shaw. 
-yET  do  I  live  ?  Oh  how  mail  I  fuftain 
-*•    This  valt  unutterable  weight  of  woe  ? 
This  worfe  than  hunger,  poverty,  or  pain, 

Or  all  the  complicated  iils  below  ? 
She,  in  whole  life  my  hopes  were  treafur'd  all, 
Is  gone — -for  ever  fled — 
My  dearefl  Emma's  dead  j 
Thefe  eyes,thefe  tear-fwoln  eyes  beheld  her  fall. 
Ah  no — fhe  lives  on  fome  far  happier  fhore, 
She  lives — but  (cruel  thought !)  fhe  lives  for  mc 
no  more. 

1,  who  the  tedious  abfenceof  a  day         [fight ; 
Remov'd,  would  languifh  for  my  charmer's 
Would  chide  the  lingering  moments  for  delay, 
And  fondly  blame  the  flow  return  of  night ; 
How,  how  fhall  I  endure 
(O  mifery  paft  a  cure  !) 
Hours,  days,  and  years,  fucceiiively  to  roll, 
Nor  ever  more  behold  the  comfort  of  my  foul  ? 
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Was  fhe  not  all  my  fondeft  wifh  could  frame  ?| 

Did  ever  mind  i'o  much  .of  heaven  partake? 
Did  fhe  not  love  me  with  the  pureft  flame  ? 
And  give  up  friends  and  fortune  for  my  lake? 
Though  mild  as  evening  fkies, 
With  downcalf,  /.beaming  eyes, 
Stood  the  fiern  frown  of  fupercilious  brows, 
Deaf  to  their  brutal  threats,  and  faithful  to  her 

vows. 
Come  then,  fome  Mufe;  the  faddeft  of  the  train 
(No  more  your  bard  ihall  dwell  on  idle  lays) 
Teach  me  each  moving  melancholy  ftrain, 

And  oh,  dil'card  the  pageantry  of  phrafe  : 
Illl'uit  theflow'rs  of  fpeech  with  woes  like  mine! 
Thus,  haply,  as  I  paint 
The  iburce  of  my  complaint, 
My  foul  may  own  th'  impafhon'd  line  : 
A  flood  of  tears  may  gufli  to  my  relief,  [of  grief. 
And  from  my  fwelling  heart  dilcharge  this  load. 

Forbear,  my  fond  officious  friends,  forbear 

To  wound  my  ears  with  the  lad  tales  you  tell; 
"How  good  fne  was,  how  gentle,  and  how  fair!1? 

In  pity  ceafe — alas  !   I  know  too  well 
How  in  her  fweet  expreifive  face 

Beam'd  forth  the  beauties  of  her  mind, 
Vet  heighten 'd  by  exterior  grace, 

Ot  manners  moil  engaging,  moil  refin'd  ! 

No  piteous  objecT:  could  the  fee, 
But  her  foft  bofom  fhar'd  the  woe, 

While  fmiles  of  affability 

Bndear'd  whatever  boon  me  might  beftow. 

Whate'er  th'  emotions  of  her  heart, 
Still  fhone  confpicuousin  her  eyes, 

Stranger  to  eveiy  female  art, 
Alike  to  feign  or  to  difguife  : 

And,  oh  the  boafl  how  rare  ! 

The  fecret  in  her  Faithful  breaft  repos'd 

She  ne'er  with  lawlefs  tongue  difclos'd, 

In  fee  ret  iilence  lodg'd  inviolate  there. 

Oh  feeble  words — unable  toexpreis 

Her  matchlefs  virtues,  or  my  own  diftrefs  ! 

Kelentlefs  death  !  that,  fteel'd  to  human  woe, 

With  murd'rous  hands  deals  havoc  on  man- 
kind. 
Why  (cruel  !•)  ftrike  this  deprecated  blow, 

And  leave  fuch  wretched  multitudes  behind  ? 
Hark  !  groans  come  wing'd  on  cv'ry  breeze  ! 

The  fons  of  grief  prefer  their  ardent  vow, 
OppreisM  with  ibrrow,  want,  or  dire  difeafe, 

And  fupplicate  thy  aid,  as  I  do  now  : 
T-i  vain — perverfe,  flail  on  th'  unweeting  head 
'  Fis  thine  thy  vengeful  darts  to  fliedj 
Hope's  infant  blofioms  to  deflroy, 
And  drench  in  tears  the  face  of  joy. 

Ijlit  oh,  fell  tyrant!  yet  expecl  the  hour 
When  Virtue  ihall  renounce  thy  pow'r  ; 
When  thou  no  more  ihall  blot  the  face  of  day, 
Nor  mortals  tremble  at  thy  rigid  fvvay. 
ias  the  day ! — where'er  I  turn  my  eyes, 
Some  fad  memento  of  my  lois  appears ; 
I  tfy  the  fatal  houfe — fupprefs  my  fighs, 
Keiblv'd  to  dry  my  unavailing  tears : 


But,  ah  !  in  vain — no  change  of  time  or 
The  memory  can  efface  [place 

Of  all  thatiweetnels,  that  enchanting  air, 
Now  loit  ;  and  nought  remains  but  anguifh  and 
defpair. 

Where  were  the  delegates  of  Heav'n,oh  where 

Appointed  Virtue's  children  fafe  to  keep  ? 
Had  Innocence  or  Virtue  been  their  care, 

She  had  not  died,  nor  had  I  liv'd  to  weep: 
Mov'd  by  my  tears,  and  by  her  patience  mov'd, 

To  fee  or  force  th1  endearing  male, 

My  forrows  to  beguile, 
When  Torture's  keeneft  rage  fhe  prov'd  j 
Sure  they  had  warded  that  untimely  dart, 
Which  broke  her  thread  of  life,  and  rent  a  huf- 

bands'  heart. 
How  fhali  I  e'er  forget  that  dreadful  hour, 
When,  feeiing  Death's  lefifliefs  now'r. 
My  hand  fhe  preis'd,  wet  with  her  filling  tears, 
And  thus,  in  falt'ring  accents,  1'pokc  her  fears : 
"  Ah,  my  iov'd  lord,  the  transient  fceneis  o'er, 
"And  we  mini,  part,  alas  !  to  meet  no  more  ! 
"  But  oh  !  if  e'er  thy  Emma's  name  was  dear, 
"  If  e'er  thy  vows  have  charm'd  my  ravifh'd 

"  ear  ; 
"  If,  from  thy  lov'd  embrace  my  heart  to  gain, 
"  Proud   friends,    have  frown'd,  and   Fortune 

"  fmil'd  in  vain  ; 
c:  If  it  has  been  my  fole  endeavour  ftill 
"  To  act.  in  all  obfequicus  to  thy  will ; 
"  To  watch  thy  very  fmiles,  thy  wifn  to  know, 
11  Then  only  truly  bleft  when  thou  wert  fo  ; 
"  If  I  have  doated  with  that  fond  excefs, 
M  Nor  Love  could  add, nor  Fortune  makeitlefs; 
"  If  this  I've  done,  and  more — oh  then  be  kind 
"  To  the  dear  lovely  babe  I  leave  behind. 
"  When  time  my  once-lov'd  memory  mall  efface, 
"  Some  happier  maid  may  take   thy  Emma's 

"place, 
"  With  envious  eyes  thy  partial  fondnefs  fee, 
"  And  hate  it,  for  the  love  thou  bor'ft  to  me  : 
*'  My  deareft  Shaw,  forgive  a  woman's  fears  ; 
l<  But  one  wordmore — Icannot  bear  thy  tears-— 
"  Promife — and  I  will  trult  thy  faithful  vow 
"  (Oft  have  I  tried,  and  ever  found  thee  true) 
"  That  to  fome  diftant  fpot  thou  wilt  remove 
"  This  fatal  pledge  of  haplefs  Emma's  love, 
"  Where  fafe  thy  biandifhments  it  may  partake, 
"  And,  oh  !  be  tender,  for  its  mother's  fake. 

"  Wiitthou  ? 

"  I  know  thou  wilt — fad  filence  fpeaks  affent ; 
i(  And,  in  that  pleafing  hope,  thy  Emma  dies 

"  content." 

I,  who  with  more  than  manly  flrength  have  bore 

The  various  ills  impos'd  by  cruel  Fate, 
Suitain  the  firmnefs  of  my  foul  no  more, 

But  fink  beneath  the  weight:  [day 

Juit    Heaven  !    I  cried,  from  memory's  earlieft 

Nocomfort  has  thy  wretched  fuppliantknownj 
Misfortune  fliil,   with  unrelenting  fway, 

Has  claim'd  me  for  her  own. 
But  oh!  in  pity  to  my  grief,  reftore 
This  only  fource  of  blifs  j  Ialk — I  alk  no  more— 
3  Vain 
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Vain  hope — th'  irrevocable  doom  is  paft, 

Ev'n  now  (lie  looks — (he  fi^hs  her  lull 

Vainly  I  drive  to  ftay  bcr  fketing  breath, 
And,  with  rebellious  heart,  profit  againit  her 
death. 

When  the  Item  tyrant  clos'd  her  lovely  eyes, 

How  did  1  rave,  untaught  to  bear  the  blow  ! 
With  impious  wish  to  tear  her  from  the  fkies, 
How  curie  my  fate  in  bitternefs  of  woe! 
But  whither  would   this   dreadful  phrenfy 
Fond  man  forbear,  [lead  ? 

Thy  fruitlefs  forrow  fpare,  [creed $ 

Dare  not  to  aik  what  Heaven's  high  will  de- 
In  humble  rev'rtnce  kifs  th'  arRiftive  rod, 
And  proilrate  bow  to  an  offended  God. 

Perhaps  kind  heaven  in  mercy  dealt  the  blow, 

Some  laving  tru::,  thy  roving  loul  t»  teach  j 

To  wean  thy  heai  t  from  grovelling  views  below, 

And  point  out  blifs    beyond   misfortune's 

reach : 

To  fhew  that  all  the  flattering  fchemes  of  joy, 

Which  tow'ring  Hcpefo  fondly  builds  in  air, 

One  futal  moment  can  deftroy, 
And  plunge  th'  exulting  maniac  in  defpair. 
Then,  oh!  with  pious  fortitude  fuitain 
Thy  prefent  loii — haply  thy  future  gain  5 

Nor  let  thy  Emma  die  in  vain  : 
Time  mail  adminifterits  wonted  bairn,  [calm. 
And  hum  this  ftorm  of  g.ief  to  no  unplealing 

Thus  the  poor  bird,  by  fome  di&ftrous  fate 

Caught,  and  impriionM  in  a  lonely  cage, 
Torn  from  its  native  fields,  and  dearer  mate, 

Flutters  awhile,  and  ipends  its  little  rage: 
But  finding  all  its  efforts  weak  and  vain, 

No  more  it  pants  and  rages  for  the  plain j 
Moping  awhiie,  in  fullen  mood 

Droops  the  fweet  mourner — but  ere  long 
Prunes  its  light  wings,  and  pecks  its  food, 

And  meditates  the  long: 
Serenely  iorrowing,  breathes  its  piteous  cafe, 

And  with  its  plaintive  warblings  iaddens  all 
the  place. 

Forgive  me,  Heaven,— -yet,yet  the  tears  will  flow 

To  think  how  foon  my  fcene  of  blifs  is  paft. ! 
My  budding  joys,  juit  promifing  to  blow, 

All  nipp'd  and  wither'd  by  one  envious  blafl ! 
My  hours,  that  laughing  wont  to  fleet  away, 

Move  heavily  along}  [long? 

Where's  newthefprightly  jeft,the  jocund 

Time  creeps,  unconfeious  of  delight : 
How  mail  I  cheat  the  tedious  day ; 

And  oh the  joylefs  night ! 

Where  (hall  I  4eir  my  weary  head  ? 

How  fhall  I  find  repofe  on  a  fad  .widow 'd  bed 

Come  Theban  drug*,  the  wretch's  only  aid, 
To  my  torn  heart  its  former  peace  reltore  ; 

Thy  votary,  wrapp'd  in  thy  Lethean  fhade, 
Awhile  mail  ceale  his  ibrro-.vs  to  deplore  : 

Haply,  when  lock'd  in  fleep's  embrace, 

Again  I  fhall  behold  my  Emma's  face, 
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Again  with  tranfport  hear 
Her  voice  loft  whiiuering  in  my  earj 
May  Ileal  once  more  a  balmy  kifs, 
And  taile  at  lead  of  vilionary  blifs. 

But.ah !  th'  unwelcome  morn's  obtruding  b'ght 
Will  all  my  ihado.vy  i'chemts  of  blifs  depofe, 
Will  tear  the  uearillution  from  my  fight, 
And  wake  me  to  thcienfe  of  all  my  woes: 
If  to  the  verdant  fields  I  (tray. 
Alas!  what  pleafures  now  can  theie  convey  J 
rier  lovely  form  purfues  where'er  I  go, 

And  darkens  all  the  fcene  with  woe. 
By  Nature's  lavifh  bounties  cheer'd  no  more* 
Sorrowing  I  rove 
Through  valley,  grot,  and  grove; 
Nought  can  tneir  beauties  or  my  loft  reftore; 
No  herb,  no  plant,  can  med'eine  my  difeale, 
And  my  fad  fighs  are  borne  on  ev'ry  palling 
breeze. 

Sickneis  and  lorrow  hoy 'ring  round  my  bed, 

Who  now  v.  ithan'xioushiite  fhaii  bring  relief, 
With  lenient  hand  fupport  my  drooping  headj 

AiTuage  my  pains,  and  mitigate  my  grief? 
Should  worldly  bufinels  call  away, 

Who  now  walJ  in  my  abfence  fondly  mourn^ 
Count  ev'ry  minute  of  the  loit'ring  day, 

Impatient  for  my  quick  return? 
Should  ought  my  bolom  difcompofe, 

Who  now,  with  fweet  complacent  air, 
Shall  fmooth  the  rugged  brow  of  Care, 

And  foften  all  my  woes  ? 
Too  faithful  Memory ceaie,  oh  ceafe— 

How  (hall  I  e'er  regain  my  peace  ? 
(Oh,  to  forget  her!) — but  how  vain  each  art, 
Whilfl  ev'ry  virtue  lives  imprinted  on  my  heart! 

And  thou,  my  little  cherub,  left  behind, 

To  hear  a  lather's  plaints,  to  fhare  his  woes, 
When  reafon's  dawn  informs  thy  infant  mind, 
And  thy  fweet  iifpingtonguefhaliaikthecauie, 
How  oft  with  forrow  fhall  mine  eyes  run  o'er, 
When,  twining  round  my  knees,  I  trace 
Thy  mother's  fmile  upon  thy  face ! 
How  oft  to  my  full  heart  fhait  thou  reftore 
Sad  memory  of  my  joys — ah,  now  no  more ! 
By  bkflings  once  enjoy'd  now  more  diftrels'd, 
More  beggar  by  the  riches  once  pofTefs'd, 
My  "little  darling  i — dearer  to  me  grown 

By  all  the  tears  thou'll  caus'd— oh  itrange 
to  hear ! 
Bought  with  a  life  yet  dearer  than  thy  own, 
Thy  cradle  purchas'd  with  thy  mother's  bier: 
Who  now  fhall  feek,  with  fond  delight, 
Thy  infant  iteps  to  guide  aright? 
She,  who  with  doating  eyes  would  gaze 
On  all  thy  little  artlefs  ways, 
By  all  thy  foft  endearments  blefiaj 
And  clafp  thee  oft  with  tranfport  to  her  breaf^ 
Alas !  is  gone         yet  fhalt  thou  prove 
A  father's  deareil,  tendereft  love; 
And,  O  fweet  fenfelefs  fmiler,  (envied  ftate!) 
As  yet  unconfeious  of  thy  Jiaplefs  fate, 


*  Laudanum. 


Whs* 


$o5 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS, 


Book  II. 


When  years  thy  judgment  (hall  mature, 
And  Reafon  mews  thole  ills  it  cannot  cure, 

Wilt  thou,  a  father's  grief  t'  afluage, 
For  virtue  prove  the  Phcenix  of  the  earth 
(Like  her,  thy  mother  died  to  give  thee  birth) 

And  be  the  comfort  of  my  age  ? 

When  fick  and  languifhing  I  lie, 

Wilt  thou  my  Emma's  wonted  care  fupply? 

And  oft  as  to  thy  liftening  ear 
Thy  mother's  virtues  and  her  fate  I  tell, 

Say  wilt  thou  drop  the  tender  tear, 
Whilft  on  the  mournful  theme  I  dwell? 
Then,  fondly  Healing  to  thy  father's  fide, 

Whene'er  thou  feeft  the  foft  diftress, 
Which  T  would  vainly  feck  to  hide, 

Say,  wilt  thou  ftrive  to  make  it  lefs? 
To  (both  my  ibrrows  all  thy  cares  employ. 
And  in  my  cup  of  grief  infufe  one  drop  of  joy  ? 


§105. 


An  Evening  Addrefs  to  a  Nightingale. 

Shaw, 


Oweet  bird !  that,  kindly  perching  near, 
*-*  Poureft  thy  plaints  melodious  in  mine  ear ; 
Not,  like  bafe  worldlings,  tutor'd  to  forego 
The  melancholy  haunts  of  woe  ; 

Thanks  for  thy  forrow-foothing  (train  : 
For,  furely,  thou  haft  known  to  prove, 
Xike  me,  the  pangs  ofhaplefs  love; 

Elfe  why  i'o  feelingly  complain,  [grove? 

And  with  thy  piteous  notes  thus  fadden  all  the 
Say,  doft  thou  mourn  thy  ravifh'd  mate, 

That  oft  enamour*  d  on  thy  flrains  has  hung  ? 
Or  has  the  cruel  hand  of  Fate 

Bereft  thee  of  thy  darling  young  ? 
Alas !    for  both  I  weep  : 
tn  all  the  pride  of  youthful  charms, 
A  beauteous  bride  torn  from  my  circling  arms! 
A  lovely  babe,  that  mould  have  liv'd  to  blefs, 

And  fill  my  doating  eyes  with  frequent  tears, 
At  once  the  fource  of  rapture  and  diftrefs, 

The  flattering  prop  of  my  declining  years ! 
In  vain  from  death  to  refcue  I  ellay'd, 

By  ev'ry  art  that  fcience  could  devife  ; 
Alas  !  it  languifli'd  for  a  mother's  aid, 

And  wing'd  its  flight  to  feek  her  in  the  ficies. 
Then,  oh  !   our  comforts  be  the  fame, 

At  evening's  peaceful  hour, 
To  (hun  the  noify  paths  of  wealth  and  fame, 

And   breathe  our  fbrrows    in    this  lonely 
bowV. 
But  why,  alas  !   to  thee  complain, 
To  thee — unconfcious  of  my  pain  ? 
Soon  malt  thou  ceafe  to  mourn  thy  lot  fevere, 
And  hail  the  dawning  of  a  happier  year: 

The  genial  warmth  of  joy  renewing  fpring 
Again  (hall  plume  thy  (hatter'd  wing; 
Again  thy  little  heart  (hall  tranfport  prove, 

Again  (hall  flow  thy  notes  refponfive  to  thy 
But,  oh !   for  me  in  vain  may  feafons  roll, [love. 

Nought  can  dry  up  the  fountain  of  my  tears: 
Deploring  (till  the  comfort  of  my  foul, 

X  count  my  forrows  by  increafing  years. 


Tell  me,  thou  Syren  Hope,  deceiver,  fay, 
Where  is  the  promis'd  period  of  my  woes  ? 

Full  three  long  ling'ring  years  have  roll'd  away, 
And  yet  I  weep  a  ftranger  to  repofe : 

0  what  delulion  did  thy  tongue  employ  I 
"  That  Emma's  fatal  pledge  of  love, 

"  Her  laft  bequelf,  with  all  a  mother's  care, 
"  The  bittemels  of  forrow  lhould  remove, 

"  Soften  the  horrors  of  defpair, 

"  And  cheer  a  heart  long  loft  to  joy  !'* 
How  oft,  when  fondling  in  my  arms, 
Gazing  enraptur'd  on  its  angel-face, 

My  foul  the  maze  of  Fate  would  vainly  trace, 
And  burn  with  all  a  father's  fond-alarms  ! 
And  oh  what  flatt'ring  fcenes  had  fancy  feign'd! 
How  did  I  rave  of  bleflings  yet  in  llore ! 
Till  ev'iy  aching  fenfe  was  fweetly  pain'd, 

And  my  full  heart  could  bear,  nor  tongue 
could  utter  more. 
"  Juft  Heaven!"  I  cried,with  recent  hopes  elate, 

"  Yet  will  Hive — will  live,  tho'Emma's  dead : 
"  So  long  bow'd  down  beneath  the  ftormsof  fate, 

"  Yet  will  I  raife  my  woe-dejected  head  I 
"  My  little  Emma,  now  my  all, 

"  Will  want  a  father's  care; 
(i  Her  looks,  her  wants,  my  ra(h  refolves  recall, 

0  And>  for  her  fake,  the  ills  of  life  I'll  bear: 
"  And  oft  together  we  '11  complain, 

"  Complaint  the  only  blifs  my  foul  can  know: 
"  From  me  my  child  (hall  learn  the  mournful 
"  ft  rain, 

"  And  prattle  tales  of  woe. 
"  And,  oh!  in  that  aufpicious  hour, 
"  When  Fate  refigns  her  perfecutingpowY, 
"  With  duteous  zeal  her  hand  (hall  clofe, 

"  No  more  to  weep,my  forrow-ilreaming  eyes, 
"  When  death  gives  mifery  repofe, 
«'  And  opes  a  glorious  paflage  to  the  (kies." 

Vain  thought!  it  muft  not  be — (lie  too  is  dead, 

The  flattering  fcene  is  o'er ; 
My  hopes  for  ever,  ever  fled ; 

And  vengeance  can  no  more. 
Crufli'd  by  misfortune,  blafted  by  difeafe, 

And  none— none  left  to  bear  a  friendly  part! 
To  meditate  my  welfare,  health,  or  eafe, 

Or  (both  the  anguifh  of  an  aching  heart ! 
Now  all  one  gloomy  fcene,  till  welcome  death, 

With  lenient  hand  (oh  falfely  deem'd  fevere)* 
Shall  kindly  flop  my  grief- exhaufted  breath, 

And  dry  up  ev'ry  tear. 
Perhaps,  obfequious  to  my  will, 

But,  ah !  from  my  affections  far  remov'd  I 
The  laft  fad  office  ftrangers  may  fulfil, 

As  if  I  ne'er  had  been  belovM ; 
As  if  unconfcious  of  poetic  (ire, 

1  ne'er  had  touch'd  the  trembling  lyre  ; 
As  if  my  niggard  hand  ne'er  dealt  relief, 

Nor  my  heart  melted  at  another's  grief. 

Yet,  while  this  weary  life  (hall  laft,  _ 

While  yet  my  tongue  can  form  th'  impaffion^d 

drain, 
In  piteous  accents  (hall  the  mufe  complain, 
And  dwell  with  fond  delay  on  bleflings  paft: 
I  Fsf 
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For  oh,  hew  grateful  to  a  wounde4  heart 
The  tale  of  mifery  to  impart ! 
From  others'  eyes  bid  artlefs  forrows  flow, 
And  raife  efteem  upon  the  base  of  woe! 
Ev'n  He*,  the  nobleil  of  the  tuneful  throng, 

Shall  deign  my  love-lorn  tale  to  hear, 
Shall  catch  the  ibft  contagion  of  my  long. 
And  pay  my  peniive  Mule  the  tribute  of  a  tear. 


§106.     An  Ode  to  Narcijfa.      SmOi.lET. 
'TPhy  fatal  tliafts  unerring  move; 
•*~    I  bow  before  thine  altar,  Love  ! 
I  feel  thy  foft  reiiftlefs  flame  . 
Glide  fwirv  thro'  all  my  vital  frame  ! 

For  while  I  gaze  my  bofom  glows, 
^ly  blood  in  tides  impetuous  flows; 
Hope,  fear,  and  joy,  alternate  roll, 
And  floods  of  transport  whelm  my  foul ! 

My  fault'ring  tongue  attempts  in  vain 
In  foothing  murmurs  to  complain  ; 
My  tongue  fome  fecret  magic  ties, 
My  murmurs  link  in  broken  lighs! 

Condemn'd  to  nurfe  eternal  care, 
And  ever  drop  the  filent  tear; 
Unheard  I  mourn,  unknown  I  figh, 
Unfriended  live,  unpitied  die  ! 


§  107.     Elegy  in  Imitation  ofTibullus.  SmollET. 

"\X7here  now  are  all  my  flatt'ring  dreams  of 
V     m  joy  ? 

Monimia,  give  my  foul  her  wonted  reft: 
Since  firft  thy  beauty  fix'd  my  roving  eye, 
Heart-gnawing  cares  corrode  my  penfive  breaft. 

Let  happy  lovers  fly  where  pleafures  call, 
With  feftive  fongs  beguile  the  fleeting  hour, 
Lead  beauty  thro"  the  mazes  of  the  ball, 
Or  prefs  her  wanton  in  love's  rofeate  bow'r. 

For  me,  no  more  I'll  range  th*  empurpled  mead, 
Where  fhepherds  pipe  and  virgins  dance  around, 
Nor  wander  thro'  the  woodbine's  fragrant  ihade, 
To  hear  the  mufic  of  the  grove  refound. 

I'll  feek  fome  lonely  church,  or  dreary  hall, 
Where  fancy  paints  the  giimm'ring  taper  blue, 
Where  damps  hang  mould'ring  on  the  ivy 'd  wall, 
And  fheeted  ghofts  drink  up  the  midnight  dew  ; 

There,  leagu'd  with  hopelefs  anguifh  and  def- 
Awhile  in  Tilence  o'er  my  fate  repine :       [pair, 
Then,  with  a  long  farewel  to  love  and  care, 
To  kindred  duft  my  weary  limbs  conflgn. 

Wilt  thou,  Monimia,  fhed  a  gracious  tear 
On  the  cold  grave  where  all  my  forrows  reft ; 
Strew  vernal  flow'rs,  applaud  my  love  fincere, 
And  bid  the  turf  lie  eafy  on  my  breaft? 

1— — — — ■ 

$  108.  The  Propagation  of  the  Gofpelin  Greenland. 

Cowper. 

A  nd  ftill  it  fpreads.    See  Germany  fend  forth 

■*♦  Her  fons,  to  pour  it  on  the fartheft northf: 

*LordLyttleton: 


Fir'd  with  a  zeal  peculiar,  they  defy 
The  rage  and  rigour  of  a  polar  flcy, 
And  plant  fuccefsfully  fweet  Sharon's  role 
On  icy  plains,  and  in  eternal  mows. 
Oh,  bleft  within  th'  inclofureof  your  rocks, 
Nor  herds  have  ye  to  boaft,  nor  bleating  flocks  ] 
No  fertilizing  ftreams  your  fields  divide. 
That  fhew  revers'd  the  villas  on  their  fide; 
No  groves  have  ye;  no  cheerful  found  of  bird, 
Or  voice  of  turtle,  in  your  land  is  heard ; 
Nor  grateful  eglantine  regales  the  fmell 
Of  thofe  that  walk  at  ev'ning  where  you  dwell: 
But  winter,  arm'd  with  terrors  here  unknown, 
Sits  abfolute  on  his  unfhaken  throne  ; 
Piles  up  his  ftores  amidft  the  frozen  wafte, 
And  bids  the  mountains  he  has  built  ftandfaftj 
Beckons  the  legions  of  his  ftorms  away 
From  happier  i'cenes,  to  make  your  land  a  preyj 
Proclaims  the  foil  a  conqueft  he  has  won, 
And  (corns  to  fhare  it  with  the  diftant  fun. 

Yet  truth  is  yours,  remote,  unenvied  ifle ; 
And  peace,  the  genuine  offspring  of  her  fmilcs 
The  pride  of  letter'd  ignorance,  that  binds 
In  chains  of  error  our  accomplifh'd  minds  j 
That  decks  with  all  the  fplendour  of  the  true 
A  falfe  religion — is  unknown  to  you. 
Nature  indeed  vouchsafes  for  our  delight 
The  fweet  viciffitudes  of  day  and  night; 
Soft  airs  and  genial  moifture  feed  and  cheer 
Field,  fruit,  and  flow'r,  and ev'ry  creature  hercf 
But  brighter  beams  than  his  who  fires  the  fkie$ 
Have  ris'n  at  length  on  your  admiring  eyes, 
That  flioot  into  your  darkeft  caves  the  day 
From  which  our  nicer  optics  turn  away. 

§109.  On  Slavery,  and the  Slave  Trade.  Cowper. 
Out,  ah!  what  wifh  can  profper,  or  what 
*-*  pray'r, 

For  merchants,  rich  in  cargoes  of  defpair, 
Who  drive  a  loathfome  traffic,  gage  and  fpan, 
And  buy  the  mufcles  and  the  bones  of  man* 
The  tender  ties  of  father,  hufband,  friend, 
All  bonds  of  nature  in  that  moment  end; 
And  each  endures,  while  yet  he  draws  his  breathy 
A  ftroke  as  fatal  as  the  fcythe  of  death. 
The  fable  warrior,  frantic  with  regret 
Of  her  he  loves,  and  never  can  forget, 
Lofes  in  tears  the  far  receding  fhore, 
But  not  the  thought,   that  they  muft  meet  ntf 
Depriv'd  of  her  and  freedom  at  a  blow,    [more. 
What  has  he  left  that  he  can  yet  forego  ? 
Yes,  to  deep  fadnefs  fullenly  refign'd, 
He  feels  his  body's  bondage  in  his  mind; 
Puts  off  his  gen'rous  nature,  and  to  fuit 
His  manners  with  his  fate,  puts  on  the  brute* 
Oh  moil  degrading  of  all  ills  that  wait 
On  man,  a  mourner  in  his  bed  eftate  ! 
All  other  forrows  virtue  may  endure, 
And  find  fubmiflion  more  than  half  a  cure; 
Grief  is  itfelf  a  med'eine,  and  beftow'd 
T'  improve  the  fortitude  that  bears  a  load  ; 
To  teach  the  wand'rer,  as  his  woes  increafe, 
The  path  of  wifdom,  all  whofe  paths  arc  peace. 


•J:  The  Moravian  missionaries  in  Greenland;    Vide  Krantz. 
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But  flav'ry ! — virtue  dreads  it  as  her  grave  ; 
Patience  itfelf is  meannefs,  in  a  {lave  : 
Or  if  t'  e  will  and  fovereignty  of  God 
Bid  fuller  it  awhile,  and  kifs  the  rod; 
Wait  for  the  dawning  of  a  brighter  day, 
And  fnap  the  chain  the  moment  when  you  may. 
Mature  imprints  upon  whate'er  we  fee, 
That  has  a  heart,  and  life  in  it,  Be  free  ! 
The  beafts  are  chartered — neither  age  nor  force 
Can  quell  the  love  of  freedom  in  a  horfe: 
He  breaks  the  cord  that  held  him  at  the  rack, 
And,  confeious  of  an  unencumbered  back, 
Snuffs  up  the  morning  air,  forgets  the  rein, 
Loofe  fly  his  forelock  and  his  ample  mane; 
Refponfive  to  the  diftant  neigh  he  neighs, 
Nor  Hops  till,  overleaping  all  delays, 
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He  finds  the  pafture  where  his  fellows  graze 

-  — — m 

$  1 10.  On  Liberty  j  and  in  Praife  of  Mr.  Hovoard. 

COWPER. 
/~\h  could  I  worfhip  ought  beneath  the  ikies 
^-^  That  earth  hath  feen,  or  fancy  could  devife, 
Thine  altar,  facred  Liberty,  (hould  Hand, 
Built  by  no  mercenary,  vulgar  hand. 
With  fragrant  turf,  and  flow'rs  as  wild  and  fair 
As  ever  drefs'd  a  bank,  orfcented  fummerair. 
Duly  as  ever  on  the  mountain's  height 
The  peep  of  morning  fried  a  dawning  light; 
Again,  when  evening  in  her  fober  veil 
Drew  the  grey  curtain  of  the  fading  Weft ; 
My  foul  fhould   yield  thee  willing  thanks  and 
For  the  chief  bleffings  of  my  fa i reft  days:  [praife 
But  that  were  facrilege — praife  is  not  thine, 
But  his  who  gave  thee,  and  preferves  thee  mine : 
Elfc  I  would  fay,  and  as  I  fpake  bid  fly 
A  capt;ve  bird  into  the  boundlefs  fky, 
This  triple  realm  adores  thee — thou  art  come 
From  Sparta  hither,  and  art  here  at  home; 
We  feel  thy  force  flill  active,  at  this  hour 
Enjoy  immunity  from  prieitly  pow'r; 
While  confeience,  happier  than  in  ancient  years, 
Owns  no  fuperior  but  the  God  flie  fears. 
Propitious  Spirit !  yet  expunge  a  wrong 
Thy  rites  have  fuffer'd,  and  our  land,  too  long; 
Teach  mercy  to  ten  thoufand  hearts  that  fhare 
The  fears  and  hopes  of  a  commercial  care; 
Prifons  expect  the  wicked,  and  were  built 
To  bind  the  lawlefs,  and  to  punifh  guilt; 
But  fhip wreck, earthquake, battle,  fire,  and  flood, 
Are  mighty  mifchiefs,  not  to  be  withftood: 
And  honeft  merit  ftands  on  flipp'ry  ground 
Where  covert  guile,  and  artifice  abound  : 
Let  juft  reft  raint,  for  public  peace  defign,d, 
Chain  up  the  wolves  and  tigers  of  mankind; 
The  foe  of  virtue  has  no  claim  to  thee, 
But  let  infolvent  innocence  go  free. 

Patron  ofelfe  the  moft  defpis'd  of  men, 
Accept  the  tribute  of  a  ftranger's  pen; 
Verfe,  like  the  laurel,  its  immortal  meed, 
Should  be  the  guerdon  of  a  noble  deed : 
I  may  alarm  thee,  but  I  fear  the  fhame 
(Charity  chofen  as  my  theme  and  aim) 
I  Triuft  incur,  forgetting  Howard's  name. 
'Bleft  with  all  wealth  can  give  thee — to  refign 
Joys,  doubly  fweet  to  feelings  quick  as  thine 


] 


To  quit  the  blifs  thy  rural  fcenes  beftow 
To  feek  a  nobler,  amidft  fcenes  of  woe ;      [home, 
To  traverfe  feas,  range  kingdoms,  and  b-ing 
Not  the  proud  monuments  of  Greece  or  Home, 
But  knowledge,  fuch  as  only  dungeons  teach, 
And  only  fympathy  like  thine  could  reach  ; 
That  grief,  fequefter'd  from  the  public  ftage, 
Might  fmooth  her  feathers,  and  enjoy  her  cage- 
Speaks  a  divine  ambition,  and  a  zeal 
The  boldest  patriot  might  be  proud  to  feel. 
Oh  that  the  voice  of  clamour  and  debate, 
That  pleads  for  peace  till  it  difturbs  the  ftate, 
Were  hufh'd,  in  favour  of  thy  gen'rous  plea, 
The  poor  thy  clients,  and  Heaven's  lmile  tny  fee  I 
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§111.     On  Domejiic  Happinefst  as  the  Friend  of 
Virtue ;    and   of  tbt  falj'e  Good-nature  or  the 
Age.  Cuvvper.. 

omestjc  happinefs,  thou  only  bills 
Of  Paradife  that  has  furviv'd  the  fall ! 
Tho'  few  now  tafte  thee  unimpair'd  and  pure, 
Or,  tailing,  long  enjoy  thee;  too  infirm 
Or  too  incautious  to  preierve  thy  fweets 
Unmix'd  with  drops  of  bitter,  which  neglect 
Or  temper  fheds  into  thy  chryftal  cup. 
Thou  art  the  nurfe  of  virtue.     In  thine  arms 
She  smiles,  appearing,  as  in  truth  lhe  is, 
Heaven -born,  and  deitin'd  to  the  fkies  again. 
Thou  art  not  known  where  Pleature  is  ador'd, 
That  reeling  goddefs  with  the  zonelefs  waiit 
And  wand'ring  eyes,  ftill  leaning  on  the  arm 
Of  Novelty,  her  fickle,  frail  fupport ; 
For  thou  art  meek  and  conftant,  hating  change, 
And  finding  in  the  calm  of  truth-tied  love  • 
Joys  that  her  ftormy  raptures,ntver  yield. 
Forfaking  thee,  what  fliipwreck  have  we  made 
Of  honour,  dignity,  and  fair  renown, 
Till  proftitution  elbows  us  afide 
In  all  our  crowded  ftreets,  and  fenates  feem 
Conven'd  for  purpofes  of  empire  lefs 
Than  to  releafe  th'  adult' refs  from  her  bond! 
Th'  adult'refs !  what  a  theme  for  angry  verfe, 
What  provocation  to  the  indignant  heart 
That  feels  for  injur'd  love  !     But  I  difdain 
The  naufeous  tafk  to  paint  her  as  fhe  is, 
Cruel,  abandon'd,  glorying  in  her  fhame. 
No.     Let  her  pafs ;  and,  charioted  along, 
In  guilty  fplendourfhake  the  public  ways: 
The  frequency  of  crimes  has  walh'd  them  white; 
And  verfe  of  mine  fhall  never  brand  the  wretch 
Whom  matrons  now,  of  character  u  Tmirch'd, 
And  chafte  themfelves,  are  not  amam'd  to  own. 
Virtue  and  vice  had  bound'ries  in  old  time 
Not  to  be  pafs'd:  and  fhe  that  had  renoune'd 
Her  fex's  honour,  was  renoune'd  herfelf 
By  all  that  priz'd  it;  not  for  Prudery's  fake, 
But  Dignity's  refentful  of  the  wrong. 
'Twas  hard,  perhaps,  on  here  and  there  a  waif 
Defirous  to  return,  and  not  receiv'd; 
But  was  an  wholelbme  rigour  in  the  main, 
And  taught  th'  unblemilh'd  to  prtferve  with 
That  purity,  whofe  lols  was  lofs  of  all.        [care 
Men  too  were  nice  in  honour  in  thofe  days, 
And  judg'd  offenders  well :  and  he  that  fliarp'd 
And  pocketed  a  prize  by  fraud  obtain'd, 
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Was  mark'd,  and  fhUnn'd  as  odious.  He  that  fold 
His  country,  or  was  flack  when  fhe  requir'd 
His  ev'ry  nerve  "in  action  and  at  ftretch, 
Paid  with  the  blood  that  he  had  bafely  fpar'd. 
The  price  of  his  default.    But  now — yes,  now, 
We  are  become  fo  candid  and  fo  fair, 
So  liberal  in  conftruction,  and  fo  rich 
In  Christian  charity,  a  good-natur'd  age! 
That  they  are  fafe:  finners  of  either  fex  [bred, 
Tranfgrefs  what  laws  they  may. Well  drefs'd,well 
Well  equipag'd,  is  ticket  good  enough 
To  pafs  us  readily  through  ev'ry  door. 
Hypocrify,  detell  her  as  we  may, 
(And  no  man's  hatred  ever  wrong'd  her  yet) 
May  claim  this  merit  ftill,  that  flie  admits 
The  worth  of  what  (he  mimics  with  fuch  care, 
And  thus  gives  virtue  indirect  applaufe  : 
But  flie  has  burnt  her  mafks,  not  needed  here, 
Where  vice  has  fuch  allowance,  that  her  fhifts 
And  fpecious  femblances  have  loft  their  ufe. 

$  112.     On  the  Employments  of  ivbat  is  called  an 

Idle  Ufe.  Cowper. 

TTow  various  his  employments  whom  the  world 
"*■**■  Calls  idle,  and  who  juftly,  in  return, 
Efteems  that  bufy  world  an  idler  too  ! 
Friends,  books,  a  garden,  and  perhaps  his  pen, 
Delightful  induftry  enjoy 'd  at  home, 
And  nature  in  her  cultivated  trim 
Drefs'd  to  his  taste,  inviting  him  abroad— 
Can  he  want  occupation  who  has  thefe? 
Will  he  be  idle  who  has  much  t'  enjoy  ? 
Me  therefore,  ftudious  of  laborious  eafe, 
Not  flothful;  happy  to  deceive  the  time, 
Nor  watte  it;  and  aware  that  human  life 
Is  but  a  loan  to  be  repaid  with  ufe, 
When  he  fhall  call  his  debtors  to  account 
From  whom  are  all  ourbleifings — bufinefs finds 
Ev'n  here.  While  fedulous  I  feek  t'  improve, 
At  leaft  neglect  not,  or  leave  unemoloy'd 
The  mind  he  gave  me;  driving  it,  though  (lack 
Too  oft,  and  much  impeded  in  its  work 
By  caufes  not  to  be  divulg'd  in  vain, 
To  its  juft  point — the  fervice  of  mankind. 
He  that  attends  to  his  interior  felf, 
That  has  a  heart,  and  keeps  it;  has  a  mind 
That  hungers,  and  fupplies  it;  and  who  feeks 
A  social,  not  a  diflipated  life- 
Has  bufinefs;  feels  himfelf engag'd  V  achieve 
No  unimportant,  though  a  filent  ta(k. 
A  life  all  turbulence  and  noife  may  feem, 
To  him  that  leads  it,  wife,  and  to  beprais'dj 
But  wifdom  is  a  pearl  with  moll  fuccefs 
Sought  in  ftill  water,  and  beneath  clear  (kies. 
He  that  is  ever  occupied  in  ftorms 
Or  dives  not  for  it,  or  brings  up  inftead, 
Vainly  induftrious,  a  difgraceful  prize. 

§  113.     'The  ?ofl  comes  in — the  Ne<ws-paper  is 
read—The  World  contemplated  at  a  diflance. 

C0W?KR. 

TTark  !  'tis  the  twanging  horn  !  o'er  yonder 

r A        bridge, 

That  with  its  wearifome  but  needful  length 


BeJtrides  the  wir.t'ry  flood,  in  which  the  moon. 
Sees  her  unwrinkied  face  reflected  bright, 
He  comes,  the  herald  of  a  noil'y  world,    [locks. 
With  Ipatter'd  boots,  ftrapp'd  waift,  and  frozen 
News  from  all  nations  lumb'ring  at  his  back. 
True  to  his  charge,  the  clofe-pack'd  load  behind 
Yet  carelefs  what  he  brings,  his  one  concern 
Is  to  conduct  it  to  the  deitin'd  inn  ; 
And,  having  dropp'd  th'  expected  bag,  pafs  on. 
He  whiftles  as  he  goes,  light-hearted  wretch, 
Cold,  and  yet  cheerful ;   meflenger  of  grief 
Perhaps  to  thoufands,  and  of  joy  to  some  5 
To  him  inditTrent  whether  grief  or  joy. 
Houfes  in  afnes,  and  the  fall  of  (locks, 
Births,  deaths,  and  marriages,  epiftles  wet 
With  tears  that  trickled  down  the  writer's  cheeks 
Faft  as  tK*  periods  from  his  fluent  quill, 
Or  charg'd  with  am'rous  fighs  of  abfent  fvvains, 
Or  nymphs  refponfive,  eqially  affect 
His  horfe  and  him,  unconfcious  of  them  all. 
Hut  oh  th~  important  budget !  ufher'd  in 
With  fuch  heart-(haking  mufic,  who  can  fay 
What  are  its  tidings :  have  our  troops  awak'd  * 
Or  do  they  Hill,  as  if  with  opium  drugg'd, 
Snore  to  the  murmurs  of"  th'  Atlantic  wave  ? 
Is  India  free  ?  and  does  (he  wear  her  plum'd 
And  jewell'd  turban  with  a  fmile  of  peace, 
Or  do  we  grind  her  ftill  ?  The  grand  debate, 
The  popular  harangue,  the  tart  reply, 
The  logic,  and  the  wifdom,  and  the  wit, 
And  the  loud  laugh — I  long  to  know  them  all; 
I  burn  to  fet  th'  imprifon'd  wranglers  free, 
And  give  them  voice  and  utt'rance  once  again. 

Now  ftir  the  fire,  and  clofe  the  (nutters  fafta 
Let  fall  the  curtains,  wheel  the  f  >fa  round, 
And  while  the  bubbling  and  loud -hilling  urn 
Throws  up  a  fteamy  column,  and  the  cups 
That  cheer,  but  not  inebriate,  wait  on  each, 
So  let  us  welcome  peaceful  ev'ning  in. 
Not  fuch  his  ev'ning  who,  with  ihiningface, 
Sweats  in  the  crowded  theatre,  and  fqueez'd, 
And  bor'd  with  elbow-points  thro'  both  his  fides, 
Outfcold*  the  ranting  actor  on  the  ftage. 
Nor  his,  who  patient  (lands  till  his  feet  throb, 
And  his  head  thumps,  to  feed  upon  the  breatU 
Of  patriots  burfting  with  heroic  rage, 
Or  placemen  all  tranquillity  and  (miles. 
This  folio  of  four  pages,  happy  work  1 
Which  not  ev'n  critics  criticife,  that  holds 
Inquilitive  attention,  while  I  read, 
Fait  bound  in  chains  of  (Hence,  which  the  fair, 
Though  eloquent  themfelves,  yet  fear  to  break— 
What  is  it  but  a  map  of  bufy  life, 
Its  fluctuations,  and  its  vaft  concerns  ? 
Here  runs  the  mountainous  and  craggy  ridge 
That  tempts  ambition.     On  the  fummit,  fee 
The  feals  of  office  glitter  in  his  eyes;       [heels, 
He  climbs,  he  pants,  he  grafps  them.     At  his 
Clofe  at  his  heels,  a  demagogue  afcends, 
And  with  a  dext'rous  jerk  foon  twills  him  dowty 
And  wins  them,  but  to  lofe  them  in  his  turn. 
Here  rills  of  oily  eloquence  in  foft 
Meanders  lubricate  the  courfe  they  take  : 
The  modeft  fpeaker  is  afham'd  and  griev'd 

T'  engrofc 
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T'  engrofs  a  moment's  notice :  and  yet  begs, 
Begs  a  propitious  ear  for  his  poor  thoughts, 
However  trivial  all  that  he  conceives. 
Sweet  bafhfulnefs  !  it  claims  at  leaft  this  praife: 
The  dearth  of  information  and  good  fenfe 
That  it  foretels  us,  always  comes  to  pafs. 
Cataracts  of  declamation  thunder  here, 
There  forefts  of  no  meaning  fpread  the  page 
In  which  all  comprehenfion  wanders  loft} 
While  fields^of  pleafantry  amufe  us  there 
"With  merry  defcants  on  a  nation's  woes. 
The  reft  appears  a  wildernefs  of  ftrange 
But  gay  confufion — rofes  for  the  cheeks 
And  lilies  for  the  brows  of  faded  age, 
Teeth  for  the  toothlefs,  ringlets  for  the  bald, 
Heaven,earth,andoceanplunder\loftheirfweets, 
Kedrareous  eflences,  Olympian  dews; 
Sermons,  and  city  feafts,  and  fav'r^te  airs, 
^Ethereal  journies,  fubmarine  exploits, 
And  Katterfelto,  with  his  hair  on  end 
At  his  own  wonders,  wond'ring  for  his  bread. 

*Tis  plenfant  through  the  loop-holes  of  retreat 
To  peep  at  fuch  a  world  :  to  fee  the  ftir 
Of  the  great  Babel,  and  not  feel  the  crowd : 
To  hear  the  roar  fhe  fends  through  all  her  gates 
/^t  a  fafe  diftance,  where  the  dying  found 
Falls  a  foft  murmur  on  th'  uninjur'd  ear. 
Thus  fitting,  and  furveying  thus  at  eafe 
The  globe  and  its  concerns,  I  feem  advanc'd 
To  some  fecure  and  more  than  mortal  height. 
That  lib'rates  and  exempts  me  from  them  all. 
It  turns  fubmitted  to  my  view,  turns  round 
With  all  its  generations  j  I  behold 
The  tumult,  and  am  ftill ;  the  found  of  war 
Has  loft  its  terrors  ere  it  reaches  me ; 
Grieves,  but  alarms  me  not.  I  mourn  the  pride 
And  av'rice  that  makes  man  a  wolf  to  man, 
Hear  the  faint  echo  of  those  brazen  throats 
By  which  he  fpeaks  the  language  of  his  heart, 
And  figh,  but  never  tremble  at  the  found. 
He  travels  and  expatiates,  as  the  bee 
Prom  flow'r  to  flow'r,  fo  he  from  land  to  land  ; 
The  manners,  cuftoms,  policy  of  all 
Pay  contribution  to  the  ftore  he  gleans  j 
He  fucks  intelligence  in  ev'ry  clime, 
And  fpreads  the  honey  of  his  deep  research 
At  his  return,  a  rich  repaft  for  me  ! 
He  travels,  and  I  too.    I  tread  his  deck, 
Afcend  his  topmaft,  through  his  peering  eyes 
Difcover  countries,  with  a  kindred  heart 
Suffer  his  woes,  and  fhare  in  his  efcapes : 
While  fancy,  like  the  finger  of  a  clock, 
Huns  the  great  circuit,  and  is  ftill  at  home: 
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§  114.    J  fragment    Mallet. 
TJ^air  morn  afcend s  :  frefh  zephyr's  breath 
**    Blows  lib'rai  o'er  yon  bloomy  heath, 
Where,  fown  profufely,  herb  and  flow'r, 
Of  balmy  fmell,  of  healing  pow'r, 
Their  fouls  in  fragrant  dews  exhale, 
And  breathe  frefh  life  in  ev'ry  gale. 
Here  fpreads  a  green  expanfe  of  plains, 
Where,  fweetly  penfive,  Silence  reigns  j 


And  there,  at  utmofl:  ftretch  of  eye, 

A  mountain  fades  into  the  iky; 

While  winding  round,  diffus'd  and  deep, 

A  river  rolls  with  founding  fweep* 

Of  human  art  no  traces  near, 

I  feem  alone  with  nature  here  ! 

Here  are  thy  walks,  O  iacred  Health  ! 
The  Monarch's  blifs,  the  Beggar's  wealth, 
The  feas'ning  of  all  good  below, 
The  fovereign's  friend  in  joy  or  woe. 
O  Thou,  molt  courted,  moft  defpis'd, 
And  but  in  abfence,  duly  priz'd  ! 
Pow'r  of  the  foft  and  rofy  face  ! 
The  vivid  pulfe,  the  vermeil  grace, 
The  fpirits,  when  they  gayeft  mine, 
Youth,  beauty,  pleafure,  all  are  thine ! 
O  fun  of  life,  whofe  heavenly  ray 
Lights  up  and  cheers  our  various  day, 
The  turbulence  of  hopes  and  fears, 
The  ftorm  of  fate,  the  cloud  of  years, 
TilJ  nature,  with  thy  parting  light, 
Repofes  late  in  Death's  calm  night: 
Pled  from  the  trophied  roofs  of  ftate, 
Abodes  of  fplendid  pain  and  hate  j 
Fled  from  the  couch,  where,  in  fweet  fleep, 
Hot  Riot  would  his  anguifh  fteep, 
But  toffes  through  the  midnight  made, 
Of  death,  of  life,  alike  afraid  j 
For  ever  fled  to  (hady  cell, 
Where  Temp'rance,  where  the  Mufes  dwell, 
Thou  oft  art  feen,  at  early  dawn, 
Slow-pacing  o'er  the  breezy  lawn  j 
Or,  on  the  brow  of  mountain  high, 
In  filence  feafting  ear  and  eye 
With  fong  and  profpect,  which  abound 
From  birds,  and  woods,  and  waters  round. 

But  when  the  fun,  with  noon-tide  ray, 
Flames  forth  intolerable  day  ; 
While  Heat  fits  fervent  on  the  plain, 
With  Thirft  and  Langour  in  his  train 
(All  nature  fick'ning  in  the  blaze), 
Thou  in  the  wild  and  woody  maze 
That  clouds  the  vale  w7ith  umbrage  deep, 
Impendent  from  the  neighb'ring  fteep, 
Wilt  find  betimes  a  calm  retreat, 
Where  breathing  Coolnefs  has  her  feat. 

There  plung'd  amid  the  fhadows  brown* 
Imagination  lays  him  down  j 
Attentive  in  his  airy  mood, 
To  ev'ry  murmur  of  the  wood  : 
The  bee  in  yonder  flow'ry  nook; 
The  chidings  of  the  headlong  brook  ; 
The  green  leaf  qui  v'rmg  in  the  gale  ; 
The  warbling  hill,  the  lowing  vale  j 
The  diftant  woodman's  echoing  ftroke  ; 
The  thunder  of  the  falling  oak. 
From  thought  to  thought  in  vifion  led, 
He  holds  high  converfe  with  the  Dead  j 
Sages  or  Poets.    See,  they  rife  ! 
And  fhadowy  fkim  before  his  eyes, 
Hark !  Orpheus  ftrikes  the  lyre  again, 
That  foften'd  favages  to  men  : 
Lo !  Socrates,  the  Sent  of  Heaven, 
To  whom  its  moral  will  was  given. 

Fathers 
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Fathers  and  Friends  of  human  kind  ! 
They  form'd  the  nation-j,  or  refin'd, 
With  all  that  mends  the  head  and  heart, 
Enlightening  truth,  adorning  art. 

Thus  muling  in  the  iblemn  ihade, 
At  once  the  founding  breeze  was  laid : 
And  nature,  by  the  unknown  law, 
Shook  deep  with  reverential  awe; 
Dumb  lilence  grew  upon  the  hour; 
A  browner  night  involv'd  the  bow'r: 
When  ifluing  from  the  inmoll  wood, 
Appeared  fair  Freedom's  Genius  good. 
O  Freedom  !  fov'reign  boon  of  Heav'n, 
Great  Charter  with  our  being  giv'n ; 
For  which  the  patriot  and  the  (age 
Have  plann'd,  have  bled,  thro'  ev'ry  ags  I 
High  privilege  of  human  race, 
Beyond  a  mortal  monarch's  grace : 
Who  could  not  give,  who  cannot  claim, 
What  but  from  God  immediate  came  ! 
******        * 


H 


[5.     Ode  to  Evening.     Dr.  Jos.  Warton. 
AiL,meek-ey'd  maiden,  clad  in  fober  grey, 
Whofe  foft  approach  the  weary  woodman 
loves; 

As  homeward  bent  to  kiss  his  prattling  babes 
Joe undhe  whittles  through  the  twilight  groves. 

When  Phoebus  finks  behind  the  gilded  hills, 
You  lightly  o'er  the  mifty  meadows  walk ; 
The  drooping  daifies  bathe  in  dulcet  dews, 
And  nurfe  the  nodding  violet's  tender  ftalk. 

The  panting  Dryads,  that  in  day's  fierce  heat 
To  inmoll  bow'rs  and  cooling  caverns  ran, 
Return,  to  trip  in  wanton  ev'ning  dance; 
Old  Sylvan  too  returns,  and  laughing  Pan. 

To  the  deep  wood  the  clamorous  rooks  repair, 
Light  (kirns  the  fwallow  o'er  the  wat'ry  (cene; 
And  from  the  fheep-cot,and  frefli-furrow'd  field, 
Stout  ploughmen  meet,  to  wreftle  on  the  green. 

The  fwain,  that  artlefs  fings  on  yonder  rock, 
His  fupping  (heepand  length'ning  (hadow  (pies, 
Pleas'd  with  the  cool,  the  calm,  refrefhing  hour, 
And  with  hoarfe  humming  of  unnumber'd  flies. 

.Now  ev'ry  Paflion  deeps:  defponding  Love, 
And  pining  Envy,  ever-reftlefs  Pride; 
And  holy  Calm  creeps  o'er  my  peaceful  foul, 
Anger  and  mad  Ambition's  (forms  fubdue. 

O  modeft  Evening !  oft  let  me  appear 
A  wandering  votary  in  thy  penfive  train  ; 
Lift'ning  to  every  wildly-warbling  note 
Thatfills  with  farewell  fweet  thy  dark'ning  plain. 


§  116.    I/is.    An  Elegy.    By  Mr.  Mason,   of 
Cambridge. 

T^ar.  from  her  hallow'd  grot,  where,  mildly 
■*'  bright, 

The  pointed  chryftals  (hot  their  trembling  light; 

From  dripping  mofs,  where  fparkling  dew-drops 

tell,  [flieil, 

Where  cora)  glew'd,  wher«  twin'd  the  wreathed 


Pale  Ifis  lay;  a  willow's  lowly  made 

Spread  its  thin  foliage  o'er  the  lit eping  maid  j 

Clos'd  was  her  eye,  and  from  her  heaving  breait 

In  carelefs  folds  loole  flow'd  her  zonelels  veil; 

While  down  her  neck  her  vagrant  trefles  flow, 

In  all  the  awful  negligence  of  woe  ; 

Her  urn  fulhun'd  her  arm,  that  fculptur'd  vafe 

Where  Vulcan's  art  had  lavifti'd  ail  his  grace. 

Here,  full  with  life,  was  heaven-taught  Science 

feen, 
Known  by  the  laurel  wreath  and  mufing  mien; 
There  cloud-crown'd  Fame,  here  Peace,  fedate 
and  bland,  [wand ; 

Sweli'd  the  loud  trump,  and  wav'd   the   olive 
While  folemn  domes,  arch'd  shades,  and  viltaj 

green, 
At  well-mark'd  didance  clofe  the  facred  fcene. 

On  this  the  goddefs  call  an  anxious  look, 
Then  dropp'd  a  tender  tear,  and  thus  (he  fpoke : 
Yes,  I  could  once  with  pleas'd  attention  tract 
The  mimic  charms  of  this  prophetic  vafe; 
Then  lift  my  head,  and  with  enraptur'd  eye* 
View  on  yon  plain  the  real  glories  rile. 
Yes,  Ifis !  oft  haft  thou  rejoie'd  to  lead 
Thy  liquid  treaiiires  o'er  yon  fa v 'rite  mead  c 
Oft  haft  thou  ftopp'd  thy  pearly  car  to  gaze, 
While  ev'ry  Science  nurs'd  its  growing  bays; 
While  ev'ry  Youth,  with  fame's  ftrong  impu'le 
Prefs'dtothe  goal, and  at  the  goal  untir'd,  [tir'd, 
Snatch'd  each  celeftial  wreath  to  bind  his  brow 
The  Mufes,  Graces,  Virtues,  could  beftow. 

E'en  now  fond  Fancy  leads  th'  ideal  train, 
And  ranks  her  troops  on  Memory's  ample  plain; 
See!  the  firm  leaders  of  my  patriot  line, 
See !  Sidney,  Raleigh,  Hampden,  Somen,  mine. 
See  Hough,  fuperior  to  a  tyrant's  doom, 
Smile  at  the  menace  of  the  (lave  of  Rome: 
E'vxi  foul  whom  truth  could  (ire,  or  virtue  move, 
iiach  bread  ftrong  pantingwith  its  count  it 's  love. 
All  that  to  Albion  gave  their  heart  or  head, 
That  wifely  counfell'd,  or  that  bravely  bled, 
All,  all  appear;   on  me  they  grateful  ("mile, 
The  well-earn'd  prize  of  every  virtuous  toil 
To  me  with  rilial  reverence  they  bring, 
And  hang  frelh  trophies  o'er  myhonor'd  fpring. 
Ah!  I  remember  well  yon  beechen  fpray, 
There  Addifon  firft  tun'd  his  polifh'd  lay; 
'Twr.s  there  great  Cato's  form  firft  met  his  eye, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  free-bora  majefty;         [awe, 
"  My  (on,"  he  cried,  tf  obferve  this  mien  with 
"  In  folemn  lines  the  ftrong  refemblance  draw; 
"  The  piercing  notes  (hall  itrike  each  Briti(h  ear, 

Each  Britifh  eye  (hall  drop  the  patriot  tear! 
"  And,  rous'd  to  glory  by  the  nervous  drain, 

Each  youth  (hall  fpurn  at  (la very 's  abject  reign; 

Shall  guard  with  Cato's  zeal  Britannia's  laws, 

And  (peak,  and  aft,  and  bleed,  in  freedom's 
"  caufe." 

The  Hero  fpoke ;  the  bard  afTenting  bow'd  ; 
The  lay  to  Liberty  and  Cato  flow'd  j 
While  Echo,  as  (he  rov'd  the  vale  along, 
Join'd  the  ftrong  cadence  of  his  Roman  fong. 

But,  ah  !  how  Stillnefs  (lept  upon  the  ground, 
How  mute  attention  check'd  each  riflng  found, 

Scarce 


Scarce  ftole  a  breeze  to  wave  the  leafy  fpray, 
Scarce  trill'd  fweet  Philomel  her  fofteft  lay, 
When  Locke  walk'd  muling  forth !  e'en  now  I 
MajefticWifdomthirn'd  upon  his  brow;    [view 
View  Candour  fmile  upon  his  modell  cheek, 
And  from  his  eye  all  Judgment's  radiance  break. 
'Twas  here  the  fage  his  manly  zeal  exprefs'd, 
Here  ftripp'd  vain  Falfehood  of  her  gaudy  veil  j 
Here  Truth's  collected  beams  firftfill'd  his  mind, 
Ere  long  to  burft  in  bleflirtTs  on  mankind  ; 
Ere  long  to  (hew  to  realqiTs  purged  eye, 
That  '<  Nature's  firft  beft  gift  was  Liberty." 

Proud  of  this  won 'd reus  fon,  fublime  I  ftood, 
(While  louder  furges  (well'd  my  rapid  flood)} 
Then,  vain  as  Niobe,  exulting  cried, 
IliflTus!  roll  thy  fam'd  Athenian  tide; 
Tho'  Plato's  (reps  oft  mark'd  thy  neighb'ring 
Tho'  fair  Lycgeum  lent  its  awful  (hade,  [glade, 
Tho'  ev'ry  Academic  green  imprefs'd 
Its  image  full  on  thy  reflecting  bread:, 
Yet  my  pure  dream  (hall  boaft  as  proud  a  name, 
And  Britain's  Ifls  flow  with  Attic  fame. 

Alas  !  how  chang'd  I    where  now  that  Attic 

boaft  ? 
See  !  Gothic  Licence  rage  o'er  all  my  coaft;  ' 
See!   Hydra  Faction  fpreads  its  impious  reign, 
Poifon  each  bread,  and  madden  ev'ry  brain: 
H^ncefrontlefs  crowds  that,not  content  to  fright 
Tne  blufliing  Cynthia  from  her  throne  of  night, 
Blaft  the  fair  face  of  day;  and,  madly  bold, 
To  Freedom's  foes  infernal  orgies  hold  j 
To  Freedom's  foes,  ah  !  fee  the  goblet  crown'd, 
Hear  plaufive  fhouts  to  Freedom's  foes  refound, 
The  horrid  notes  my  refluent  waters  daunt, 
The  Echoes  groan,  the  Dryads  quit  their  haunt  ; 
Learning,  that  once  to  all  difFus'd  her  beam, 
Now  (heds,  by  Health,  a  partial  private  gleam 
In  fome  lone  cloifter's  melancholy  (hade, 
Where  a  firm  few  fupport  her  fickly  head, 
Defpis'd,  infulted,  by  the  barb'rous  train, 
Who  fcour,  like  Thracia's  moon-ftruck  rout, 

the  plain, 
Sworn  foes,  like  them,  to  all  the  Mufe  approves, 
All  Phcebus  favours,  or  Minerva  loves. 

Are  thefe  the  fon s  my  foft'ring  bread  muft  rear, 
G  rac'd  with  my  name,  and  nurtur'd  by  my  care  ? 
Muft  thefe  go  forth  from  my  maternal  hand 
To  deal  their  infults  thro'  a  peaceful  land  ; 
And  boaft,  while  Freedom  bleeds,  and  Virtue 

groans, 
That  "  I(is  taught  Rebellion  to  her  Sons  ?° 
Forbid  it,  Heaven  !  and  let  my  rifing  waves 
Indignant  fwell,  and  whelm  the  recreant  (laves! 
In  England's  caufe  their  patriot  floods  employ, 
As  Xanthus  delug'd  in  the  caufe  of  Troy. 
Is  this  denied  ;  then  point  fome  fecret  way 
Where  far,  far  hence  thefe  guiltlefs  dreams  may 

(tray;  [fpreads 

Some  unknown  channel  lend,  where   Nature 
Inglorious  vales,  and  unfrequented  meads: 
There,wherea  hind  fcarces  tunes  his  ruftic  drain, 
Where  fcarce  a  pilgrim  treads  the  pathlefs  plain, 
Content  I'll  flow ;  forget  that  e'er  my  tide 
Saw  yon  majeitic  ftru enures  crown  its  fidej 
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Forget  that  e'er  my  wrapt  attention  bung 
Or  on  the  Sage's  or  the  Poet's  tongue; 
Calm  and  refign'd  my  humbler  lot  embrace, 
And,  pleas' d,  prefer  oblivion  to  difgrace. 


§117.  Epiftolary  Verfes  to  George  Colman,  Efq+ 
Hvrttten  in  the  Year  1 7 56.  By  Mr.  Robert 
Lloyd. 

You  know,  dear  George,  I'm  none  of  thofc 
A    _  That  condefcend  to  write  in  profe : 
lafpir'd  with  pathos  and  fubiime, 
I  always  foar — in  doggrel  rhyme; 
And  fcarce  can  afk  you  how  you  do, 
Without  a  jingling  line  or  two. 
Befides,  I  always  took  delight  in 
What  bears  the  name  of  eafv  writing; 
Perhaps  the  realon  makes  it  oleafe 
Is,  that  I  find  'tis  writ  with  eafe. 

I  vent  a  notion  here  in  private, 
Which  public  iafle  can  ne'er  connive  at, 
Which  thinks  no  wit  or  judgment  greater 
Than  Addifon,  and  his  Spectator; 
Who  fays  (it  is  no  matter  where, 
But  that  he  fays  it  I  can  fwear) 
With  eafy  verfe  moft  bards  are  (mitten^ 
Becaufe  they  think  it 's  eafy  written  j 
Whereas,  the  eafier  it  appears, 
The  greater  marks  of  care  it  wears; 
Of  which  to  give  an  explanation, 
Take  this,  by  way  of  illuftration : 
The  fam'd  Mat.  Prior,  it  is  faid, 
Oft  bit  his  nails,  and  fcratch'd  his  head, 
And  chang'd  a  thought  a  hundred  times, 
Becaufe  he  did  not  like  the  rhymes: 
To  make  my  meaning  clear,  and  pleafe  ye, 
In  (hort,  he  labour'd  to  write  eafy. 
And  yet  no  Critic  e'er  defines 
His  poem's  into  labour'd  lines. 
I  have  a  (imile  will  hit  him ; 
His  verfe,  like  clothes,  was  made  to  fit  him; 
Which  (as  no  taylor  e'er  denied) 
The  better  fit  the  more  they  're  tried. 

Though  I  have  mentioned  Prior's  name* 
Think  not  1  aim  at  Prior's  fame. 
'Tis  the  refult  of  admiration 
To  fpend  itfelf  in  imitation; 
If  imitation  may  be  faid, 
Which  is  in  me  by  nature  bred, 
And  you  have  better  proofs  than  thefe 
That  I  'm  idolater  of  Eafe. 

Who,  but  a  madman  would  engage 
A  Poet  in  the  pre  fen  t  age  r 
Write  what  we  will,  our  works  befpeak  us 
Imitatoresy  fervum  Pecus. 
Tale,  Elegy,  or  lofty  Ode, 
We  travel  in  the  beaten  road: 
The  proverb  (till  flicks  clofely  by  us, 
Nil  difium,  quod  non  diilum  priiu. 
The  only  comfort  that  I  know 
Is,  that  'twas  faid  an  age  ago, 
Ere  Milton  foar'd  in  thought  fublime, 
Ere  Pope  refin'd  the  chink  of  rhyme, 

JEre 
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O  may  his  name  thefe  verfes  fave, 
Be  thefe  inferib'd  upon  his  grave: 

"  Know,  Reader,  that  0:1  Thurfday  died 
"  The  Connoifleur,  a  Suicide! 
<f  Yet  think  not  that  his  foul  is  fled, 
1  N  r  rank  him  'mongst  the  vulgar  dead, 
tt  Howe'er  defunct  you  fet  him  down, 
"  He's  only  going  out  of  Toxcv/." 


1 1 3 .    Ode  to  Arthur  Qnjhrw,  Efy.f 


She, 


Ere  Colman  wrote  in  ftyle  (o  pure, 

Or  the  great  Town  the  ConnoiiVeurj 

Ere  I  burlefqu'd  the  rural  cit, 

Proud  to  Heage  in  my  fcraps  of  wit  j 

And,  happy  in  theclofe  connection, 

T'  acquire  iome  name  from  their  reflection: 

So  (the  fnnilitude  is  trite) 

The  moon  ilv.l  mines  with  borrow'd  light  j 

And,  like  the  race  of  modern  beaux', 

Ticks  with  the  fun  for  her  he'd  clothes. 

.  thinks  there  is  no  bettt, '  time 
To  mew  the  ufe  I  make  of  rhj 
Than  now,  when  I,  who  from  beginning 
Was  always  fond  of  couplct-fmnmg, 
Prefuming  on  good-nature's  fcore, 
Thus  lay  my  bantling  at  ycur  door. 

The  rirfl  advantage  which  I  fee 
Is,  that  I  ramble  loufe  and  free : 
The  bard  indeed  full  oft  complains 
That  rhymes  are  fetters,  links,  and  chains  j 
And,  when  he  wants  to  leap  the  fence, 
Still  keeps  him  prisoner  to  the  fenfe. 
Howe'er  in  common-place  he  rage, 
Rhyme  's  like  your  fetters  on  the  ilage, 
Which,  when  the  player  once  hath  wore, 
It  makes  him  only  ftrut  the  more, 
While,  raving  in  pathetic  ftrains, 
He  makes  his  legs  to  clank  his  chains. 

From  rhyme,  as  from  a  handfome  face, 
Nonfenfe  acquires  a  kind  of  grace  ; 
I  therefore  give  it  ail  its  fcope, 
That  fenfe  may,  unperceiv'd,  elope. 

So  M rs  of  bafeft:  tricks 

(I  love  a  fling  at  politics) 

Amufe  the  nation,  court,  and  king, 

With  breaking  F — kes,and  hanging  Byng; 

And  make  each  puny  rogue  a  prey, 

While  they,  the  greater,  llink  away. 

This  lirnile,  perhaps,  would  ftrike, 

If  match'd  with  foraething  more  alike  j 

Then  take  it  drefs'd  a  fecond  time 

In  Prior's  Eafe,  and  tny  Sublime. 

Say,  did  you  never  chance  to  meet 

A  mob  of  people  in  the  ftreer, 

Ready  to  give  the  robb'd  relief, 

And  all  in  hafte  to  catch  a  thief; 

While  the  lly  rogue  who  filch'd  the  prey, 

Too  clofe  befet  to  run  away, 

Stop  thief!  Hop  thief  S  exclaims  aloud, 

And  fo  efcapes  among  the  crowd  ? 

So  Minifters,  &c. 

O  England,  how  I  mourn  thy  fate  I 
For  lure  thy  lofles  now  are  great ; 
Two  fuch  what  Briton  can  endure  ? 
Minorca,  and  the  ConnoilTeur ! 

To-day,*  or  e'er  the  fun  goes  down, 
Will  die  the  Cenfor,  Mr  Town  ! 
He  dies,  whoe'er  takes  pains  to  con  him, 
With  "blufhing  honours  thick  upon  him:*1 

*  September  30:h,  1756,  when  Mr.  Town,  author  of  the  Connoisseur,  a  periodical  Essr.y,  (since 
published  in  four  volumes,  printed  for  R.  Baldwin,  London),  took  leave  of  his  readers,  wuti  an  hu- 
mourous account  of  himself. 

f  This  elegant  Poem  was  written  by  a  Gentleman  well  known  in  the  learned  world,  as  a  token  of 
gratitude  for  favours  conferred  en  his  father  duripg  the  last  wv,  whose  character  he  Ins  therein  assumed.- 

LI 


r"P.; is  goodly  Frame  what  virtue  fo  r.pproves, 
And  telli/ies  the  pure  ethereal  ipirit, 
As  mild  Benevoler . 
ith  her  filler  Mercy,  ftill  awaits 
ide  th'  eternal  throne  of  Jove, 
And  meafures  forth  with   unwithdrawing 
The  bleffings  of  the  various  year,     [hand 
Sunfhine   or  fhow'r,   and  chides  the  madding 
tempeft.  ["tyi 

With  her  the  heaven-bred  nymph,  meek  Cha- 
Shall  fafliion  Onflow  forth  in  fairefl  portrait} 
And  with  recording  care 
Weave  the  frefh  wreath  that  fiow'ring  virtue 
claims. 
But,  oh,  what  mufe  mall  join  the  band  ? 
He  long  has  fojourn'd  in  the  facred  haunts, 
And   knows   each  whifp'ring    grot   and 
g'ade 
Trod  by  Apollo  and  the  light-foot  Graces, 

How  then  mail  awkward  gratitude, 
And  the  prefumption  of  untutor'd  duty. 

Attune  nay  numbers,  all  too  rude? 
Little  he  recks  the  meed  of  fuch  a  fong} 
Yet  will  I  ftretch  aloof, 
And  when  I  tell  of  Courtefv, 
Of  well-attemper-' d  Zeal, 
Of  awful  Prudence  foothing  fell  Contention, 
Where  fliali  the  lineaments  agree 
But  in  thee,  Onilow  ?  You  your  wonted  leave 
Indulge  me,  nor  mifdeem  a  foldier's  bold  em- 
prize, 
Who,  in  the  difibnance  of  barb'rous  war 
Long  train'd,  reviflts  oft  the  facred  treafures 
Of  antique  memory ! 
Or  where  fage  Pindar  reins  his  fiery  car 

Through  the  Vaft  vault  of  Heaven  fecure, 
Or  what  th'  Attic  mufe  that  Homer  rlird, 
Her  other  ion,  thy  Milton  taught, 
Or  range  the  flow'ry  fields  of  gentle  Spencer. 

And,  ever  as  I  go,  allurements  vain 
Cberifli  a  feeble  fire,  and  feed  my  idle 
Fancy:  oh  could  I  once 
Charm  to  their  melody  my  thrilling  reeds  I 
To  Henries  and  to  Edwards  old, 

I'd  meditate  the  faithful  fong; 


Dread  names 


Or  tell  what  time  Britannia, 


5*4 


feLEGANT    EXTRACTS, 


Book  If. 


Whilom  the  fairest  daughter  of  old  Ocean, 

In  loathly  difarray,  dull  eyes, 
And  Faded  cheek,  wept  o'er  her  abject  fons: 

Till  William,  great  deliverer ! 
Led  on  the  comely  train,  gay  Liberty, 
Religion,  matron  ftaid, 
With  all  her  kindred  goddeffes  j 
Juftice,  with  Heady  brow, 
Trim  Plenty,  laureat  Peace,  and  green-hair'd 
Commerce, 
In  flowing  veft  of  thoufand  hues. 
Fain  would  I  ihadow  ont  old  Bourbon's  pile 
Tott'ring  with  doubtful  weight,  and  threatening 
cumb'rous  fall; 
Or  trace  our  navy,  where  in  tow 'ring  pride 
O'er  the  wide  fwelling  wafte  it  rolls  avengeful. 
As  when  collecled  clouds 
Forth  from  the  gloomy  fouth,  in  deep  array, 
Athwart  the  dark'ning  landfcape  throng, 
Fraught  with  loud  florms,  and  thunder's  dread- 
ful peal, 
At  which  the  murd'rer  Hands  aghaft, 
And  wafting  Riot  ill  difltmbles  terror. 

How  headlong  Rhone  and  Ebro,  eril  diftain'd 
With  Moorifh  carnage,  quakes   thro'   all  her 
branches! 
Soon  (hall  I  greet  the  morn,         [name, 
When,  Europe  fav'd,  Britain  and  George's 
Shall  found  o'er  Flandria's  level  field, 
Familiar  in  domeftic  merriment  j 

Or  by  the  jolly  mariner 
Be  carol'd  loud  adown  the  echoing  Danube. 

The  juft  memorial  of  fair  deeds 
Still  ftourimes,  and,  like  th'  untainted  foul, 
Bioflbms  in  frefheft  age  above 
The  weary  fleih,and  envy's  rankli»g  wound. 
Such,  after  years  mature, 
In  full  account  fhall  be  thy  meed. 

Oh  may  your  riling  hope 
'Well  principled  in  ev'ry  virtue  bloom! 
Till  a  frefh-fp  ringing  flock  implore 
With  infant  handsagrandhre'spow'rfulpray'r, 
"Or  round  your  honoUr'-d  couch  their  prattling 
fports  purfue. 


§  1 1  g.     Ode  to  Melancholy,    O G  i  l  v  i  t . 

ITT  ail,  queen  of  thought  fublime!  propitious 
.**  pow'r,  [roam, 

Who  o'er  the  unbounded  wafte  art  joy'd  to 
Led  by  the  moon,  when,  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Her  pale  rays  tremble  thro'  the  dulky  gloom. 

0  bear  me,  Goddefs,  to  thy  peaceful  feat! 
Whether  to  Hecla's  cloud- wrapt  brow  convey'd, 
Orlodg'd  wheremotintainsfcreen  thydeep  retreat, 
Or  wari'd'ring  wild  thro'  Chili's  boundless  fhade. 

fcay,  rove  thy  fteps  o'er  Libya's  naked  wafte? 
t)r  ieek  fome  distant  folitary  fhore? 
Or,  on  the  Ande's  topmoft  mountain  plac'd, 
Doft  fit,  and  hear  the  fblemn  thunder  roar  ? 

Fix'd  on  fome  hanging  rock's  projected  brow, 

1  lear'ft  thou  low  murm  urs  from  the  diftantdome? 
Or  iT?ay  thy  feet  where  pale,  dejected  Woe 
Pours  her  lon£  wail  from  fome  lamented  tomb  ? 


Hark  !  yon  deep  echo  ftrikes  the  trembling  ear  ! 
See  night's  dun  curtain  wrapsthe  darkfome  pole! 
O'er  heaven's  blue  arch  yon  rolling  worlds  ap- 
pear, 
And  roufe  to  folemn  thought  th'afpiring  foul. 

O  lead  my  fteps  beneath  the  moon's  dim  ray, 
Where  Tadmor  Hands  all  deiert  and  alone! 
While  from  her  time-lhook  tow'rs  the  bird  of 
prey  [moan. 

Sounds  thro'  the  night  her  long-refounding 

Or  bear  me  far  to  yon  dark,  difmal  plain, 
Where  fell-eyed  tigers,  all  athirft  for  blood, 
Howl  to  the  defert :  while  the  horrid  train 
Roams  o'er  the  wild  where  once  great  Babel 
flood  j 

That  queen  of  nations !  whofe  fuperior  call 
Rous'd  the  broad  Eaft,  and  bid  her  arms  deftroy  I 
When  warm'd  to  mirth,  let  judgment  mark  her 
And  deep  reflection  daih  the  lip  of  joy.     [fall, 

Short  is  Ambition's  gay,  deceitful  dream, 
Though  wreaths  of  blooming  laurel  bind  her 

brow : 
Calm  thought  difpcls  the  vifionary  fcheme, 
And  Time's  cold  breath  diflblves  the  withering 

bough. 

Slow  as  fome  miner  faps  th'  afpiring  tow'r, 
When  working  fee  ret  with  deftrucrrve  aim, 
Unfeen,  unheard,  thus  moves  the  llealing  hour, 
But  works  the  fall  of  empire,  pomp,  and  name. 

Then  let  thy  pencil  mark  the  traits  of  man  ; 
Full  in  the  draught  be  keen-eyed  Hope  por- 
tray'd  : 
Let  flutt'ring  Cupids  crowd  the  growing  plan: 
Then  give  one  touch,and  dalh  it  deep  with  fhade. 

Beneath  the  plume  that  flames  with  glancing 

rays 
Be  Care's  deep  engines  on  the  foul  imprefs'd  j 
Beneath  the  hemlet's  keen  refulgent  blaze 
Let  Grief  fit  pining  in  the  canker'd  breaft. 

Let  Love's  gay  fons,  a  fmiling  train,  appear, 
With  beauty  piere'd — yet  heedlefs  of  the  dart  j 
While,  clofelycouch'd,pale,  fick'ningEnvy  near 
Whets  her  fell  fling,  and  points  it  at  the  heart* 

Perch'd,  like  a  raven,  on  fome  blafted  yew, 
Let  Guilt  revolve  the  thou  ght-di  ft  rafting  fin ; 
Scar'd— while  her  eyes  lurvey  th'  ethereal  blue, 
Left  heaven's  ftrong  lightning  burft  the  dark 
within. 

Then  paint,impending  o'er  the  maddening  deep 
That  rock,  where  heart-ftruck  Sappho,  vainly 

brave, 

Stood  firm  of  foul — then  from  the  dizzy  fteep 
Impetuous  fprung,and  dafh'dthe  boiling  wave. 

Here,  wrapt  in  ftudious  thought,  let  Fancy  rove, 
Still  prompt  to  mark  Sufpicion's  fecret  fnar*; 
To  fee  where  An guifli  nips  the  bloom  of  Love, 
Or  trace  proud  Grandeur  to  the  domes  of  Care. 

Should  e'er  Ambition's  tow'ring  hopes  inflame, 
Let  judging  reafbn  draw  the  veil  afide; 
Or,  fir'd  with  envy  at  fome  mighty  name, 
Read  p'ef  the  mommient  that  tells— *He  died. 

What 
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What  are  the  enfigns  of  imperial  fway  ? 
WhatallthatFortune'slib'ral  hand  has  brought? 
Teach  they  the  voice  to  pour  a  fweeter  lay  ? 
Or  roule  the  foul  to  more  exalted  thought  ? 

"When  bleeds  the  heart  as  Genius  blooms  un- 
known ? 
When  melts  the  eye  o'erVirtue's  mournful  bier? 
"Not  wealth,  but  pity, fwellstheburfting  groan? 
Not  pow'r,  but  whifp'ring  Nature,  prompts  the 

tear. 
Say,  gentle  mourner,  in  yon  mouldy  vault, 
Where  the  worm  fattens  on  fome  fceptered  brow, 
Beneath  thatroof  with  fculptur'dmarble  fraught, 
Why  fleep*  unmov'd  the  breathlefs  duft  below? 

Sleeps  it  more  fweetly  than  the  firaple  fwain 
Beneath  fome  molly  turf  that  refts  his  head; 
Where  the  lone  widow  tells  the  night  her  pain, 
And  eve  with  dewy  tears  embalms  the  dead  ? 
The  lily,  fcreen'd  from  ev'ry  ruder  gale, 
Courts  not  the  cultur'd  fpot  where  roles  fpring; 
But  blows  neglected  in  the  peaceful  vale, 
And  fcents  the  zephyr's  balmy  breathing  wing. 
The  bulls  of  grandeur,  and  the  pomp  of  pow'r, 
Can  thefe  bid  Sorrow's  gufliing  tears  fuhiide? 
Can  thefe  avail  in  that  tremendous  hour,  [tide? 
When  Death's  cold  hand  congeals  the  purple 
Ah  no!  the  mighty  names  are  heard  no  more  : 
Pride's  thought  fublime,  and  Beauty's  kindling 

bloom, 
Serve  but  to  fport  one  flying  moment  o'er, 
And  Pa  ell  with  pompous  verfe  th'  efcutcheon'd 

tomb. 
For  me — may  Paflion  ne'er  my  foul  invade, 
Nor  be  the  whims  of  tow'ring  Phrenzy  giv'n ; 
Let  Wealth  ne'er  court  me  from  the  peaceful 

made  [ven ! 

Where  Contemplation  wings  the  foul  to  Hea- 
Oh  guard  me  fafe  from  Joy's  enticing  fnare! 
With  each  extreme  that  Pleafure  tries  to  hide, 
The  poifon'd  breath  of  flow-confuming  Care, 
The  noife  of  Folly,  and  the  dreams  of  Pride. 
But  ofr,  when  midnight's  fadly  folemn  knell 
Sounds  long  anddiftant  from  thefky-topttow'r, 
Calm  let  me  fit  in  Proffer's  lonely  cell*, 
Or  walk  with  Milton  thro'  the  dark  obfeure. 
Thus,  when  the  tranfient  dream  of  life  is  fled, 
May  fome  lad  friend  recall  the  former  years; 
Then,  ftretch'd  in  iilence  o'er  my  dully  bed, 
Pour  the  warm  gufh  of  iympathetic  tears. 


§  1 20.     Ode  to  the  Genius  of  Sbakefpeare. 

Ogilvie. 
I.      1. 
T)  apt  from  the  glance  of  mortal  eye,    [light? 
■*•*-  Say,  hunts  thy  Genius  to   the    world  of 
Seeks  it  yen  ftar-befpangled  Q 
Or  flcims  its  field*  with  ra]         ight? 
Or,  mid  yen  plains  w!  ays, 

CJourts  it  the  \x  ;  gale? 


Or  where  the  violet  pale 

Droops  o'er  the  green-embroider'd  It  ream  ; 

Or  where  young  Zephyr  ftirs  theruftlinglprays, 

Lies  all  diffolv'd  in  fairy  dream. 

O'er  yon  bleak  delert's  unfrequented  round 

Seeft  thou  where  Nature  treads  the  dcep'ning 

gloom, 
Sits  on  yon  hoary  tow'r  with  ivy  crown'd, 
Or  wildly  wails  o'er  thy  lamented  tomb  ? 
Hear' It  thou  the  folemn  mufic  wind  along?[fong? 
Or  thrills  the  warbling  note  in  thy  melliflous 

I.     2. 

Oft,  while  on  earth,  'twas  thine  to  rove 
Where'er  the  wild-eyed  goddefs  lov'd  to  roam, 
To  trace  ferene  the  gloomy  grove, 
Or  haunt  meek  Quiet's  iimple  dome; 
Still  hovering  round  the  Nine  appear, 
That  pour  the  foul  tranfporting  drain] 
Join'd  to  the  Loves'  gay  train, 
The  loofe  rob'd  Graces,  crown'd  with  flow'rs, 
The  light  wing'd  gales  that  lead  the  vernal  year, 
And  wake  the  rofy-featur'd  hours. 
O'er  all  bright  Fancy's  beamy  radiance  fhone, 
How  flam'd  thy  bolbm  as  her  charms  reveal  I 
Her  fire-clad  eye  fublime,  her  Harry  zone, 
Her  traces  loofe,  that  wanton'd  on  the  gale; 
On  thee  the  goddeis  fix'd  her  ardent  look, 
Then  from  her  glowing  lips  thefe  melting  ac* 
cents  broke: 

L    3. 

M  To  thee,  my  favourite  fon,  belong 

"  The  lays  that  fteal  theliftening  hour; 

"  To  pour  the  rapture-darting  long, 

"  To  paint  gay  Hope's  Ely  flan  bower. 

"  From  Nature's  hand  to  fnatch  the  dart, 

H  To  cleave  with  pangs  the  bleeding  heart; 

"  Or  lightly  fweep  the  trembling  it;  ing, 

"  And  call  the  Loves  with  purple  wing 

"  From  the  blue  deep,  where  they  dwell 

"With  Naiads  in  the  pearly  cell. 

"  Soft  on  the  fea-born  goddefs  gazef; 

"  Or  in  the  loofe  robes'  floating  maze, 

"  Diflblv'd  in  downy  (lumbers  reft ; 

"  Or  flutter  o'er  her  panting  breafl. 

**  Or  wild  to  melt  the  yielding  foul, 

u  Let  Sorrow,  clad  in  fable  itole, 

"  Slow  to  thy  muling  thought  appear; 

M  Or  penfive  Pity,  pale; 

"  Or  Love's  defponding  tale  [tear." 

M  Call  from  th'  intender'd  heart  the  fvmpathetic 

II.      1. 
Say,  whence  the  magic  cf  thy  mind? 
Why  thrills  thy  mufic  on  the  fpring  5  of  thought? 
Why,  at  thy  pencil's  touch  refin'd, 
Starts  into  life  the  glowing  draught  ? 
On  yonder  fairy  carpet  laid, 
I  Where  beauty  pours  eternal  bloom, 
And  zephyr  breathes  perfume; 
There  nightly  to  the  tranced  eye 
Profuse  the  radiant  goddefs  flood  difplay'd, 
With  all  her  fmiling  offspring  nigh. 


*  Sc*  "  ore's  Tempest 


LI  2 


f  Veqiis. 


Sudden 
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Sudden  the  mantling  cliff,  the  arching  wood, 
The  broider'd  mead,  the  landscape  and  the  grove, 
Hills,  vales,  and {ky-dipt  feas,and  torrents  rude, 
Grots,  rills,  and  fhades,and  bow'rs  thatbreath'd 

oflove, 
All  burft  to  fight!  while  glancing  on  the  view, 
Titania's  fporting  train  brufh'd  lightly  o'er  the 

dew. 

II.  2. 

The  pale  ey'd  Genius  of  the  fhade 
Led  thy  bold  ftep  to  Profper's  magic  bow'r; 
Whofe  voice  the  howling  winds  obey'd, 
Whofe  dark  fpell  chain'd  the  rapid  hour: 
Then  rofe  ferenethe  fea-girt  ifle; 
Gay  fcenes,  by  Fancy's  touch  refin'd, 
Glow'd  to  the  mufing  mind: 
Such  vifions  blefs  the  hermit's  dream, 
When  hovering  angels  prompt  his  placid  fmile, 
Or  paint  fome  high  ecftatic  theme. 
Then  flam'd  Miranda  on  th'  enrapturM  gaze, 
Then  fail'd  bright  Ariel  on  the  bat's  fleet  wing: 
Or  ftarts  the  lift'ning  throng  in  ftill  amaze, 
The  wild  note  trembling  on  the  aerial  firing; ! 
The  form,  in  heaven's  refplendent  vefture  gay, 
Floats  on  the  mantling  cloud,  and  pours  the 
melting  lay*. 

if  ;. 

Oh  lay  me  near  yon  limpid  ftream, 

Whofe  murmur  fooths  the  ear  of  woe! 

There  in  fome  fweet  poetic  dream 

Let  Fancy's  bright  Elyfium  glow ! 

'Tis  done — o'er  all  the  blufhing  mead 

The  dark  wood  fhakes  his  cloudy  head  t 

Below,  the  lily-fringed  dale 

Breathes  its  mild  fragrance  on  the  gale; 

While,  in  paftime  all  unfeen, 

Titania,  rob'd  in  mantle  green, 

Sports  on  the  moffybank:  her  train 

Skims  light  along  the  gleaming  plain ; 

Or  to  the  fiutt'ring  breeze  untold 

The  blue  wing  ftreak'd  with  beamy  gold; 

Its  pinions  op'ning  to  the  light! — 

Say,  burfts  the  vifion  on  my- Tight  ? 

Ah, no!  by  Shakefpeare's  pencil  drawn, 

The  beauteous  fhapes  appear ; 

While  meek-eyed  Cynthia  near  [lawn.f 

Illumes  with  fireamy   ray  the  filver-mantled 

III.  I. 

But  hark!  the  tempeft  howls  afar! 


Hears  not  the  mourner's  im vailing  moan: 
Heart-pierc'd  he  bleeds;  and,  ftung  with  wild 
defpair,  [hair. 

Bares  his  time-blafled  head,  and  tears  his  filver 

III.        2. 

Lo!  on  yon  long-refounding  fhore, 

Where  the  rock  totters  o'er  the  headlong  deep ; 

What  phantoms  hath'd  in  infant  gore 

Stand  mutt'ring  on  the  dizzy  fteep! 

Their  murmur  lhakes  the  zephyr's  wing! 

The  ftorm  obeys  their  powerful  fpell  ; 

See  from  his  gloomy  cell 

Fierce  Winter  ftarts!  his  fcowling  eye 

Blots  the  fair  mantle  of  the  breathing  Spring, 

And  lowers  along  the  ruffled  fky, 

To  the  deep  vault  the  yelling  harpies  run§; 

Its  yawning  mouth  receives  th'  infernal  crew, 

Dim  thro'  the  black  gloom  winks  the  glimmering 

fun, 
And  the  pale  furnacegleamswithbrimftone  blue. 
Hell  howls;  and  fiends,  that  join  the  dire  acclaim, 
Dance  on  the  bubbling   tide,  and  point   the 

livid  flame. 

III.      3. 
.But,  ah !  on  Sorrow's  cyprefs  bough 
Can  Beauty  breathe  her  genial  bloom  ? 
On  Death's  cold  cheek  will  paflion  glow  ? 
Or  Mufic  warble  from  the  tomb  ? 
There  fleeps  the  Bard,  whofe  tuneful  tongue 
Pour'd  the  full  ftream  of  mazy  fong. 
Young  Spring,  with  lip  of  ruby,  here 
Show'rs  from  her  lap  the  blulhing  year; 
While,  along  the  turf  reclin'd, 
The  loofe  wing  fwimming  on  the  wind, 
The  Loves,  with  forward  gefture  bold,. 
Sprinkle  the  fbd  with  fpar.glinggold: 
And  oft  the  blue-eyed  Graces  trim 
Dance  lightly  round  on  downy  Ihnb ; 
Oft  too,  when  eve,  demure  and  itili, 
Chequers  the  green  dale's  purling  rill, 
Sweet  Fancy  pours  the  plaintive  itrain  ; 
Or,  wrapt  in  toothing  dream, 
By  Avon's  ruffled  ftream,  [the  plain. 

Hears  the  low-murmuring  gale  that  dies  along 

§  i  a  1 .     die  to    (ftme ;    occaf>Qv.ed  by  feting   the 
K  uins  of  an  eld  Cajlle.  Og  j  l  VI E  • 

1.    1. 

!         [wafte  !   f~\  THou4who  mid  the  world-involvinggioom; 
Burfts    the  loud  whirlwind  o'er  the  pathlefs  *^  Sitt'ft  on  yon  folitary  fpire ! 


What  cherub  blows  the  trump  of  war? 
What  demon  rides  the  ftormy  blaft? 
Red  from  the  lightning's  livid  blaze, 
The  bleak  heath  rufhes  on  the  fight; 
Then,  wrapt  infudden  night 
Dilfolves. — But,  ah  !   what  kingly  form 
Roams  the  lone  deiert's  defolated  ma7ej 


Orflowly  fhak'ft  the  founding  dome, 

Or  hear'fl  the  wildly -warbling  lyre; 

Say,  when  thy  muling  foul 

Bids  diftant  times  unro', 

And  marks  the  flight  of  each  revolving  year, 

Of  years  whofe  flow-confuming  pow'r 

Has  clad  with  mofs  yon  leaning  tow'r, 

That  faw  the  race  ot  Glory  run, 

That  mark'd  Ambition's  letting  fun, 


Unaw'd,  nor  heeds  the  fweeping  ftorm  ? 

Ye  pale- ey'd  lightnings,  fpare  the  cheek  of  age! 

V::    Avifli!  tho'rtiiguifh  heaves thebu;*ftinggroan,  That  fliook  old  Empire's  tow'rlng  pride, 

Heaf  as  the  flint,  the  marble  ear  of  rage  (That  fwept  them  down  the  floating  ticle- 

*  Ariel:  see  the  Tempest.  +  Seethe  Midsummer -Nigtu's  Dream. 

§  The  Witches  hi  Macbetk. 


%  Lear. 


Say; 
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Say,  when  thefe  long- unfolding  fcenes  appear,' The  vale  wheremufing  Quiet  treads. 
Streams  down  thy  hoary  cheek  the  pity-darting  The  flow'r-clad  lawns,  and  bloomy  meads, 


tear  ? 


I.    2. 


Caft  o'er  yon  tracklds  watte  thy  wand'ringeye: 
Yon  hill,  whofe  gold-illumin'd  brow, 
Juit  trembling  thro*  the  bending  flcy, 
O'eiiooks  the  boundlefs  wild  below, 
Once  bore  the  branching  wood 
That  o'er  yon  murmuring  flood 
Hung  wildly  waving  to  the  ruftling  gale; 
The  naked  heath  with  mofs  overgrown, 
That  hears  the  lone  -owl's  nightly  moan, 
Once  bloom'd  with  fummer*s  copious  ilore, 
Once  rais'dthe  lawn-hefpmgling  flow'rj 
Or  heard  (bme  lover's  plaintive  lay, 
When,  by  pale  Cynthia's  fdverray, 

Ail  wild  he  wander'd  o'er  the  lonely  dale,  [tale,  i  O'er  the  bones  that  reft  below! 
And  taught  the  lift'ning  moon  the  melancholy   While  the  d  till  night's,  ftartled  car 
I.    3.  Shrinks  aghaft  with  thrilling  fear! 

Ye  wilds  where  heaven-rapt  Fancy  roves ! 
Ye  flcy  crown'd  hills,  and  lblemn  groves! 
Ye  low-brow'd  vaults,  ye  gloomy  cells ! 
Ye  caves  where  night-bred  Silence  dwells  I 
Ghofts  that  in  yon  lonely  hall 


Or  ftreams  where  zeohyr  loves  to  ftray 
Beneath  the  pale  eve's  twinkling  ray, 
Or  waving  woods  detain  the  fight — 
When  from  the  gloomy  caveot  night 
Some  cloud  f  weeps  fhadowy  o'er  the  duflcy  fkies, 
And  wrapt  the  flying  fcene,   that  fades,  and 
fwims,  and  dies. 

ii.  3. 

Lo!  rifing  from  yon  dreary  tomb, 

t  lpectres  (talk  aero fs  thT  gloom! 
With  haggard  eyes,  and  viragj    ale, 
And  voice  that  moans  with  feeble  wail! 
O'er  yon  long  refour.   ing  plain 
Slowly  moves  the  folemn  train | 
Wailinrr  wi.d  with  fhriel  s  of  woe 


Lightly  glance  along  the  wall  j 

Or  beneath  yon  ivy'd  tv/w'r, 

At  the  filent  midnight  hour, 

Stand  array'd  in  ipotlefs  white, 

And  ftain  the  duflcy  robe  of  Might; 

Or  with  flow  folemn  paufes  roam 

O'er  the  long-founding  hollow  dome! 

Say,  mid  yon  defert  foJitary  round, 

When  darknefs  wraps  the  boundlefs  fpheres, 

Does  ne'er  fome  difmal,  dying  found 

On  Night's  dull  ferious  ear  rebound;     [years  ? 

Thatmourns  theceafelefs  lapfeoflife-confuming 

II.    1. 
O  callth1  infpiring  glorious  hour  to  view, 
When  Caledonia's  martial  train 
From  yon  iteep  rock's  high-arching  brow 
Pour'd  on  the  heartr-'druck  flying  Dane! 
When  War's  blood-tinctur'd  fpear 
Hung  o'er  the  trembling  rear;  [flight : 

When  light-heel'dTerrorwing'd  their  headlong 
Yontow'rs  then  rung  with  wild  alarms! 
Yon  defert  gleam'd  with  mining  arms! 
While  on  the  bleak  hill's  bright'ning  ipire 
Bold  VicVry  flam'd,  with  eyes  of  lire; 
Her  limbs  celeltial  robes  infold, 
Her  wings  were  ting'd  with  fpangling  gold, 
She  fooke:  her  words  infus'd  rcfntlefs  might, 
And  warm'd  the  bounding  heart,and  rous'd  the 
foul  of  right. 

II.  2. 
But,  ah!  what  hand  thefmilingorofpecl:  brings: 
What  voice  recals  th'  expiring  day? 
See,  darting  fwift  on  eagle-wings, 
The  glancing  moment  bursal  away! 
So  from  fome  mountain's  head, 
In  mantling  gold  array'd, 
While  bright-eyedFancy  itandsln  {west  furprife: 

*  Persepalis. 


Oj  itand  with  thin  robes  wafting  foon, 

And  eye^  that  blaft  the  f  ck'ning  moon  ! 

Yet  thefe,  ere  Time  had    ..!!"    -heir  years  away, 

Ere  Deaths  fell  arm  had  mark'd  its  aim, 

Rul'd  yon  p  011  !  tow'rs  with  ample  fway, 

Beheld  the  trembling  fwains  o 

And  wrought  the  gl  j.ious  deed  that  fwell'd  the 

trump  of  Fame. 

III.   1. 
But  why  o'er  thefe  indulge  the  burftingfigh? 
Feels  not  each  fhrub  the  tempeft's  pow'r  ? 
Rocks  not  the  dome  when  whirlwinds  fly? 
Nor  fliakes  the  hill  when  thunders  roar? 
Lo!  mould'ring,  wild,  unknown, 
What  fanes,  what  tow'rs  o'e-thrown, 
What  tumbling  chaos  marks  the  waite  of  Time ! 
I  fee  Palmyra's  temples  fall; 
Old  Ruin  ihakes  the  hanging  wall ! 
Yon  wafts  where  roaming  Jions  howl, 
Yon  aiiie  where  moans  the  grey-eyed  owl, 
Shows  the  proud  Peruan's  great  abode*; 
Where  fceptred  once,  an  earthly  god  !     [clime, 
His  pow'r-clad  arm  controulY   each    hj.pier 
Where  fports  the  warbling  i\lufe,  and  Fancy 

(bars  iubiime. 

III.    2. 
Hark!  what  dire  found  roils  murm'rin^- 
Ah !  what  foul  thrilling  fcene  appears?     g  . 
I  fee  the  column \!  arches  tail  ! 
And  ltructures  hoar,  the  boaft  of  years  ! 
What  mould'ring  niles,  decay'd, 
Gleam  through  th«  rooon*ftreak'd  fhade, 
Where  Rome's  proud  Genius  rear'd  her  awful 
Sad  monument ! — Ambition  near  [brow  I 

Rolls  on  the  duft,  anci  pours  ;>  t 
Pale  Honour  drops  the  flutt'ring  plume, 
And  Conquer!  weeps  o'ei  Cseiar's  tombj 
Slow  Patience  fits,  with  eye  deppeft, 
And  Courage  bents  his  (pbbing  breaft;     [flow, 
Ev'n  War's  red  cheek  the  gufhing  ftreams  o'eY- 
And  Fancy's  liil'ning  ear  attends  the  plaint  of 

Woe. 


LIS 


III. 


s* 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS, 


Book  II. 


III. 


Lo,  on  yon  pyramid  fublime, 
Whence  lies  Old  Egypt's  defert  clime, 
Bleak,  naked,  wild!  where  ruin  low'rs, 
Mid  fanes,  and  wrecks,  and  tumbling  tow'rs, 
On  the  deep  height,  waiie  and  bare, 
Stands  the  Pow'r  with  hoary  hair! 
O'er  his  fcythe  he  bends;  his  Land 
Slowly  makes  the  flowing  fand, 
While  the  hours,  and  airy  ring 
Lightly  flit,  with  downy  wing, 
And  fap  the  works  of  man;  and  fhade 
With  lilver'd  locks  his  furrow'd  head; 
Thence  rolls  the  mighty  pow'r  his  broad  furvey, 
And  feals  the  nations'  awful  doom: 
Ke  fees  proud  grandeur's  meteor  ray; 
He  yields  to  joy  the  feftive  day; 
Then  fweeps  the  length'ning  ftiade,  and  marks 
them  for  the  tomb. 


§  izz.     Ode  to  Evening.     Ogilvie. 

TV/T  eek  Pow'r,  whofe  balmy-pinion'd  gale 
-*-Y*  Steels  o'er  the  fiow'r-enameird  dale ! 
W'ho's  voice  in  gentle  whifpers  near 
Oft  lighs  to  Quiet's  lift'ning  earj 
As,  on  her  downy  couch  at  reft, 
Ly  Thought's  infpiring  virions  bleft 
She  fits,  with  white-rob'd  Silence  nigh, 
Arid  muling  heaves  her  ferious  eye, 
To  mark  the  flow  fun's  glimm'ring  ray, 
To  catch  the  laft  pale  gleam  of  day; 
Or,  funk  in  fweet  repofe,  unknown 
Lies  on  the  wild  hill's  van  alone  : 
And  ices  thy  gradual  pencil  flow 
Along  the  heaven-illumin'd  bow. 

Come,  Nymph  demure,  with  mantle  blue, 
Thy  traces  bath'd  in  balmy  dew, 
With  ftep  fmooth  Aiding  o'er  the  green, 
The  graces  breathing  in  thy  mienj 
And  thy  vefture's  gather 'd  fold 
Girt  with  a  zone  of  circling  gold; 
And  bring  the  harp,  whofe  folemn  firing 
Dies  to  the  wild  wind's  murm'ring  wing; 
And  the  Nymph,  whofe  vye  ferene 
Marks  the  caim-breathing  woodland  fcene: 
Thought,  mountain  fage!  who  loves  to  climb, 
And  haunts  the  dark  rock's  fummit  dim; 
Let  Fancy,  falcon-wing'-d,  be  near: 
And  through  the  cloud-envelop'd  fphere, 
Where  muling  roams  Retirement  hoar, 
Lull'd  by  the  torrent's  diftant  roar, 
Oh  bid  with  trembling  light  to  glow 
The  raven-plume  that  crowns  his  brow. 

Lo,  where  thy  meek-ey'd  train'  attend  ! 
Queen  of  the  folemn  thought,  defcend ! 
Oh  hide  me  in  romantic:  bow'rs!      •  ; 
Or  lead  my  ftep  to  ruin'd  tow'rs! 
Where  gleaming  through  the  chinky  door 
The  pale  ray  gilds  the  moukier'd  floors    *' 
While  beneath  the  hallow'd  pile,     - 
Deep  in  the  defert  fhrieking  aifle, 


Rapt  Contemplation  ftalks  along, 
And  hears  the  flow  clock's  pealing  tongue; 
Or,  mid  the  dun  difcolour'd  gloom, 
Sits  on  fome  hero's  peaceful  tomb, 
Throws  life's  gay  glitt'ring  robe  afide, 
And  tramples  on  the  neck  of  Pride. 

Oft,  mefter*d  by  the  rambling  fprays, 
Lead  o'er  the  forefl  s  winding  maze; 
Where,  thro'  the  mantling  boughs,  afar 
Glimmers  the  filver-ft reaming  ltar; 
And,  fhower'd  from  ev'ry  milling  blade, 
The  loofe  light  floats  along  the  fhade :     ' 
So  hov'ring  o'er  the  human  Icene 
Gay  Pleafure  fports  with  brow  ferene: 
By  Fancy  beam'd,  the  glancing  ray 
Shoots,  flutters,  gleams,  and  fleets  away: 
Unsettled,  dubious,  reftlefs,  bli 
Floats  all  the  bufybuftlihg  mincjj 
While  Mem'ry's  unftain'd  leaves  retain 
No  trace  from  all  th'  ideal  train. 

But  fee,  the  ipe  op'ning  fair 

Invites  to  breathe  the  purer  air! 
Oh  when  the  cowtlip-icented  gale 
Shakes  the  light  dew-drop  o'er  the  dale, 
When  on  her  amber-dropping  bed  " 
Loofe  Eafe  reclines  her  downy  head; 
How  bleft!  by  fairy-haunted  ft  ream 
To  melt  in  mild  ecftatic  dream! 
Die  to  the  piclur'd  wifh,  or  hear 
(Breath'd  toft  on  Fancy's  trembling  ear)% 
Such  lays  by  angel-harps  refin'd, 
As  half  unchain  the  flunking  mind, 
When  on  life's  edge  it  eyes  the  fhore, 
And  all  its  pinions  ftretch  to  foar. 

Lo,  where  the  fun's  broad  orb  withdraw* 
Skirts  with  pale  gold  the  duiky  lawnj 
While,  led  by  ev'ry  gentler  pow'r, 
Steals  the  flow,  folemn,  muling  hour. 
Now  from  the  green  hill's  purple  brow 
Let  me  mark  the  icene  below ; 
Where,  feebly  glancing  thro'  the  gloom, 
Yon  myrtle  ihades  the  filent  tomb: 
Not  far,  beneath  the  evening  beam 
The  dark  lake  rolls  his  azure  ft  ream, 
Whofe  breast  the  fwan's  white  plumes  divide, 
Slow-failing  o'er  the  floating  tide. 
Groves,  meads,  and  fpires,  and  forefts  bare, 
Shoot  glimm'ring  thro'  the  mifty  airj 
Dim  as  the  vifion-pictur'd  bow'r 
That  gilds  the  faint's  expiring  hour, 
When,  rapt  to  ecftafy,  his  eye 
Looks  through  the  blue  ethereal  fky: 
All  heaven  unfolding  to  his  fight! 
Gay  forms  that  fwimin  floods  of  light! 
The  fun-pav'd  floor,  the  balmy  clime, 
The  ruby-beaming  dome  fublime; 
The  tow'rs  in  glitt'ring  pomp  difplay'd— 
The  bright  fcene  hovers  o'er  his  bed: 
He  ftarts — but  from  his  eager  gaze 
Black  clouds  obfeure  the TefTening  rays  j 
On  mem'ry  ftill  the  fcene  is  wrought,   < 
And  lives  in  Fancy's  featur'd  thought. 

On  the  airy  mount  reclin'd 
What  wifh.es  lboth  the  muting  mina*  S 
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How  foft  the  velvet  lap  of  Spring ! 
How  fweet  the  Zephyr's  violet  vving  1 
Goddefs  of  the  plaintive  fong, 
That  leads  the  melting  heart  along  ! 
Oh  bid  thy  voice  of  genial  pow'r 
Reach  Contemplation's  lonely  bowY; 
And  call  the  fage  with  tranced  light 
To  climb  the  mountain's  deepy  height ; 
To  wing  the  kindling  with,  or  fpre;ul 
O'er  Thought's  pale  cheek  enliv'ning  red  ; 
Come,  hoary  Pow'r,  with  ferious  eye, 
Whofe  thought  explores  yon  diftant  (ky  ; 
Now,  when  the  bufy  world  is  dill, 
Nor  paflion  tempts  the  wav'ring  will, 
When  fweeter  hopes  each  pow'r  controul, 
And  quiet  whifpers  to  the  foul, 
Now  fweep  from  life  th'  illufive  train 
That  dance  in  Folly's  dizzy  brain : 
Be  Reafon's  fimple  draught  portray'd, 
Where  blends  alternate  light  and  made  ; 
Bid  dimpled  Mirth,  with  thought  belied, 
Sport  on  the  bubble's  glitt'ring  fide  j 
Bid  Hope  purfue  the  diftant  boon, 
And  Phrenfv  watch  the  fading  moon  ; 
Paint  Superftition's  darting  eye, 
And  Wit  that  leers  with  gefture  fly; 
Let  Cenfure  whet  her  venom'd  dart, 
And  green-eyed  Envy  gnaw  the  heart; 
Let  Pleafure  lie  on  flow'rs  reclin'd, 
While  Anguilh  aims  her  (haft  behind. 

Hail,  Sire  fublime!  whofe  hallow'd  cave 
Howls  to  the  hoarfe  deep's  dalhing  wave  j 
Thee  Solitude  to  Phoebus  bore, 
Far  on  the  lone,  defcrted  (hore, 
Where  Orellano's  rufhing  tide 
.Roars  on  the  rock's  projected  fide. 
Hence  burding  o'er  thy  ripen'd  mind, 
Beams  all  the  father's  thought  refin'd ; 
Hence  oft,  in  filent  vales  unfeen, 
Thy  footfteps  print  the  fairy  green  ; 
Or  thy  foul  melts  to  drains  or  woe, 
That  from  the  willow's  quiv'ring  bough 
Sweet  warbling  breathe — the  zephyrs  round 
O'er  Dee's  fmooth  current  waft  the  found, 
When  foft  on  bending  oilers  laid 
The  broad  fun  trembling  through  the  bed; 
All  wild  thy  heav'n-rapt  fancy  drays, 
Led  thro'  the  foul -d involving  maze  j 
Till  (lumber  downy-pinion'd,  ne^r 
Plants  her  drong  fetlocks  on  thy  ear  j 
The  foul  unfetter'd  burfts  away, 
And  balks  enlarg'd  in  beamy  day. 


§123.     Ode  to  Innocence.     Ogilvie, 

JHPwas  when  the  (low-declining  ray 

■*-    Had  ting'd  the  cloud  with  evening  gokl  j 
No  warbler  pour'd  the  melting  lay, 
No  found  didurb'd  the  deeping  fold: 

When,  by  a  murm'ring  rill  reclin'd, 
$at,  wrapt  in  thought,  a  wand'ring  (wain.i 
Calm  peace  compos'd  his  mufing  mind ; 
And  thus  he  rais'd  the  flowing  (train -v 


"  Hail,  Innocence!  celedial  Maid! 
a  What  joys  thy  bluming  charms  reveal! 
"  Sweet  as  the  arbour's  cooling  lhade, 
"  And  milder  than  the  vernal  gale. 

"  On  Thee  attends  a  radiant  choir, 

"  Soft-fmiling  Peace,  and  downy  Kelt  j 

"  With  Love,  that  prompts  the  warbling  lyre  ; 

"  And  Hope,  that  looths  the  throbbing  bread,, 

<f  Oh  fent  from  heaven  to  haunt  the  grove, 
"  Where  fquinting  Envy  ne'er  can  come  1 
'*  Nor  pine*  tbe  cheek  with  luckleis  love, 
"  Nor  Anguilh  chills  the  living  bloom. 

'<  But  fpotlefs  Beauty,  rob'd  in  white, 
«'  Sits  on  yon  mols-grown  hill  reclin'd  : 
"  Serene  as  heaven's  uniullied  light, 
"  And  pure  as  Delia's  gentle  mind. 
M  Grant,  heavenly  Pow'r!  thy  peaceful  fway 
"  May  (till  my  ruder  thoughts  controul ; 
"  Thy  hand  to  point  my  dubious  way, 
"  Thy  voice  to  (both  the  melting  foul. 

11  Far  in  the  (hady,  fweet  retreat 

"  Let  Thought  beguile  the  ling'ring  hour; 

u  Let  Quiet  court  the  molly  feat* 

if  And  twining  olives,  form  the  bow'r  : 

ft  Let  dove-eyed  Peace  her  wreath  beftow, 
iC  And  oft  fit  lift'ning  in  the  dale, 
M  While  Night's  fweet  warbler  from  the  bough 
■  Tells  to  the  grove  her  plaintive  tale. 

"  Soft,  as  in  Delia's  fnowy  bread, 
M  Let  each  confenting  paflion  move; 
"  Let  Angels  watch  its  iilent  reft, ' 
"  And  all  its  blifsful  dreams  be  Love  !" 


§   1 24.     Morning  ;  or,  The  Complaint.    An  Ame- 
rican Ecogue.  Gregory. 

"Car  from  the  (avage  bandit's  fierce  alarms, 
■*■    Or  didant  din  of  horrid  defpot's  arms, 
Tho'  Pennfylvania  boafts  her  peaceful  plaiii^ 
Yet  there  in  blood  her  petty  tyrants  re;igrv 

With  wavingpines  tho' vocalwoodsbecrown'd 
And  dream-fed  vales  with  living  wealth  abound, 
To  golden  fields  tho'  ripening  rays  defcend, 
With  blufhing  fruit  tho'  loaded  branches  bend 
To  thofewho  ne'er  mud  freedom's  blelfings  tade, 
'Tis  barren  all,  'tis  all  a  worthlefs  wade. 

While  hoarfe  the  cataraclmurmur'donthega!? 
And  chilling  dews  1  wept  thro'  the  murky  daic ; 
Along  the  hills  the  dilmal  temped  howl'd, 
And  lightnings  tiauVd,  and  deep  the  thunder 
Beneath  a  leaneis  tree,  ere  mom  arofe,  [roll'd  j, 
The  flaye  Adala  thus  laments  his  woes  : 
Ye  griliy  lpe&res,  gather  round  my  fea4 
From  caves  unbleft,  tiiat  wretch's  groans  repeat! 
Terrific  forms,  from  nv.dy  lakes  arife ! 
And  bloody  meteors  threaten  thro'  the  ikies  ! 
Oh  curs'd  dedroyers  of  our  haplefs  race, 
Of  human  kind  the  terror  and  difgrace  ! 
Lo!  holts  of  dulky  captives,  to  my  view. 
Demand  a  deep  revenge  !  demand  their  due ! 
L  1  4  i^nd 
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Andfrowningchiefsnowdartathwart  the  gloom 
And  o'er  the  ialtfeaWaVe  pronounce  your  doom. 
But  Gods  are  jail,  and  of:  the  ftroke  forbear, 
To  plunge  the  guilty  m  tenfold  defpair. 

Lift  high  thefcounje,myfouitherackdifdains; 
I  pant  for  freedom  and  my  native  plains ! 

With  limbsb,enumb'dmypoor  companions  lie. 
Opprefs'd  by  pain  and  want  the  aged  fighj 
Thro'  reedy  huts  the  driving  tempeft  pours, 
Their  fefteringwounds  receivethe  ficklyfhow'rs; 
Inmadd'ningdraughtsourlordsthtirfenfesfteep, 
And  doom  their  {laves  toftripesand  deathinileep; 
Now,  while  the  bitter  blaft  furrounds  my  head, 
To  times  long  paft  my  reftlefs  foul  is  led, 
Far*,  far  beyond  the  azure  hills,  to  groves 
Of  ruddy  fruit,  where  beauty  learlefs  roves — 
O  blifsful  feats  !   O  felt-approving  joys  ! 
Nature's  plain  dilates  !  ignorance  of  vice ! 
Oguiltlefshours !  Our  caresand wants  were  few, 
No  arts  of  luxury  or  deceit  we  knew. 
Our  labour,  i'port — to  tend  our  cottage  care, 
Or  from  the  palm  the  lufcious  juice  prepare  ; 
To  iit  indulging  love's  delufive  dream, 
And  fnare  the  fiiver  tenants  of  the  frream  ; 
Or  (nobler  toil)  to  aim  the  deadly  blow 
With  dext'rous  art  againft  the  fpotted  foe ; 
O  days  with  youthful  daring  mark'd !  'twas  then 
Idragg'd  the  ihaggy  monfterfrom  his  den, 
And  boldly  down  the  rocky  mountain's  fide 
Huri'd  the  grim  panther  in  the  foaming  tide. 
Our  healthful  fports  a  daily  feaft  afford. 
And  ev'n  ftiil  found  us  at  the  foetal  board. 

Can  I  forget,  ah  me !  the  fatal  day, 
When  half  the  vale  of  peace  was  fweptaway  ! 
Th'  affrighted  maids  in  vain  the  gods  implore, 
And  weeping  view  from  far  the  happy  there; 
The  frantic  dames  impatient  ruffians  feize, 
And  inrantsfhriek,andclafp  their  mothers  knees-, 
With  galling  fetters  foon  their  limbs  are  bound, 
Andgroansthroughoutthenoifomebarkrc  found. 
Why  was  I  bound  !  why  did  not  Whydah  fee 
Adala  gain  cr  death,  or  victory ! 
No  ftorms  arife,  no  waves  revengeful  rear, 
To  dalh  the  montters  on  our  injur'd  more. 
Long  o'er  the  foaming  deep  to  worlds  unknown, 
By  envious  winds  the  bulky  vefTel's  blown, 
'While  by  difeafe  and  chains  the  weak  expire, 
Or  parch'd  endure  the  flaw  confuraing  tire. 
Who'd  in  this  land  of  many  forrows  live, 
-Where  death's  the  only  comfort  tyrants  give? 
Tyrants  unbieft!  Eachproud  of  ftricf  command, 
Nor  age  nor  (icknefs  holds  the  iron  hand  ; 
Whole  hearts,  in  adamant  involv'd,  defpife 
The  drooping  female's  tears,  the  infant's  cries, 
FromwhofeilernbrowsnogratefuHooke'erbeam?, 
Whofebluflilefsfrontnorr ape  normurderiharnes. 

Nor  all  I  blame;  forNafial,  friend  to  peace, 
Thro'  his  wide  palhi res- bids  oppreiTion  ceafe*  ; 
No  drl.'crsgoad,  no  galling  fitters  bind, 
No  ftern  compultion  damps  th!  exalted  mind. 
There  ftrong  Arizona's  fated  to  enjoy 
Pomeftic  tweets,  and  rear  his  progeny  ; 

*  'I  he  Quakers  in  America  have  set  frcp  all  their 
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Vo  till  his  glebe  employs  Arcona's  care, 
To  Naltal's  God  he  nightly  makes  his  pray'r ; 
His  mind  at  eafe,of  Chriftian  truths  he'll  boaft— 
Me  has  no  wife,  no  lovely  offspring  loft. 
Gay  his  favannah  blooms,  while  mine  appears 
Scorch'dupwithheat,ormoiltwithi3loodanc1tears. 
Cheerful  his  hearth  in  chilling  winter  burns, 
While  to  the  florm  the  fad  Adala  mourns. 

Lift  high  the  fcourge,myfoultherackdifdainsj 
I  pant  for  freedom  and  my  native  plains! 

Shall  I  his  holy  Prophet's  aid  implore. 
And  wait-for  jultice  on  another  fhore  ? 
Or,  rufhing  down  yon  mountain's  craggy  ,1eep, 
End  all  my  forrows  in  the  fullen  deep"? 
A  cliff  there  hangs  in  yon  grey  morning  cloud, 
Thedathing  wave  beneath  roars  harm  and  U  >ud — 
But  doubts  and  fears  involve  my  anxious  mind, 
The  gulph  of  deathoncepafs'djwhat  thorev\  efind: 
Dubious,  if  fent  beyond  th'  expanded  main, 
This  foul  lhall  feek  its  native  realms  again  : 
Or  if  in  gloomy  milts  condemn'd  to  lie, 
Beyond  the  limits  of  yon  arching  iky. 
A  better  profpedt  oft  my  fpirit  cheers, 
And  in  my  dreams  the  vale  of  peace  appears, 
And  fleeting  virions  of  my  former  life: 
My  *oary  tire  I  clafp,  my  long-loft  wife, 
And  oft  I  kifs  my  gentle  babes  in  fleep,   [weep, 
Till,  with  the   founding  whip,  I'm   wak'd  to 

Lifthighthefcourge,myfoultherackdiidains} 
I  pant  tor  freedom  and  my  native  plains ! 

Chiefs  of  the  earth,  and  monarchs  of  the  fea* 
Who  vaunt  your  hardy  anceliors  were  free  $ 
Whofeteachers  plead  th'  opprefs'd  and  injur'd's 

caule, 
And  prove  thewifdom  of  your  Prophet's  laws  j 
To  force  and  fraud  if  juftice  mutt  give  place, 
You're  dragg'd  to  ilavery  by  fomc  rougher  race. 
Some  rougher  raceyour  Mocks  mail  force  away, 
Like  Afric's  fons  your  children  muft  obeyj  ' 
The  very  Gods  that  view  our  conftant  toil, 
Shall  lee  your  bfispring  till  a  ruder  foil, 
The  pain  of  thira  and  pinching  hunr^r  know, 
And  all  the  torments  that  from  bondage  flow, 
When  far  remov'd  fromChri ftiau  world sweprove 
The  fweets  of  peace,  the  laiting  joys  of  love. 

But,  hark!  the  whip's  harih  echothro'thetrecs! 
On  every  trembling  limb  frefh  horrors  ieize — 
Alas!  'tis  morn,  and  here  I  fit  alone— 
Be  ftrong,  my  foul,  and  part  without  a  groan ! 
Ruffians  proceed  !  Adala  ne'er  mall  fvverve, 
Prepare  the  rack,  and  ftrain  each  aching  nerve! 

Lift  high  thefcour^e,myfoultherackdifdainsj 
I  pant  for  freedom  and  my  native  plains. 

ThouGod,  v.  ho  gild'ftwith  light  the  rifmgday! 
Who  life  difpenfeft  by  thy  genial  ray  ! 
Will  thy  flow  vengeance  never,  never  fall, 
But  undiflinguiflrd  favour  thine  on  all  ? 
O  hear  a  fuppliant  wretch's  laft,  fad  pray'r! 
Dart  fierceft  rage  !  infect  the  ambient  air  ! 
This  pallid  race,  whofe  hearts  are  bound  in  fteel, 
By  dint  of  fuftering  teach  them  how  to  i'ec). 

Negroes,  and  allow  them  wagos  as  other  servants. 

Or, 
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Or,  to  fome  depot's  hwlefs  will  betray 'd, 
Givethemtoknowwhatwretches  they  have  made! 
Beneath  the  lafh  let  them  relign  thtir  breath, 
Or  con:    u-  chains,  the  clay-cold  hand 
Or,  worit  of  ills !  within  each  callous  bi 
Cherifh  unctirb'd  the  dark  internal  peil  ; 
hid  Av'rice  fwell  with  undiminilh'a  rage, 
While  no  new  worlds  ti.'.iceu:  Ted  thirfl 
Then  bid  the  momters  on  each  other  turn, 
The  fury  parti  ons  in  diforder  burn  : 
Bid  Dilcord  flourilh,  civil  crimes  increafe, 
Nor  one  fond  wiih  arife  that  pleads  for  peace — 
Till,  with  their  crimes  in  wild  confufion  hurl'd, 
They  wake  t*  eternal  anguifhin  a  future  world*. 


§125.     Evening-,  ory  the  Fugitive.     An  Ameri- 
can Echgae.    Gregory. 

MOMBAZE. 

Say  whether,wand'rer,pointsthycheerlefsway; 
When  lengthening  fhades  announce  thecioie 
of  day  ? 
In  yon  wild  wafte  no  friendly  roof  thoiflt  find 
The  haunt  of  ferpents  and  the  lavage  kin  i. 
And  fure  rememb'rance  mocks  me,  or  I  trace 
In  thine  the  iemblance  of  Zamboia's  face  ? 
Yet  fcarce  thyfelf !  for  in  thy  alter'd  e)  e 
I  read  the  records  of  hard  deftiny. 
From  thy  rack'd  bofomhghs  that  ceafelefs  flow, 


S  C  R  I  P  T  I  V  E,    &c.  $2r 

O!  had  I  died,  and  left  the  name  of  (lave 
Deep,  deep  entomb'd  within  an  early  grave  I 

0  !  had  I  died,  ere  ruthleis  fates  conitrain, 
With  theeenthrall'd,  to  crois  the  weftern  main! 

:ve  nut  a  glorious  death  inarms, 
ne'er  be.  .inda's  fatal  charms  ! 

lime  would  be  ihort,  and  memory  would  fail, 
To  dwell  diftinctly  on  the  various  tale. 
Tedious  to  teil  what  treach'rous  arts  were  tried, 
To  (both  the  frnart  of  ilill  revolting  pride. 

1  liv'd,  and  lov'd-  'afs'd  the  fatal  chain  j 
No  joy  but  one  to  cheer  a  life  oi'  pain. 

.  itnefs  bear,  thou  dear  departed  ghoft, 
.  lonely  rov'ft  thy  Gambia's  facred  coaft  ! 
How  fweet  the  toil  that  met  the  morning's  ray, 
How  light  the  labour  that  o'er-lait.ed  day  ! 
The  reed-built  hovel,  and  the  (canty  fare, 
Imperial  blifs  could  give,  Melinda  there  1 
Soft  was  my  pillow,  on  thy  gerfle  breait, 
When  o'erprefs'dNaturedroop'  1  in  want  of  reft! 
And  if  a  rebel  tear  difgrae'd  my  eye, 
Thine  was  the  tear,  and  thine  the  burlting  f  gh. 
K!i:s  I  could  bouit,  unenvied  had  it  pars'd, 
But  blii's  too  great,  for  haplefs  flaves,  to  laft. 

Awretch,  who  baniih'd  from  his  native  clime, 
DenTd  with  many  a  black  and  rnonllrous  crime 
Prelided  o'er  us,  and  with  iron  hand 
Held  favage  lway  o'er  all  the  fervile  band : 
In  him  each  heliifh  pallion  rudely  glow'd, 
And  cruelty  in  him  moit  cruel  fhew'd. 


A  man  befpeak  thee  exercis'd  in  woe 

Say,  then,  what  chance  has  burit  thy  rigid  chains, '  gjm  fu{7inte7nal,  onefad"  ev'niiig,  led 

Has  led  thee  frantic  o'er  theie  diftant  plains  ?     ^  m¥adc  the  c:1:uc.n?{-3  of  iny  marrLt^ 

What  potent  forrows  can  t:iy  peace  infeit  ? 

What  crimes  conceal'd  preyonthyan^iousbreaft 


ZAMBOIA. 

No  crimes  this  heart  infeft,  this  hand  defile, 
Or  frantic  drive  me  o'er  a  foreign  foil. 
Amurder'd  wife  and  wrongs  unmatch'd  I  mourn, 
And  buried  joys,  that  never  fhall  return  ! 
If  then  thou  'rt  tempted  by  the  traitor's  meed, 
Take  this  poor  life,  and  profper  by  the  deid  ! 

MOMBAZE. 

Not  the  rich  produce  of  Angola's  more, 
Not  all  the  mifer's  heap'd  and  glittering  ftore  ; 
Not  all  that  pride  would  grafp,or  nomp  difplay, 
Should  tempt  this  hand  the  wretched  to  betray. 
No  traitors  dwell  within  this  bleft  domain, 
The  friends  of  peace  we  live,  a  guilelefs  train. 
Grief  dims  thy  eye,  or  gladly  wouldft  thou  fee 
Thy  lov'd  Mombaze  yet  furvives  in  me. 
Canft  thou  forget  ?  I  taught  thy  youth,  to  dare 
The  fylvan  herd,  and  wage  the  defp'rate  war. 
Canfl  thou  forget  ?  One  common  lot  we  drew, 
With  thee  enchain'd,  a  captive's  fate  I  knew. 
Diftruft  me  not,  but  unreferv'd  difclofe 
The  anxious  taie  that  in  thy  bofbm  glows  : 
To  part  our  griefs  is  oft  to  mitigate, 
And  focial forrows  blunt  the  darts  of  fate. 


ZAMBOIA. 

Dear  to  my  fight  that  form,  and  doubly  dear 
Thy  well-known  accents  meet  Zamboia's  ear. 

#  This  Eclogue  was  written  during  the  American  war. 


my  marn.-.ge  bed : 
I  chanced  :'  nr>r>;  >ach — the  caitiff  I  furpris'd  — 

My  wife  preferv'd,  and  had  his  g\\  <1 

While  full  with  vengeance  boh'd  myw 
But  chance  referv'd  him  for  a  bafer  cart: 

Meanwhile,  o'erjoy'd  that  vice  e  en  '-.ice  bad 
I '  lefs'd  thegodsthatinnocenceprevaird.rfaird, 

The  baffled  villain,  now  a  foe  profefs'd. 
Rolls  fcenes  of  bl<  od  within  his  rai:  .aft; 

Wi t h  coward  arts  lie  forg  e ; 

A. id  hands  unrighteous  poize  the  pa  tial  fcale. 
Imputed  crimes  tocrufh  the  weak  fuffice, 
Hearfoy  is  guilt,  and  damning  feci  furmiieV 
Where  nncu  b'd  mil  ufafps  the  place  oi-  laws, 
No  friendly  pleader  takes  the  wretch's  caufe. 
Our  tyrant's  fears  each  want  )f  proof  fupplied, 
Weitand  condemn,dj\niqi.-.eft'.  .vied. 

O !  had  the  grief  and  lhame  b  my  own, 

And  the  black  vengca  alone! 

But  harfher  fates  a  harder  v.  1  '.     screed  ; 

28  were  doohi'd  to  fee  '.■'.  linda  bleed* 
I  taw  he.  1  y  relentlefs  rufifi  ...        ind, 
The  bran  li'h*  '  wound j 

Her  tender  frame  abu/d.  and  mangled  o'er, 
I  law  her  wel  re. 

Themurd'rous  fcene  had  '  »fe — 

And  do  I  live !  and  can  1 
Her  pregnant  wo  longer  co\  ...in 

The  public  lhame, 

A  bi:  th  abortive  ro!  '  f  her  breath,   ■ 

i  And  pangs  convullive  feal'd  her  <  .  leath. 


One 
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One  only  pledge  my  weary  foul  detains, 
This  haplefs  infant,  all  that  now  remains  ; 
The  mournful  image  of  my  once-lov'd  wife, 
And  ties  me  down  awhile  to  hated  life. 
Elfe  this  bold  hand  mould  liberty  reftore, 
And  my  rapt  fpirit  feeka  happier ikore. 
Tho1  devious  paths  with  timid  haite  we  fly, 
Where  von  blue  mountains  meet  the  bending 

Nor  ferpents'  haunts  I  dread,  nor  deferts  drear, 
The  malter- lavage,  Man,  alone  1  fear. 

MOMBAZE. 

Since  from  our  native  realms  compelled  to 
part, 
Such  pointedforrows  have  not  touch'd  my  heart. 
Infatiate  plunderers!  could  it  not  fuffice 
To  rend,  inhuman,  all  the  focial  ties  ? 
From  guiltlefs  joys  that  blefs'd  our  native  foil, 
Dragg'd  to  a  life  of  mift-ry  and  toil  ; 
Would  you  yet  take  the  little  God  has  given, 
And  intercept  the  gracious  dews  of  Heaven  ? 
Your  rage  for  blood,  wild  asyourthirft  of  gain, 
Shall  no  rcfpecls,  not  truths  divine,  reftrain  r 
Th'  eternal  fabric  can  a  name  undo  ? 
Is  rape  and  murder  ianctiried  in  you  ? 
And  us,  what  laws,  as  impious  as  fevere, 
Forbid  the  common  rites  of  man  to  (hare  ? 
Did'if.  thou,  c restive  Power!  thy  views  confine  ? 
For  one  proud  race  the  fpacious  earth  dellgn  ? 
For  them  alone  does  plenty  deck  the  vale, 
Bluih  in  the  fruit,  and  tinge  the  fcented  gale  ? 
For  them  the  feafbns  all  their  fweets  unfold? 
Blooms  the  frefh  rofe,and  (hines  thewavinggold? 
O  no  !  all  bounteous  is  thy  equal  hand, 
And  thy  fix'd  laws  irrevocable  ftand  ! 
Haplefs,  Zamboia  !  had  it  been  thy  fate 
With  me  to  {hare  my  more  propitious  date  ; 
Thy  foul  had  breath'd  no  impious  wiih  to  die, 
Nor  the  big  tear  had  trembled  in  thine  eye. 
Pisjoin'd  from  thee,  I  too  to  flavery  went  j 
But  heaven  a  father,  not  a  mailer,  lent, 
He  feems  as  Virtue's  felf  in  mortal  guife  j 
Tho'  wealthy,  Ample;  and  tho'  modeft,  wife. 
Bleil  be  the  hand  that  life  and  freedom  gave! 
That  powV  can  boaft,  exerted  but  to  fave  ! 
Bleft  the  fage  tongue  that  ftor'd  the  vacant  mind, 
The  manners  foften'd,  and  the  heart  refin'd ! 
That,  ililJ  to  Heaven's  unerring  dictates  true, 
Eternal  truth  unfolded  to  our  view  ! 
But,  come !  thy  faint  and  weary  limbs  repofe. 
Forgetful  of  thy  fears,  thy  griefs  compofe  ; 
By  morning's  dawn  with  earnelt  foot  I  fpeed, 
Nor  fleep  theft  eyes  till  I  behold  thee  freed. 
Some  wealth  I  have!  and,  did  I  prize  it  more, 
Well  fpar'd  for  this  I  deem  the  facred  ilore. 

So  talk'd  thefe  friends,  and  to  the  cottage  haftej 
While  fad  Zamboia  his  purfuerstrae'd. 
The  ruffian  band  arrelt  the  haplefs  fwain, 
And  pray'rs,  and  tears,  and  promifes  are  vain  : 
Their  vengeful  fervour,  no — not  gifts  abate  ; 
But,  bound  in  chains,  they  drag  him  to  his  fate*. 


§   126.     A  Defcription  of  a  Parijh  Poor  Houfe. 

C'XABBE. 

T^HEiRis  yon  houfe  that  holds  the  parifh  poor, 
Whofe  walls  of  mud  fcarce  bearthe#broken 
door  j 

There,  where  the  putrid  vapours  flagging  play, 
And  the  dull  wheel  hums  doleful  thro'  the  day: 

There  children  dwell,who  know  no  parents'care; 
Parents,whoknownochildren'slove,  dwell  there: 
Heart-broken  matrons  on  their  joylefs  bed, 
Forlaken  wives,  and  mothers  never  wed; 
Dejecled  widows,  with  unheeded  tears, 
Andcrippledage,with  more  than  childhoodfears! 
The  lame,  the  blind,  and,  far  the  happieft  they! 
The  moping  idiot,  and  the  madman  gay. 

Here  too  the  lick  their  final  doom  receive, 
Here  brought,  amid  the  fcenes  of  grief,  to  grieve: 
Where  the  loud  groans  from  fome  fad  chamber 

fiOW, 

Mix'd  with  the  clamours  of  the  crowd  below : 
Here,  forrowing,they  each  kindred  forrow  fcan, 
And  the  cold  charities  of  man  to  man  : 
Whofe  laws  indeed  for  ruin'd  age  provide, 
And  ttrong  compullion  plucks  the  fcrap  from 

pride ; 
But  ftill  that  fcrap  is  bought  with  manyafigh, 
And  pride  embitters  what  it  can't  deny. 

Say  ye,  opprefs'd  by  fome  fantaftic  woes, 
Some  jarring  nerve  that  baffles  your  repofe ; 
Who  prefs  the  downy  couch,whileflavesadvance 
With  timid  eye,  to  read  the  diftant  glance ; 
Who  with  fad  prayers  the  weaiy  doclor  teafe 
To  name  the  namelefs  ever-new  difeafe  ; 
Whowithmock-patiencedirecomplaintsendure, 
Which  real  pain,  and  that  alone,  can  cure  j 
How  would  ye  bear  in  real  pain  to  lie, 
Defpis'd,  neglected,  lefValone  to  die  ? 
How  would  ye  bear  to  draw  your  lateft  breath, 
Where  all  that'swretched  paves  thewayfo,r  death? 

Such  is  that  room whichone  rude  beamdivides, 
And  naked  rafters  form  the  ifloping  fides  ; 
Where  thevilebands  that  bindthethatcharefeen, 
And  lath  and  mud  are  all  that  lie  between ; 
Save  one dullpane,that,coarfelypatch'd,givesway 
To  the  rude  tempeft,  yet  excludes  the" day: 
Here,  on  a  matted  flock,  with  duft  o'erfpread, 
7  ne  drooping  wretch  reclines  his  languid  head  ; 
For  him  no  hand  the  cordial  cup  applies, 
Nor  wipes  the  tear  that  ftagnates  in  his  eyes; 
No  friends  with  foft  difcourfe  his  pain  beguile, 
Nor  promise  hope  till  ficknefs  wears  a  fmile. 


§  1 17.   Defcription  ef  a  Country  Apothecary. 

Crabbb. 


T>ut  foon  a  loud  and  hafty  fummons  calls, 
**  Shakes  the  thin  roof,  and  echoes  round  the 
Anon  a  figure  enters,  quaintly  neat,      [walls: 
All  pride  and  bus'nefs,  buttle  and  conceit; 
With  looks  unalter'd  by  thefe  fcenes  of  woe, 
With  fpeed  that,  entering,  fpeaks  his  hafte  to  go  j 


*  A  higher  reward  is  generally  offered  for  the  head  of  a  fugitive  negro  than  for  bringing  him  alive. 


He 
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He  bids  the  gazing  throng  around  him  fly, 
And  carries  fate  and  phytic  in  his  eye; 
A  potent  quack,  long  vers'd  in  human  ills, 
Who  firft  infults  the  victim  whom  he  kills ; 


While  Sloth  with  many  a  pang  torments  herfl 
Fearwail  Da  ve. 

§  13c      Apt  ■     grai.H.      A\OM. 


Whofe  murd'rous  hand  a  drowfy  bench  protect, '  t^or  him,  wl 

f,  is  negleft.         1  -T 


And  whofe  moft  tender  mercy 

Paid  by  the  parifh  for  attendance  here, 
He  wears  contempt  upon  his  fapicnt  fnecr; 
In  haite  he  leeks  the  bed  where  miiery  lies, 
Impatience  mark'd  in  his  averted  eyes; 
And,  fome  habitual  queries  hurried  o'er, 
Without  reply,  he  rulhes  on  the  door  j 
His  drooping  patient,  long  inui  "d  to  pain, 
And  long  unheeded,  knows  remon  ft  ranee  vain; 
He  ceafes  now  the  feeble  help  to  cra\  e 
Of  man,  and  mutely  haftens  to  the  grave. 

§  128.  Defcription  of  a  Country  Clergyman  rifling 
the  Sick.     Crab  be. 


But,  ere  his  death,  fome  pious  doubts  arife, 
Some  fimple  fears  which  "  bold  bad"  men 
defpife; 
Fain  would  he  aflc  the  parilh  pried  to  prove 
His  title  certain  to  the  joys  above ;         / 
Forthis  he  fends  the  murmuring  nurfe,  who  calls 
The  holy  ftranger  to  thefe  dilmal  walls: 
And  doth  not  he,  the  pious  man,  appear, 
He,  "  pafling  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  year  V 
Ah  no !  a  lhepherd  of  a  different  flock, 
Aud  far  unlike  him,  feeds  this  little  dock ; 
A  jovial  youth,  who  thinks  his  Sunday's  talk 
As  much  as  God  or  man  can  fairly  aft  ; 
The  reft  he  gives  to  loves,  and  labours  light, 

To  fields  the  morning,  and  to  feafts  the  night;  As  ever  rriendihip  .'ropp'd  in  human  heart; 
None  better  ikiil'd  the  noify  pack  to  guide.         Theprayer,  fhatlic  .  ho  guides  the  ham!  of  yoi 
To  urge  their  chace,  to  cheer  them,  or  to  chide  3 
Sure  in  his  (hot,  his  game  he  leldom  mifs'd. 
And  feldom  fail'd  to  win  his  game  at  wbift; 
Then,while  such  honoursbloomaround  his  head, 
Shall  he  lit  fadly  by  the  fick  man's  bed, 
To  raife  the  hope  he  feels  not,  or  with  zeal 
To  combat  fears  that  ev'n  the  picus  fed  ? 


s  long  wit.  fe. 

Known  to  no  human  love,  no  hum*  .  .are, 
The  ;.  ,  hor.uk fs  objelt  ofdefpoir: 

the  poo-  !e  he  complains, 

Nor  from  I 
Alike,  if  folly  or  mi  fortune  bi    Dg 

:  Lift  oxwoei  his  ive  wrought  j 

a]  mercy,  and,  wiihn.., 
folly's  misfortune  in  the  firft  tieg:ee. 

Perhaps  on  fome  innofpi  table  fhore 
The  houfelels  wretch  a  widow 'd  parent  bore; 
Who,  then  no  more  by  golden  profp'Cts  led, 
Of  the  poor  Indian  begg'd  a  leafy  bed. 
Cold,  on  Canadian  bills,  or  Minden's  plain. 
Perhaps  that  parent  mourn'd  her  loldier  flam  j 
iient  o'er  her  bale,  her  eye  cilfolv'd  in  dtw, 
I  he  big  dro^s  mingling  with  the  milkhedrew, 
Gave  the  fad  presage  of  bi|  rut  tire  yea    , 
The  child  of  miiery,  baptized  in  tears! 

§  131.     Epijlle  te  a  ycuag  Gc  tUrna?:,  on  his  Lav- 
ing Ltjn  i>cbcol.     Bj  Or.  RvB.kts. 

Cince  now  a  nobler  fcene  awakes  thy  care, 
^.-.incemanh-  oddawning,tofair6ranta,<tow*n^ 

Where  once  in  life's  gay  i.yjingliov'd  to  roam, 
Invites  thy  willing  lteps  j  accept,  den  youth, 
This  parting  ftrain  ;  accept  the  fervent  pray'r 
Of  him  who  love>  thee  with  a  pafSon  pare 


S  129. 


Tbe  Realbn  for  defcribing   the  Vices  of 
the  Village.    Crab  be. 

Yet  why,  you  afk,  thefe  humble  crimes  relate, 
Why  make  the  poor  as  guilty  as  the  great  ? 
To  (hew  the  great,  thole  mightier  fons  of  pride, 
How  near  in  vice  the  loweft  are  allied: 
Such  are  their  natures,  and  their  paihons  fuch,  Have  torn  for  ever  from  the  bleeding  breaft 


:>uth 
Thro'  all  the  puzzled  and  perplexed  round 
Oflife's  meand' ring  path,  upon*  thy  head 
May  mower  down  e>  cry  blefling,  every  icy 
Which  health,  which  virtue,  and  which  fame 
can  give! 


Yet  think  not  I  will  deign  to  flatter  thee : 
Shall  he,  the  guardian  of  thy  faith  and  truth, 
The  guide,  the  pilot  of  thy  tend,  r  years, 
Teach  thy  young  heart  to  feel  a  rpurions  glow 
At  undeferved  praife?     Perith  the  llave 
Whofe  venal  breath  in  youth's  unpra&is'd  ear 
Pours  peilon'd  flattery,  and  corrupts  the  foul 
With  vain  conceit;  whofe  ba/e  ungenerous  art 
Fawns  on  the  vice,  which  fome  with  honeft  hand 


Sut  thefe  difguife  too  little,  thole  too  much: 
So  (hall  the  man  of  pow'r  and  pleafure  lee 
In  his  own  Have  as  vile  a  wretch  as  he  \ 
In  his  luxuriant  lord  the  fervant  find 
His  own  low  pleafures  and  degenerate  mind: 
And  each  in  all  the  kindred  vices  trace 
Of  a  poor,  blind,  bewilder'd,  erring  race; 
Who,  a  fliort  time  in  varied  fortune  paft, 
Die,  and  are  equal  in  the  duit  at  laft, 
And  you,  ye  poor,  who  ftill  lament  your  fate, 
Forbear  to  envy  thole  you  reckon  great ; 
And  know,  amid  thofe  bleflings  they  poifefs, 
They  are,  like  you,  the  victims  of  diftrefs  j 


Say,  gentle  youth,  remember'ft  thou  the  day 
When  o'er  thy  tender  moulders  firft  I  hung 
The  golden  lyre, and  taught  thy  trembling  hand 
To  touch  th'  accordant  firings  ?  From  that  bleft 
I've  feen  thee  panting  up  the  hill  of  tame ;  [hour 
Thy  little  heart  beat  high  with  honeft  praife, 
Thy  cheek  was  flufiTd,  and  oft  thy  lparklingeye 
Shot  flames  of  young  ambition.  Never  quench 
That  generous'ardour  in  thy  virtuous  breaft. 
Sweet  is  the  concord  of  harmonious  founds, 
When  the  foft  lute  or  pealing  organ  ftrikes 
The  well-attemper'd  ear;  fweet  is  the  breath 
Of  honeft  love,  when  nymph  and  gentk 

Waft 


524 


ELEGANT    EXTRACTS, 


Be  OK  II, 


Waft  fighs  alternate  to  each  other's  heart: 
But  not  the  concord  of  harmonious  founds, 
When  the  feft  lute  or  pealing  organ  ftrikes 
The  well-nttemper'd  ear;  nor  the  fweet  breath 
Of  honeft  love,  v»'hen  nymph  and  gentle  fwain 
Waft  fighs  alternate  to  each  other's  heart, 
So  charm  with  ravifhment  the  raptur'd  fenfe, 
As  does  the  voice  of  weli-deferv'd  report 
Strike  with  fweet  melody  the  confeious  foul. 

On  ev'ry  object  thro'  the  giddy  world 
Which  fafhion  to  the  dazzled  eye  prefents, 
Frefh  is  the  glofs  of  newnefs;  look,  dear  youth, 
O  look,  but  not  admire  :   O  let  not  thefe 
Rafe  from  thy  noble  heart  the  fair  records 
Which  youth  and  education  planted  there: 
Let  not  affection's  full,  impetuous  tide, 
Which  riots  in  thy  generous  breaft,  be  check'd 
By  felfifh  cares;  nor  let  the  idle  jeers 
Of  laughing  fools  make  thee  forget  thyfelf. 
When  didft  thou  hear  a  tender  tale  of  woe, 
And  feel  thy  heart  at  reft  ?     Have  I  not  feeii 
In  thy  iwoln  eye  the  tear  of  fympathy, 
The  milkofhdman  kindnefs  ?  When  didft  thou, 
With  envy  rankling,  hear  a  rival  prais'd  ? 
When  didft  thou  flight  the  wretched?  when  de(- 
The  modeft  humble  fuit  of  poverty  ?  [pile 

Thele  virtues  ftill  be  thine;  nor  ever  learn 
To  look  with  cold  eye  on  the  chanties 
Of  brother,  or  of  parents ;  think  en  thofe 
WhofeanxiouscarethroYhildhood  sflipperypath 
Sufb.m'd  thy  feeble  fteps  ;  whole  every  wifh 
Is  wafted  ftill  to  thee  ;  remember  thole, 
Even  in  thy  heart,  while  memory  holds  her  feat. 
And  oft  as  to  thy  mind  thou  ihr.lt  recal 
The  fweet  companions  of  thy  earl  left  years, 
Mates  of  thy  fport,  and  rivals  in  the  ftrife 
Of  every  generous  art,  remember  me. 


§132.     Great  Cities,  and  London  in  particular, 
allowed  their  due  Praife.     Cow  per. 

T>  ut  tho'  true  worth  and  virtue  in  the  mild 

-*"*  And  genial  foil  of  cultivated  life 

Thrive  moft,  and  may  perhaps  thrive  only  there, 

Yet  not  in  cities  oft;  in  proud,  and  gay, 

And  gain-devoted  cities.     Thither  flow, 

As  to  a  common  and  moll  noiibme  fewer, 

The  dregs  and  feculence  of  ev'ry  land. 

In  cities,  foul  example  on  moft  minds 

Begets  its  likeneis.     Rank  abundance  breeds 

In  grofs  and  pamper'd  cities  floth  and  luft, 

And  wantonness,  and  gluttonous  excefs. 

In  cities,  vice  is  hidden  with  moft  eafe, 

Or  feen  with  leaft  reproach;  and  virtue,  taught 

By  frequent  lapfe,  can  hope  no  triumph  there 

Beyond  th'  achievement  of  fuccefsf  ul  flight. 

I  do  confess  them  nurs'ries  of  the  arts, 

In  which  they  flourifh  molt;  where,  in  the  beams 

Of  warm  encouragement,  and  in  th'  eye 

Of  public  note,  they  reach  their  perfect  fize. 

Such  London  is,  by.talte  and  wealth  proclaim'd 

The  faireit  capital  of  all  the  worid, 

By  riot  and  incontinence  the  worlt.        [comes 

There^  touch'd  by  Reynolds,  a  oull  blank  be- 


A  lucid  mirror,  in  which  Nature  fees 
All  hern  features.     Bacon  there 

Gives  more  than  female  beauty  to  a  ftone, 
And  Chatham's  eloquence  to  marble  lips. 
Mor  dees  the  chifel  occupy  alone 
The  pow'rs  of  fculpture,  but  the  ftyleasmuch  j 
Each  province  of  her  art  her  equal  care. 
With  nice  incifion  of  her  guided  fteel 
She  ploughs  a  brazen  field,  and  clothes  a  foil 
So  fterile  with  what  charms  foe'er  fhe  will, 
The  richeft  fcenery,  and  the  lovelieft  forms. 
Where  finds  Philolbphy  her  eagle  eye, 
•With  which  fhe  gazes  at  yon  burning  difk 
Undazzled,  and  detects  and  counts  his  fpots  ? 
In  London.     Where  her  implements  exact, 
With  which  fhe  calculates,  computes,  and  fcans 
All  diftance,  motion,  magnitude;  and  now 
Meafures  an  atom,  and  now  girds  a  world  ? 
In  London.  Where  has  commerce  fuch  a  mart, 
So  rich,  fo  throng'd,  fbdram'd,  and  fo  fupplied 
As  London,  opulent,  enlarged,  and  ftill 
Increasing  London?     B.bylon  oTold 
Not  more  the  glory  of  the  earth,  than  fhe 
A  more  accomplifn'd  worlds  chief  glory  now. 
She  has  feer  praife;     Now  mark  a  ipot  or  two 
That  fo  much  beauty  would  do  well  to  purge  j 
Andfhew  this  queen  of  cities,  that  fo  fair, 
May  yet  be  foul,  fo  witty,  yet  not  wife. 
It  is  not  feemly,  nor  of  good  report,  ,. 

That  fhe  is  flack  in  difcipline;  more  prompt 
T' avenge  than  to  prevent  the  breach  of  law. 
Thar  fhe  is  rigid  in  denouncing  death 
On  petty  robbers,  and  indulges  life 
And  liberty,  and  oft-times  honour  too. 
To  peculators  of  the  public  gold. 
That  thieves  at  home  muft  hang ;  but  he  that  puts 
Into  hi*  overgorg'c!  and  bloated  purse 
The  wealth  or  Indian  provinces,  efcapes. 
Nor  is  it  we'll,  nor  can  it  come  to  good, 
That,  through  profane  and  infidel  contempt 
Of  holy  writ,  fhe  has  prefum'd  t'  annul 
And  abrogate,  as  roundly  as  fhe  may, 
The  total  ordinance  and  will  of  God; 
Advancing  fafhion  to  the  port  of  truth, 
And  cent'ring  all  authority  in  modes 
And  cuftoms  of  her  own,  till  Sabbath  rites 
Have  dwindled  into  unrefpecled  forms, 
And  knees  rfhd  haffocks  are  well-nigh  divore'd. 

God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town . 
What  wonder  then  that  health  and  virtue,  gifta 
That  can  alone  make  fweet  the  bitter  draught 
That  life  holds  out  to  all,  fhould  moft  abound, 
And  lealt  be  threaten'd,  in  the  fieldsand  groves  ? 
Pofiefs  ye  therefore,  ye  who,  borne  about 
In  chariots  and  fedans,  know  no  fatigue 
But  that  of  idlenefs,  and  tafte  no  fcenes 
But  fuch  as  art  contrives,  poffefs  ye  ftill 
Your  element;  there  only  ye  can  fhine, 
There  only  minds  like  yours  can  do  no  harm. 
Our  groves  were  planted  to  conlble  at  noon 
The  penfive  wand'rer  in  their  fhades.     At  eve 
The  moon-beam,  Aiding  foftly  in  between 
The  fleeping  leaves,  is  all  the  fight  they  wifh  ; 
Birds  warbling,  all  the  mufic.    We  can  fpare 
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The  fpkndour  of  your  lamps;  they  but  eclipfe 
Our  fofter  fatellite.     Your  longs  conf< 
Ourmore  harmonious  notes.  The  thrnfl;  departs 
Scar'd,  andth'  offended  nightingalels  mm 
There  is  a  public  mifchrefin  your  mirth  ; 
It  plagues  your  country.     Folly  ftjch  as  yours, 
Grac'd  with  a  fword,  and  worthier  of  a  fan, 
Has  made,which  enemies  could  ne'er  Have  done, 
Our  arch  of  empire,  ileadfaft  but  for  you, 
A  mutilated  ftruclure,  ibon  to  fall. 


§133.     The  Want  of  Difcipiine  in  tht  EngUJh 

Univojities.      Cowper. 

Tn  colleges  and  halls,  in  ancient  days, 
-*•  When  learning,  virtue,  piety,  and  truth 
Were  precious,  and  inculcated  with  care, 
There  dwelt  alage,call'd  Difciplint.  His  head, 
Not  yet  by  time  completely  filver'd  o'er, 
Befpoke  him  paft  the  bounds  of  rYeakifh  youth, 
But  ftrong  for  fervice  ftill,  and  unimiparr'd. 
His  eye  was  meek  and  gentle,  and  a  fmile 
Play'd  on  his  lips,  ana"  in  his  fpeech  was  heard 
Paternal  fweetnefs,  dignity,  and  love. 
The  occupation  deareft  to  his  heart 
Was  to  encourage  goodnefs.     He  would  ftroke 
The  head  of  modeft  and  ingenuous  worth 
Thatblufh'datitsown  praife.and  prefstheyouth 
Clofe  to  his  fide  that  pleas'd  him.  Learning  grew. 
Beneath  his  care,  a  thriving  vigorous  plant; 
The  mind  was  well  inform'd,  the  pailions  held 
Subordinate,  and  diligence  was  choice, 
If  e'er  it  chane'd,  as  fonietimes  chance  it  mult, 
That  one,  among  io  many,  overleap'd 
The  limits  of  controul,  his  gentle  eye 
Grew  ftern,  and  darted  a  revere  rebuke; 
His  frown  was  full  of  terror,  and  his  voice 
Shook  the  delinquent  with  fucri  fits  of  awe 
As  left  him  not,  till  penitence  had  won 
Loft  favour  back  again,  and  clos'd  the  breach. 
But  Difcipiine,  a  faithful  fervant  long, 
Declin'd  at  length  into  the  vale  of  years: 
A  pally  ftruck  his  arm;  hisfparkling  eye 
Was  quench'd  in  rheums   of  age;    his  voice 

unflrung, 
Grew  tremulous,  and  mov'd  deriiion  more 
Than  rev'rence  in  perverfe  rebellious  youth. 
So  colleges  and  halls  neglected  much 
Theirgoodold  friend;  and  Difcipiine  at  length, 
O'erlook'd  and  unemploy'd,  fell  lick,  and  died. 
Then  Study  languifh'd,  Emulation  flept, 
And  Virtue  fled.     The  fchools  became  a  fcene 
Of  iolemn  farce,  where  Ignorance  in  ftiits, 
His  cap  well  lin'd  with  logic  not  his  own, 
With  parrot  tongue  perform'd  the  fcholar's  part, 
Proceeding  foon  a  graduated  Dunce. 
Then  Compromife  had  place,  and  Scrutiny 
Became  ftone  blind,  Precedence  went  in  truck, 
And  he  was  competent  whofe  purfe  was  fo. 
Adiflblution  of  all  bonds  enfued: 
The  curbs  invented  for  the  muliln  mouth 


Till gownsatlengtharefound  mere  mafquerade; 
The  taflerd  cap  and  the  fpruce  band  a  jeft, 
A  mock'ry  of  the  world.  .eed  of  thefc 

:er's,  jockies,  brothellers  impure, 
1  its, and  booted  fportirnon,oft'ner  fecn 
;  belted  waift,  and  pointers  at  their  heels, 
Than  in  the  bounds  of  duty?  What  was  learn  'd* 
If  aught  was  learn "d  in  childhood,  is  forgotj 
AndTuch  expenceas  pinches  parents  blue, 
And  mortifies  the  lib'ral  land  of  love, 
Is  fquander'd  in  purfuit  of  Idle  fports 
And  vicious  pleasures  ;  buys  the  boy  a  name 
That  fits  a  ftigma  on  his  father's  houfe, 
And  cleaves  through  life  infeparably  clofe 
To  him  that  wears  it.      What  can  after-games 
Of  riper  joys,  and  commerce  with  the  world, 
The  lewd  vain  world  that  muft  receive  him  foon, 
Add  to  fuch  erudition  thus  acquired, 
Where  fcience  and  where  virtue  are  profefs'dr 
They  may  confirm  his  habits,  rivet  fait 
His  folly;  but  to  fpoil  him  is  a  talk 
That  bids  defiance  to  th'  united  pow'rs 
Of  faibion,  difllpation,  taverns,  ftevis. 
Now, blame  we  nioft  the  nurilings  crthe  nurfe? 
Hie  children,  cveok'd,  and  twiited,anddeform'd 
Through  want  of  care,  or  her,  whole  winking  eye 
And  fiurnb'ring  ofcitancy  mars  the  brood? 
The  nurfe,  no  doubt.     Regardlefs  of  her  charge, 
She  needs  herlelf  correction;  needs  to  learn, 
That  it  is  dang'rous  fporting  with  the  world, 
With  things  fo  facred  as  a  nation's  truir, 
The  nurture  of  her  youth,  her  dearell  pledge. 


§   1 3+.     Hrpfy  the  Freedom  of  the  Man  nsk 
Grace  make's  free — His  rciijb  of  the  Works  cf 

God— Addr Cji  to  the  Creator.     Cowpep.. 

TT  t  is  the  freeman  whom  the  truth  makes  free, 
*■*■  And  ail  are  Haves  befide.  There's  nota  chaia 
1  hat  helliih  foes  confederate  for  his  h. 
Can  wind  around  him,  but  he  cafes  it  off , 
With  as  much  eafe  as  Sarnfon  his  green 
He  Locks  abroad  into  the  varied  field 
Of  Nature;  and  tho'  poor,  perhaps,  compar'd 
With  thofe  whofe  manfions  glitter  in  his  fight. 
Calls  the  delightful  fcen'ry  all  his  own.  . 
His  are  the  mountains,  and  the  valleys  his, 
And  the  refplendent  rivers;  his  t'  enjoy 
With  a  propriety  that  none  can  feel, 
But  who,  with  filial  confidence  inipir'd, 
Can  lift  to  Heaven  an  un'prefumptuous  eye, 
And  fmifing  fay— My  Father  made  them  all: 
Are  they  not  his  by  a  peculiar>right  ? 
And  by  an  emphafis  of  int'refl  his, 
Whofe  eye  they  fill  with  tears  of  holy  joy, 
Whofe  heart  with  praife^md  whofe  exalted  mind^ 
With  worthy  thoughts  of  that  unwearied  love 
That  plann'd,and  built,and  ftill  upholds  a  world, 
So  cloath'd  with  beauty,  for  rebellious  man  ? 
,  Yes — ye  may  fill  your  garners;  ye  that  reap 
The  leaded  foil,  and  ye  may  wafte  much  good 


Ofheadftrongyouth  were  broken;  bars  and  bolt?   In  fenfelefs  riot;  but  ye  will  not  find 


Grewrufty  by  difufe;  and  maffy  gates 
Forgot  their  wfnee,  op'ning  with  a  touch  j 
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In  feaft  or  in  the  chace,  in  fong  or  dance, 
A  liberty  like  his,  who,  unimpeach'd 
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Of  ufurpation,  and  to  no  man's  wrong, 
Appropriates  nature  as  his  Father's  work, 
And  has  a  richer  ufe  of  yours  than  you. 
He  is  indeed  a  freeman;  free  by  birth 
Of  no  mean  city,  planft'd  or  ere  the  hiils 
Were  built,  the  fountains  open'd,  or  the  lea, 
With  all  his  roaring  multitude  of  waves. 
His  freedom  is  the  lame  in  ev'ry  Hate; 
And  no  condition  of  this  changeful  life, 
So  manifold  in  cares,  whofe  ev'ry  day 
Brings  its  own  evil  with  it,  m;ikes  it  lefs: 
For  he  has  wings  that  neither  ficknefs,  pain, 
Nor  penury  can  cripple  or  confine; 
No  nook  io  narrow  but  he  fpreads  them  there 
With  eafe,  and  is  at  large.     Th"  op  pre  (Tor  holds 
His  body  bound,  but  knows  not  what  a  range 
His  fp'irit  takes,  unconfcious  of  a  chain; 
And  that  to  bind  him  is  a  vain  attempt, 
Whom  God  delights  in,  and  in  whom  he  dwells. 
Acquaint  thyfelf  with  God, if  thou  wouldfttafte 
His  works.     Admitted  once  to  his  embrace, 
Thou  (halt  perceive  that  thou  waft  blind  before: 
Thineeyefhall  be  inftructed;  and  thine  heart, 
Made  pure,  fhall  relifh  with  divine  delight, 
Tillthenunfeitjwhat  hands  divine  have  wrought. 
Brutes  graze  the  mountain-top  with  faces  prone, 
And  eyes  intent  upon  the  fcanty  herb 
It  yields  them;  or,  recumbent  on  its  brow, 
Ruminate,  heedlefs  of  the  fcene  outfpread 
Beneath,  beyond,  and  ftretching  far  away 
From  inland  regions  to  the  diftant  main. 
Man  views  it  and  admires,  but  refts  content 
With  what  he  views.  Thelandfcapehashispraife, 
But  not  its  Author.     IJr.concern'd  whoform'd 
The  paradife  he  ires,  he  finds  it  fuch; 
And,  fuch  well- pleased  to  find  it,  alks  no  more. 
Not  (b  the  mindthathasheentouch'dfromHeav'n, 
And  in  the  fchool  of  (acred  wifdom  taught 
To  read  his  wonders,in  whofe  thought  the  world, 
Fair  as  it  is,  exifted  ere  it  was  : 
Not  for  its  own  fake  merely,  but  for  his 
Much  more  who  fafhion'd  it,  he  gives  it  praife ; 
Praifc  that,  from  earth  refulting,  as  it  ought, 
To  earth's  acknowledg'dSovereign,  finds  at  once 
Its  only  juft  proprietor  in  Him. 
The  foul  that  fees  him,  or  receives  fublim'd 
New  faculties,  or  learns  at  lead  t'  employ 
More  worthily  the  pow'rs  (lie  cwn'd  before, 
Defcerns  in  all  things,  what,  with  flupid  gaze 
Of  ignorance,  till  then  fne  overlook'd, 
A  ray  of  heavenly  light  gilding  all  forms 
Terreftrial,  in  the  vaft  and  the  minute, 
The  unambiguous  foctiteps  of  the  God 
Who  gives  its  luflre  to  an  in  feet's  wing, 
And  wheels  his  throne  upon  the  rolling  worlds. 
Much  converfant  with  Heaven,  fhe  often  holds 
With  thofe  fair  minifl ers  of  light  to  man, 
That  fill  the  fkies  nightly  with  (ilent  pomp, 
Sweet  conference!  enquires  what  ftrainswerethey 
With  which  heaven  rang,when  ev'ry  (tar,  in  hafte 
To  gratulate  the  new  created  earth, 
Sent  forth  a  voice,  and  all  the  fons  of  God 
Shouted  for  joy — "Tell  me  ye  Paining  hods, 
«'  That  navigate  a  fea  that  knows  no  ttorms, 


"  Beneath  a  vault  unfullied  with  a  cloud, 
H  If  from  your  elevation,  whence  ye  view 
"  Diftinclly  fcenes  invifible  to  man, 
"  And  fyftems,  of  whofe  birth  no  tidings  yet 
H  Have  reach'd  this  nether  world, ye  fpy  a  race 
"  Favour'd  as  ours,  t ran fgrefTors  from  the  womfy 
"  And  hading  to  a  grave,  yft  doom'd  to  rife, 
11  And  to  poflefs  a  brighter  heaven  than  yours  ? 
"  As  one  who,  long  detain'd  on  foreign  fhores, 
(i  Pants  to  return,  and  when  he  fees  afar  [rocks 
"  His  country's  weather-bleach'd  and  batter'd 
"  From  the  green  wave  emerging*  darti  an  eye 
H  Radiant  with  joy  towards  the  happy  laridj 
"  So  I  with  animated  hopes  behold, 
*  And  many  an  aching  wifh,  your  beamy  fires, 
t(  That  fhew  like  beacons  in  the  blue  abyfs, 
"  Ordain'd  to  guide  th'  embodied  fpirit  home, 
M  From  toilfome  life  to  never-ending  reft. 
"  Love  kindles  as  I  gaze.     I  feel  defires 
"  That  give  aflurance  of  their  own  f  uccefs, 
"  Andthatinfus'dfromheav'nmuftthither  tend.'* 
So  reads  he  nature,  whom  the  lamp  of  trutk 
Illuminates;  thy  lamp,  myfterioiis  Word  1 
Which  whofo  fees  no  longer  wanders  loft, 
With  intellects  bemaz'd,  in  endlefs  doubt, 
But  runs  the  road  of  wifdom.  Thou  haft  built, 
With  means  that  were  not,  till  by  thee  employ'd, 
Worlds  that  had  never  been,hadftthouinftrength. 
Been  lefs,  or  lefs  benevolent  than  ftrong. 
They  are  thy  witneflfes,  who  fpeak  thy  pow'r 
And  goodnefs  infinite,  but  fpeak  in  ears 
That  hear  not,  or  receive  not  their  report. 
In  vain  thy  creatures  teftifyof  thee 
Till  thou  proclaim  thyfelf.     Theirs  is  indeed 
A  teaching  voice;  but  'tis  the  praife  of  thine, 
That  whom  it  teaches  it  makes  prompt  to  learn. 
And  with  the  boon  gives  talents  for  its  ufe. 
Till  thou  art  heard,  imaginations  vain 
Poflefs  the  heart,  and  fables  falfe  as  hell, 
Yet  deem'd  oracular,  lure  down  to  death 
The  uninform'd  and  heedlefs  fons  of  men. 
Wegivetochance,blindchance,ourfelvesasblindj 
The  glory  of  thy  work,  which  yet  appears 
Perfect  and  unimpeachable  of  blame, 
Challenging  human  fcrutiny,  and  prov'd 
Then  fkilful  moft  when  moil  feverely  judg'd. 
But  chance  is  not, or  is  not  where  thou  reign'ft: 
Thy  providence  forbids  that  fickle  pow'r 
(If  pow'r  fhe  be  that  works  but  to  confound) 
To  mix  her  wild  vagaries  with  thy  laws. 
Yet  thus  we  dote,  refufing,  while  we  can, 
Inftru&ion,  and  inventing  to  ourfelves 
Godsfuchasguiltmakes  welcome,  Godsthatfleep, 
Or  difregard  our  follies,  or  that  fit 
Amus'd  fpe<5tators  of  this  buftling  ftage. 
Thee  we  reje6t,  unable  to  abide 
Thy  purity,  till  pure  as  thou  art  pure, 
Made  fuch  by  thee,  we  love  thee  for  that  caufe 
For  which  we  fhunn'd  and  hated  thee  before. 
Then  we  are  free:  then  liberty,  like  day, 
Breaks  on  the  foul,  and  by  a  flafh  from  Heaven 
Fires  all  the  faculties  with  glorious  joy. 
A  voice  is  heard,  that  mortal  ears  hear  not 
Till  thou  halttouch'4  them  j  'tis  the  voiceoffong, 

A  loud 
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A  loud  Hofanna  fent  from  all  thy  works, 
Which  he  that  hears  it  with  a  fhout  repeats, 
And  adds  his  rapture  to  the  gen'ral  praife. 
In  that  bleil  moment,  Nature,  throwing  wide 
Her  veil  opake,  difclofes  with  a  finale 
The  Author  of  her  beauties,  who,  retir'd 
Behind  his  own  creation,  works  unfeen 
By  the  impure,  and  hears  his  pow'r  denied. 
Thou  art  the  fource  and  centre  of  all  minds, 
Their  only  point  of  relt,  Eternal  Word ! 
From  thee  departing,  they  are  loft,  and  rove 
At  random,  without  honour,  hope,  or  peace. 
From  thee  is  all  that  iboths  the  life  of  man, 
His  high  endeavour,  and  his  glad  fuccefs, 
His  ftrength  to  furter,  and  his  will  to  serve. 
But,  O!  thou  bounteous  Giver  of  all  good, 
Thou  art  of  all  thy  gifts  thyfelf  the  crown  ! 
Give  what  thou  canlt,  without  thee  we  are  poor; 
And  with  thee  rich,  take  what  thou  wilt  away. 

§  135.     'That  F kilos  op  by  ivkicb  fops  at  Secondary 

Caufe  s  reprove  J.     Cowper. 
TJTappy  the  man  who  fees  a  God  employed 
*■  ■*■  In  all  the  good  and  ill  that  chequer  life ! 
Refolving  all  events,  with  their  effects 
And  manifold  refults,  into  the  will 
And  arbitration  wile  of  the  Supreme. 
Did  not  his  eye  rule  all  things,  and  intend 
The  lealt  of  our  concerns  (fmce  from  the  leafl 
The  greatelt  oft  originate);  could  chance 
Find  place  in  his  dominion,  or  difpofe 
One  lawlefs  particle  to  thwart  his  plan ; 
Then  God  might  be  furpris'd,  and  unforefeen 
Contingence  might  alarm  him,  and  difturb 
The  fmooth  and  equal  courle  of  his  affairs, 
This  truth,  philofophy,  though  eagle-eyed 
In  nature's  tendencies,  oft  overlooks ; 
And,  having  found  his  inltrument,  forgets 
Or  difregards,  or,  more  prefumptuous  itill, 
Denies  the  pow'r  that  wields  it.  God  proclaims 
His  hot  difpleafure  againft  foolifh  men 
That  live  an  atheift  life ;  involves  the  heaven 
In  tempefts;  quits  his  grafp  upon  the  winds, 
And  gives  them  all  their  fury;  bids  a  plague 
X-indle  a  fiery  bile  upon  the  ikin, 
And  putrefy  the  breath  of  blooming  health. 
He  calls  for  famine;  and  the  meagre  fiend 
Blows  mildew  from  between  his  fhrivell'd  lips. 
And  taints  the  golden  ear:  he  fprings  his  mines, 
And  delblates  a  nation  at  a  blatl. 
Forth  ftepsthe  fpruce  philofopher,  and  tells 
Of  homogeneal  and  difcordant  fprings 
And  principles;  of  caufes,  how  they  work 
By  neceflary  laws  their  Aire  eftc£ts, 
Of  aftion  and  re-aclion.     He  has  found 
The  fource  of  the  difeafe  that  Nature  feels, 
And  bids  the  world  take  heart  and  banifh  fear. 
Thou  fool !  will  thy  difcovery  of  the  caufe 
Sufpend  th'  effect,  or  heal  it  r     Has  not  God 
Still  wrought  by  means  fmce  nrft  he  made  the 
And  did  he  not  of  old  employ  his  means  [world? 
To  drown  it?     What  is  his  creation  lefj 
Than  a  capacious  refer  voir  of  mean  3 


Form'd  for  his  ufe,  and  ready  at  his  will  ? 
Go,  drefs  thine  eyes  with  eye-ialve;  aflc  of  him. 
Or  aik  of  vvhomfoever  he  has  taught, 
Ami  learn,  tho'  late,  the  genuine  caufe  of  all. 
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Rural  Sounds  as  well  as  Sights  delightful. 
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or  rural  lights  alone,  but  rural  founds 
Exhilarate  the  spirit,  and  reitore 
The  tone  of  languid  Nature.     Mighty  winds, 
That  fweep  the  lkirt  of  fome  far-  fprcading  wood 
Of  ancient  growth,  make  muiic  not  unlike 
The  dafh  of  ocean  on  his  winding  fhore, 
And  lull  the  fpirir  while  they  fill  the  mind, 
Llnnumber'd  branches  graving  in  the  bLit, 
And  all  their  leaves  fait  flattering  all  at  once. 
Nor  lefs  compofure  waits  upon  the  roar 
Of  diitant  floods,  or  on  the  fofter  voice 
Of  neighb'ring  fountain,  or  of  rills  that  (lip 
Through  the  cleft  rock,  and  chiming  as  they  fall 
Upon  loofe  pebbles,  loie  tbemfelvesat  length 
Tn  matted  grafs,  that  with  a  livelier  green 
Betrays  the  fecret  of  their  filent  courle. 
Nature  inanimate  employs  fweet  ibundi, 
But  animated  nature  fweeter  itill, 
To  footh  and  fatisfy  the  human  ear. 
Ten  thoufand  warblers  cheer  the  day,  and  one 
The  live-long  night:    nor  thefe   alone,  whoie 
Nice-finger'd  art  muit  emulate  in  vain,   [notes 
But  cawing  rooks,  and  kites,  that  fwimiublirae 
In  itill  repeated  circles,  fcreaming  loud, 
The  jay?,  the  pye,  and  ev'n  the  boding  owl 
That  hails  the  nfing  moon,  have  charms  for  me. 
Sounds  inharmonious  in  themfelves  and  harfh, 
Yet,  heard  in  fcenes  where  peace  for  ever  reigns, 
And  only  there,  pleafe  highly  for  their  fake. 


§137.     Tie  Wearifomenefs  of  ivkat  is  ammontj 
called  a  Life  of  Fleafurt.      Cow  r e  r.. 

HPhe  fpleen  is  feldom  felt  where  Flora  reigns  j 
■*■    The  low'ring  eye,  the  petulance,  the  frown, 
And  fullen  fadnefs,  that  o'erlhade,  diltort 
And  mar  the  face  of  beauty,  when  no  caufe 
For  fuch  immeafurable  woe  appears; 
Thefe  Flora  banifhes,  and  gives  the  fair 
Sweet  fmiles  and  bloom,  lei's  tranfient  than  her 
It  is  the  conftant  revolution,  ltale  [own. 

And  taftelefs,  of  the  fame  repeated  joys, 
That  palls  and  fatiates,  and  makes  languid  life 
A  pedlar's  pack,  that  bows  the  bearer  down. 
Health  fufFers,  and  the  fpirits  ebb;  the  heart 
Recoils  from  its  own  choice — at  the  full  feaik 
Is  famifh'd-- -finds  no  mufic  in  the  fong, 
No  fmartnefs  in  the  jeit,  and  wonders  why. 
Yet  thoufands  Itill  deiire  to  journey  on, 
Though  halt,  and  weary  of  the  path  they  tread. 
The  paralytic,  who  can  hold  her  cards, 
But  cannot  play  them,  borrows  a  friend's  hand 
To  deal  and  fhuffle,  to  divide  and  fort 
Her  mingled  fuits  and  fequences,  and  fits, 
Spectatrefs  both  and  fpeclacle,  a  fad 
And  filent  cypher,  while  her  proxv  plavs. 
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Others  are  dragg'd  into  the  crowded  room 
Between  fupporters;  and,  once  feated,  lit, 
Through  downright  inability  to  rife, 
Till  the  flout  bearers  lift  the  corpfe  again, 
Thefe  fpeak  a  loud  memento.     Yet  even  thefe 
Themfelves  love  life,  and  cling  to  it  j  as  he 
That  overhangs  a  torrent,  to  a  twig. 
They  love  it,  and  yet  loath  it  j  fear  to  die, 
Yet  (corn  the  purpofes  for  which  they  live. 
Then  wherefore  'not  renounce  them !     No — the 

dread, 
The  flavifli  dread  of  folitude,  that  breeds 
Reflection  and  remorfe,  the  fear  of  fhame, 
And  their  invet'rate  habits — all  forbid. 

Whom  call  we  gay  ?     That  honour  has  been 
The  boaft  of 'mere  pretenders  to  the  name,   [long 
The  innocent  are  gay— the  lark  is  gay, 
That  dries  his  feathers,  faturate  with  dew, 
Beneath  the  roiy  cloud,  while  yet  the  beams 
Of  day-fpring  overfhoot  his  humble  neft. 
The  peafant  too,  a  witnefs  of  his  fong, 
Himfelf  a  fongfter,  is  as  gay  as  he. 
33ut  fave  me  from  the  gaiety  of  thofe 
Whole  head-achs  nail  them  to  a  noon-day  bed  ; 
And  fave  me  too  from  theirs  whole  haggard  eyes 
Flafh  defperation,  and  betray  their  pangs 
For  property  ftript  off  by  cruel  chance; 
From  gaiety  that  fills  the  bones  with  pain, 
The  mouth  with  blafphemy,  the  heart  with  woe. 


S  13* 


With  what  intent  I  touch  the  holy  thing) — 
The  Pulpit  (when  the  fat 'rift  has  at  laft, 
Strutting  and  vap'ring  in  an  empty  fchool, 
Spent  ail  his  force  and  made  no  profelyte)— 
I  fay  the  Pulpit  (in  the  fober  ufe 
Of  its  legitimate  peculiar  pow'rs)  [Hand 

M  ult  Hand  acknowledged,  while  the  world  (hall 
The  moft  important  and  effectual  guard, 
Support  and  ornament  of  virtue's  caufe. 
There  Hands  the  meflenger  of  truth ;  there  Hands 
The  legate  of  the  ikies:  his  theme  divine, 
His  office  facred,  his  credentials  clear. 
JBy  him  the  violated  law  fpeaks  out 
Its  thunders;  and  by  him,  in  Hrains  as  fweet 
As  angels  ufe,  the  Golpel  whifpers  peace. 
He  ftablifhes  the  ftrong,  reitores  the  weak, 
Reclaims  the  wand'rer,  binds  the  broken  heart, 
And,  arm'd  himfelf  in  panoply  complete, 
Of  heavenly  temper,  furnifties  with  arms 
Bright  as  his  own;  and  trains,  by  ev'ry  rule 
Of  holy  difcipline,  to  glorious  war, 
The  facramental  hoft  of  God's  elect. 
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Satirical  Review  of  cur  'Trips  to  France. 

COWPER. 

'ow  hoiH  the  fail,  and  let  the  Hreamers  float 
Upon  the  wanton  breezes.    Strew  the  deck 
With  lavender,  and  fprinkle  liquid  fweets, 
That  no  rude  favour  maritime  invade 
The  nofe  of  nice  nobility.     Breathe  foft 
Ye  clarionets,  and  fofter  Hill  ye  flutes, 
That  winds  and  waters,  lull'd  by  magic  founds, 
May  bear  us  fmoothly  to  the  Gallic  ihore. 
True,  we  have  loft  an  empire — let  it  pafs. 
True,  we  may  thank  the  perfidy  of  France, 
That  pick'd  the  jewel  out  of  England's  crown, 
With  all  the  cunning  of  an  envious  fhrevv: 
And  let  that  pafs — 'twas  but  a  trick  of  Hate. 
A  brave  man  knows  no  malice,  but  at  once 
Forgets,  in  peace,  the  injuries  of  war, 
And  gives  his  diftreft  foe  a  friend's  embrace. 
And,  fham'd  as  we  have  been,  to  the  very  beard 
Brav'd  and  defied,  and  m  our  own  fea  prov'd 
Too  weak  for  thofe  decifive  blows  that  once 
Infur'd  us  maH'ry  there,  we  yet  retain 
Some  fmall  pre-eminence:  we  juftly  boaft 
At  leaft  fuperior  jockeyfhip,  and  claim 
The  honours  of  the  turf  as  all  our  own. 
Go  then,  well  worthy  of  the  praife  ye  feek, 
And  fhew  the  fhame  ye  might  conceal, at  home, 
In  foreign  eyes ! — be  grooms,  and  win  the  plate. 
Where  once  your  nobler  fathers  won  a  crown  ! 

§  139.  The  Pulpit  the  Engine  of  Reformation. 

Cow  PER. 
'"Phe  Pulpit  therefore  (and  I  name  it,  fill'd 
■*•    With  fblemn  awe,  that  bids  me  well  beware 


§  140.    The  Petit- Maitre  Clergyman.     Cowper. 

r  venerate  the  man  whofe  heart  is  warm, 

Whofe  hands  are  pure,  whofe  doctrine  and 
Coincident,  exhibit  lucid  proof         [whofe  life 
That  he  is  honell  in  the  facred  caufe. 
To  fiich  I  render  more  than  mere  refpect, 
Whofe  actions  fay  that  they  refpect  themfelves, 
But,  loofe  in  morals,  and  in  manners  vain, 
In  converfation  frivolous,  in  drefs 
Extreme,  at  once  rapacious  and  profufe  ; 
Frequent  in  park,  with  lady  at  his  fide, 
Ambling  and  prattling  fcandal  as  he  goes  5 
Bui  rare  at  home,  and  never  at  his  books, 
Or  with  his  pen,  fave  when  he  fcrawls  a  cardj 
Conftant  at  routs,  familiar  with  a  round 
Of  lady  (hip's,  a  ftranger  to  the  poor; 
Ambitious  of  preferment,  for  its  gold, 
And  well  prepar'd  by  ignorance  and  (loth, 
By  infidelity  and  love  o'  th'  world 
To  make  God's  work  a  fine  cure  :  a  Have 
To  his  own  plsafures,  and  his  patron's  pride—- 
From  fuch  apoftles,  O  ye  mitred  head^, 
PreierVe  the  church  !  and  lay  not  cardefs  hands 
On  fculls  that  cannot  teach,  and  will  not  learn. 

§  141.   Armine  and  Elvira,  a  Legendary  Tale. 

Cartwright. 

PART       I. 

A  hermit  on  the  banks  of  Trent, 
*■*"  Far  from  the  world's  bewildering  maze^ 
To  humbler  fcenes  of  calm  content 

Had  fled,  from  brighter,  buffer  days, 
[f  haply  from  his  guarded  breaft 

Should  Heal  the  unfuipected  figh; 
And  Memory,  an  unbidden  gueft, 

With  former  paffions  fill'd  his  eye : 

Then  pious  hope  and  duty  prais'd 
The  wiHiom  of  th'  unerring  fway; 

And  while  his  eye  to  heaven  he  rais'd, 
Its  filent  waters  funk  away. 

4.  •  Life's 
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Life's  gayer  enfigns  once  he  bore — 
Ah !   v.  Lit  avails  the  mournful  t ..'. 

Suffice  it,  when  the  fcene  was  o'er, 
He  fled  to  the  fequeftu-'d  vale. 

u  What  tho'  the  joys  I  lov'd  To  well, 

"  The  charms,"  he  cry"d,  M  that  youth  has 
"  known, 

*'  Fly  from  the  hermit's  load] 

H  Yet  is  not  Armine  (till  my  own  ? 

u  Yes,  Armine,  yes,  thou  valued  youth! 

*  "v.  id  ft  every  grief  thvu  ilill  art  mine! 
•'  Dear  pledge  of  Winifreda's  truth, 

"  And  foiace  of  my  life's  decline. 

(t  Tho'  from  the  world  and  worldly  care 
"  My  wearied  mind  I  mean  to  free, 

"  Yet  ev'ry  hour  that  heaven  can  (pare, 
"  Mv  Armine,  1  devote  to  thee. 

"  And  fare  that  heaven  my  hopes  fhatl  blefs, 
**  And  make  thee  famM  for  virtues  fair,  . 

t:  And  happy  too,  if  happinefs 
"  Depend  upon  a  parent's  pray'r: 

<(  Laft  hope  of  life's  departing  day, 
"  In  whom  its  future  fcenes  I  fee  ! 

"  No  truant  thought  (hall  ever  I 

f*  From  this  lone  hermitage  and  thee.° 

Thus,  to  his  humble  fate  refign'd, 

His  breaft  each  anxious  rare  foregoaej 

All  but  the  care  of  ArminVs  mind, 
The  deareit  talk  a  parent  knows  1 

And  well  were  all  his  cares  repaid  j 
In  Armine's  breall  each  virtue  grew, 

In  full  maturity  difplay'd 

To  fond  Affection's  anxious  view. 

Nor  yet  neglected  were  the  charms 
To  polifh'd  life  that  grace  impart: 

Virtue,  he  knew,  but  feebly  warms 
Till  fcience  humanize  the  heart. 

And,  when  he  faw  the  lawlefs  train 
Of  paflions  in  the  youthful  breaft, 

He  cur'o'd  them  not  with  rigid  rein, 
But  it  rove  to  footh  them  into  reft. 

"  Think  not,  my  fon,  in  this,"  he  cry'd, 
"  A  father's  precept  ihall  difpleafe  j 

"  No — be  each  paiTion  gratify'd 
"  That  tends  to  happinefs  or  eafe. 

ct  Nor  (Ball  th'  ungrateful  tafic  be  mine 
"  Their  native  gen'rous  warmth  to  blame, 

"  That  warmth  if  reafon's  fuffrage  join 
"  To  point  the  object  and  the  aim. 

**  This  fuffrage  wanting,  know,  fond  boy, 
"  That  every  paifion  proves  a  foe : 

u  Tho'  much  it  deal  in  promis'd  joy, 
"  It  pays,  alas  !  in  certain  woe. 

<{  Complete  Ambition's  wildelt  fchjme; 

•  In  Power's  molt  brilliant  robes  appear; 
ft  Indulge  in  Fortune's  golden  dreiur; 

"  Then  aik  thy  breaft  if  Peace  be  there. 

«  No:  it  (hill  tell  thee,  Peace  retires 
"  If  once  of  her  lov'd  friends  depriv  d  i 


•'  Contentment  calm,  fubdu'd  defire?, 
"  And  happinefs  that's  fclf-deriv'd." 

To  temper  thus  the  ftronger  fires 

Of  youth  he  drove;  (or  well  ha  knew, 

Boundlefs  as  thought  tho'  man's  defires, 
The  real  wants  of  life  were  few. 

And  oft  revolving  in  his  breaft 
Th'  infatiate  lull  of  wealth  or  fame, 

He,  with  no  common  care  oppreft. 
To  fortune  thus  would  oft  exclaim: 

u  O  Fortune!  at  thy  crowded  (brine 

**  What  wretched  worlds  of  fuppliants  bow! 

"  For  ever  hail'd  thy  power  divine, 
"  For  ever  breath'd  the  ferious  vow. 

"  With  tottering  race  and  feeble  knee, 
"  See  age  advance  in  thamelefs  halte, 

"  The  paiiy'd  hand  is  ftretcb'd  ;o  thee 
"  For  wealth  he  wants  the  power  to  tafte; 

"  S^e,  led  by  Hope,  the  youthful  trairt, 
"  Her  fairy  dreams  their  hearts  have  won; 

"  She  points  to  what  they  ne'er  (hall  gain, 
u  Or  dearly  gain — to  be  undone. 

"  Mult  I  too  form  the  votive  prayer, 

**  And  wilt  thou  hear  one  (uppliant  mere? 

<:  His  prayer,  O  Fortune!  deign  to  hear, 
"  To  thee  who  never  pray'd  before. 

•*  O  may  one  dear,  one  favour'd  youth, 
"  May  Armine  (till  thy  power  dilclaim; 

"  Kneel  only  at  the  fhrine  of  truth, 

"  Count  freedom  wealth,  and  virtue  fame  !" 

Lo  !  to  his  utmoit  withes  bleft, 

The  prayer  was  heard  ;  and  freedom's  flame, 
And  truth  the  fmifhine  of  the  breaft. 

Were  Armine's  wealth,  were  Armine's  fame. 

His  heart  no  felfifh  cares  confln'd, 

He  felt  for  all  that  feel  diitrefs  ; 
And,  ftiU  benevolent  and  kind, 

He  blefs'd  them,  or  he  wifh'd  to  blefs. 

For  what  tho'  Fortune's  frown  deny 

With  wealth  to  bid  the  fufferer  live, 
Yet  Pity's  hand  can  oft  fuppiy 

aim  (he  never  knew  to  give: 

Cca\  oft  with  lerient  drops  affuage 
The -wounds  no  ruder  hand  can  heal, 

When  grief,  uefpair,  difiraction,  rage, 
While  Death  the  lips  of  love  fhaJJ  leal. 

Ah  then,  his  anguifii  to  remove, 
Depriv'd  of  all  his  heart  holds  dear, 

How  fweet  the  ftill  furviving  love 
Of  Frienufnip's  ("mile,  of  Pity's  tear! 

This  knew  the  fire:  he  oft  would  cry, 
"  From  the(e,  my  fon,  O  ne'er  depart! 

"  Thefe  tender  charities  that  tie 

M  In  mutual  league  the  human  heart. 

*  Be  thine  those  feelings  of  the  mind, 

"  That  wake  at  Honour's,  Friendship's  call: 

•'  Benevolence,  that  uneonnnu 
u  Extends  her  libera)  hand  to  all. 
M  m  "  Bjr 
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"  By  Sympathy's  untutor'd  voice 
u  Be  taught  her  fecial  laws  to  keep; 

"  Rejoice  ft  human  heart  rejoice, 

"  And  weep  if  human  eye  fhall  weep. 

*•'  The  heart  that  bleeds  for  others'  woes 
"  Shall  feel  each  felfifti  forrow  lefs  j 

•*  His  Kreaft,  who  happinefs  beftows, 
"  Reflected  happinefs  mall  bless. 

"  Each  ruder  pafllon  ftill  withflood 

u  That  breaks  o'er  virtue's  fober  line, 
•*  The  tender,  noble,  and  the  good, 

*  To  cherifh  and  indulge  be  thine. 

4{  And  yet,  my  Armine,  might  I  name 
f*  One  pafTion  as  a  dangerous  gueft, 

w  Well  mayft  thou  wonder  when  I  blame 
"  The  tendereft,  nobleft,  and  the  beft. 

"  Nature,  'tis  true,  with  love  defign'd 
"  To  fmooth  the  race  our  fathers  ran  ; 

'*  The  favage  of  the  human  kind 
"  By  love  was  foften'd  into  man. 

S<  As  feels  the  ore  the  fearching  fire, 

"  Expanding  and  refining  too, 
**  So  fairer  glow'd  each  fair  defire, 

*  Each  gentle  thought  fo  gentler  grew. 

*c  How  chang'd,  alas !  thofe  happy  days  1 
"  A  train  how  different  now  fucceeds ! 

*'  While  fordid  Avarice  betrays, 
".  Or  empty  Vanity  mifleads. 

w  Fled  from  the  heart  each  nobler  gueft, 
"  Each  genuine  feeling  we  forego  j 

"  What  nature  planted  in  the  breail 

"  The  flowers  of  love,  are  weeds  of  woe. 

**  Hence  all  the  pangs  the  heart  muft  feel 
"  Between  contending  paffions  toft, 

w  Wild  Jealoufy's  avenging  fteel, 

u  And  life,  and  fame,  and  virtue  loft  * 

"  Yet  falling  life,  yet  fading  fame, 
c<  Compar'd  to  what  his  heart  annoy 

*  Who  cherifhes  a  hopelefs  flame, 
"  Are  terms  of  happinefs  and  joy. 

"  Ah,  then,  the  foft  contagion  fly! 

"  And  timely  fhun  th'  alluring  bait!'* 
The  riling  biufh,  the  downcaft  eye, 

Proclaim'd — the  precept  was  too  late. 

PART      II. 

DEEP  in  the  bofom  of  a  wood, 

Where  art  had  form'd  the  moated  ifle, 

An  antique  caftle  tow 'ring  ftood, 
In  Gothic  grandeur  rofe  the  pile. 

Here  Raymond,  long  in  arms  renown'd, 
From  fcenes  of  war  would  oft  repair : 

Hi*  bed  an  only  daughter  crown'd, 
And  fmii'd  away  a  father's  care. 

By  Nature's  happieft  pencil  drawn, 
She  wore  the  vernal  morning's  ray; 

The  vernal  morning's  blufhing  dawn 
Breaks  not  fo  beauteous  into  day. 


Her  bread:,  impatient  of  controul, 
Scorn'd  in  its  filken  chains  to  lie, 

And  the  foft  language  of  the  foul 
Fiow'd  from  her  never-filent  eye. 

The  bloom  that  open'd  on  her  face 

Well  feem'd  the  emblem  of  her  mind, 
Where  fnowy  innocence  we  trace 

With  blufhing  modefty  combin'd. 
To  thefe  refiftlefs  grace  impart 

That  look  of  fweetnefs  formed  to  pleale. 
That  elegance  devoid»of  art, 

That  dignity  that's  loft  in  eafe. 

What  youth  fo  cold  could  view  unmov'd 
The  maid  that  ev'ry  beauty  fhar'd? 

Her  Armine  faw ;  he  faw,  he  lov'd ; 
He  lov'd — alas  !  and  he  defpair'd  I 

Unhappy  youth  !  he  funk  oppreft ; 

For  much  he  labour'd  to  conceal 
That  gentleft  pafTion  of  the  breaft, 

Which  all  can  feign,  but  few  can  feef. 

Ingenuous  fears  fupprefs'd  the  flame, 
Yet  ftill  he  own'd  its  hidden  power; 

With  tranfport  dwelling  on  her  name, 
He  footh'd  the  folitary  hour. 

"  How  long,"  he  cry'd,  "  muft  I  conceal 
11  What  yet  my  heart  could  wifh  were  known  ? 

"  How  long  the  trueft  pafTion  feel, 
"  And  yet  that  pafhon  fear  to  own  ? 

"  Ah,  might  I  breathe  my  humblevow! 

**  Might  (he  too  deign  to  lend  an  ear! 
"  Elvira's  felf  fhould  then  allow 

"  That  Armine  was  at  leaft  fincere. 

"  Wild  wifh !  to  deem  the  matchlefs  maid 
w  Would  liften  to  a  youth  like  me, 

"  Or  that  my  vows  could  e'er  perfuade, 
"  Sincere  and  conftant  tho'  they  be  ! 

"  Ah !  what  avail  my  love  or  truth  ? 

"  She  liftens  to  no  lowly  fwain; 
"  Her  charms  muft  biefs  fome  happier  youth, 

M  Some  youth  of  Fortune's  titled  train, 

"  Then  go,  fallacious  Hope  !  adieu  ! 

"  The  flattering  profpecl  I  refign  j 
"  And  bear  from  my  deluded  view 

'*  The  blifs  that  never  muft  be  mine  ! 

"  Yet  will  the  youth,  whoe'er  he  be, 

f  In  truth  or  rendernefs  excel  ? 
"  Or  will  he  on  thy  charms  like  me 

"  With  fondnefs  never-dying  dwell  ? 

"  Will  he  with  thine  his  hopes  unite  r 
"  With  ready  zeal  thy  joys  improve  ? 

"  With  fond  attention  and  delight 

"  Each  wifh  prevent,  each  fear  remove? 

'!  Will  he,  ftill  faithful  to  thy  charms, 
"  For  conftant  love  be  long  rever'd  ? 

"  Nor  quit  that  heaven  within  thy  arms 
"  By  every  tender  tie  endear'd  ? 

"  What  tho'  his  boaftful  heart  be  vain 
"  Of  all  that  birth  or  fortune  gave, 

"  Yet  is  not  mine,  tho'  rude  and  plain, 
"  At  leaft  as  noble  and  as  brave  r 

«  Then 
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"Then  be  its  gentle  fait  preferred! 

"  Its  tender  fighs  Elvira  hear! 
*c  In  vain — I  figh---but  figh  unheard; 

"  Unpitied  falls  this  lonely  tear!" 
Twice  twelve  revolving  moons  hadpafs'd, 

Since  firft.  he  caught  the  fatal  view  ; 
Unchang'd  by  time  his  forrows  laft, 

Unchear'd  by  hope  his  paifion  grew. 
That  paffion  to  indulge,  he  fought 

In  Raymonds  groves  the  deepefl  made  j 
There  fancy's  haunting  fpirit  brought 

The  image  of  his  long-lov'd  maid. 

But  hark!  what  more  than  mortal  found 

Sreals  on  Attention's  raptur'd  ear? 
The  voice  of  harmony  around 

Swells  in  wild  whifpers  foft  and  clear. 
Can  human  hand  a  tone  fo  fine 

Sweep  from  the  firing  with  touch  prophane  r 
Can  human  lip  with  breath  divine 

Pour  on  the  gale  fo  fweeta  ftrain  ? 
>-ris  flie™ the  fource  of  Armine's  woe— 

'Tis  fhe— -  whence  all  his  joy  mull  fpring--- 
From  her  lov'd  lips  the  numbers  flow, 

Her  magic  hand  awakes  the  firing. 

Now,  Armine,  now  thy  love  proclaim, 
Thy  in  flan  t  fuit  the  time  demands; 

Delay  not— -Tumult  fhakes  his  frame, 
And  loll  in  extacy  he  ftands. 

What  magic  chains  thee  to  the  ground? 

What  liar  malignant  rules  the  hour, 
That  thus  in  fix'd  delirium  drown'd 

Each  fenfe  entranc'd  hath  loll  its  pow'r? 

The  trance  difpel !  awake !  arife ! 

Speak  what  untutor'd  loveinfpires! 
The  moment's  pafl — thy  wild  furprife 

She  fees,  nor  unalann'd  retires. 

"  Stay,  fweet  illufion !  flay  thy  flight! 

"  Tis  gone  '.—Elvira's  form  it  wore--- 
u  Yet  one  more  glimpfe  of  fhort  delight! 

**  Tis  gone,  to  be  beheld  no  more  ! 

*  Fly,  loitering  feet!  the  charm  purfue 

"  That  plays  upon  my  hopes  and  fears! 
*'  Hah  I -—no  illufion  mocks  my  view  ! 

"  Tis  fhe— -Elvira's  felf  appears  ! 
"  And  fhall  I  on  her  (leps  intrude  ? 

"  Alarm  her  in  theie  lonely  (hades? 
"  O  flay,  fair  nymph  !  no  ruffian  rude 

"  With  baft  intent  your  walk  invades. 

•  Far  gentlerthoughts"-— his  fau  I  tering  tongue. 

By  humble  diffidence  reflrain'd, 
Paus'd  in  fufpence— but  thus  ere  long,' 
As  love  impeil'd,  its  power  regain'd: 

"  Far  gentler  thoughts  that  form  infpiresj 

M  With  me  far  gentler  pafiions  dwell; 
"This  heart  hides  only  blame] efs fires, 

"  Yet  burns  with  what  it  fears  to  tell. 
'«  The  faultering  voice  that  fears  controul, 

"  Blufhes  that  inward  fires  declare, 
"  Each  tender  tumult  of  the  foul 

"  In  fileace  owns  Elvira  there." 


He  faid  ;  and  as  the  trembling  dove 

Sent  forth  V  explore  the  watiy  plain, 
Soon  fear'd  her  riight  might  fatal  Drove, 

And  fudden  fought  her  ark  again, 
His  heart  rccoil'd;  as  one  that  rued 

What  he  too  hallily  confefc'd, 
And  all  the  rifing  foul  fubdued 

Sought  refuge  in  his  inmolt  breafl. 
The  tender  flrife  Elvira  law 

Diftrefl;  and  as  fome  parent  mild, 
When  arm'd  with  words  and  looks  of  awe, 

Melts  o'er  the  terrors  of  her  child, 

Reproof  prepar'd  and  angry  fear 

In  foft  fentations  died  away; 
They  felt  the  force  of  Armine's  tear, 

And  fled  from  pity's  rifing  fway. 

"  That  mournful  voice,  that  modefl  air, 

"  Young  ilranger,  fpeak  the  courteous  breaftj 
"  Then  why  to  theie  rude  fcenes  repair, 

"  Of  lhades  the  folitary  guell  ? 
"  And  who  is  fhe  whofe  fortunes  bear 

"  Elvira's  melancholy  narrje  ? 
"  O  may  thofe  fortunes  prove  more  fair 

u  Than  hers  who  fadly  owns  the  fame!" 
"  Ah  gentle  maid,  in  mine  furvey 

*•  A  heart,"  he  cries,  t(  that's  yours  alonej 
"Long  has  it  own'd  Elvira's  fway, 

"  Tho'  long  unnotie'd  and  unknown. 
"  On  Sherwood's  old  heroic  plain 

"  Elvira  grae'd  the  feital  day; 
"There,  foremofl  of  the  youthful  train, 

"  Her  Armine  bore  the  prize  away. 

"  There  firft  that  form  my  eyes  furvey  *d, 
"  With  future  hopes  that  fill'd  my  heart; 

:t  But  ah  !  beneath  that  frown  they  fade — - 
"  Depart,  vain,  vanqnifli'd  hopes  !  depart!'* 

He  (aid;  and  on  the  ground  his  eyes 

Were  fix'd  abafh'd:  th'  attentive  maiJ, 
Loft  in  the  tumult  of  furprife. 

The  well-remember' d  youth  furvey "d, 
The  transient  colour  went  and  came  t 

The  flruggling  boibm  funk  and  rofej 
The  trembling  tumults  of  her  frame 

The  ilrong  conflicting  foul  difclofe. 

The  time,  the  fcene  fhe  law  with  dread, 
Like  Cynthia  letting  glanc'd  away: 

But  fcatter'd  blufhes  as  me  fled, 
Blufnes  thatfpoke  a  brighter  day. 

A  friendly  fhepherd's  neighbouring  fned 

To  pais  the  live-long  night  he  fought: 
And  hope,  the  lover's  d  nvr.y  bed 

A  fweeter  charm  than  flumber  brought. 
On  every  thought  Elvira  dwelt, 

The  tender  air,  the  aipeft  kind, 
The  pity  that  he  fc  felt, 

And  all  the  angel  in  her  mind, 

No  felf-plum'd  vanity  was  there, 

With  fancy 'd  coniequence elate; 
Unknown  to  her  the  haughty  air 

That  means  to  fpeak  iuperior  itate, 

Mm;  Her 
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Her  brow  no  (lern  refentments  arm, 
No  fweU  of  empty  pride  fne  knew, 

In  trivial  minds  that  takes  th'  alarm, 
Should  humble  Love  afpire  to  fue. 

Such  Love,  by  flattering  charms  betray 'd, 

Shall  yet.  indignant,  foon  rebel, 
And,  blaming  for  the  choice  he  made, 

Shall  fly  where  gentler  virtues  dwell. 
Tis  then  the  mind,  from  bondage  free, 

And  all  its  former  weaknefs  o'er, 
A/Terrs  its  native  dignity, 

And  fcorns  what  folly  priz'd  before. 
The  fcanty  pane  the  riling  ray 

On  the  plain  wall  in  diamonds  threw; 
The  lover  hail'd  the  welcome  day, 

And  to  his  favourite  fcene  he  ilew. 
There  foon  Elvira  bent  her  way, 

Where  long  her  lonely  walks  had  been; 
Nor  lefs  had  the  preceeding  day, 

Nor  Armine  lei's  endear'd  the  fcene. 

Off  as  me  paf/d,  herrifmg  heart 

Its  ftronger  tendernefs  confefs'd, 
And  oft  Ihe  linger,d  to  impart 

To  fome  foft  lhade  her  fecret  breaft. 
*•  Hoiv  flow  the  heavy  hours  advance/* 

She  cry 'd,  "  fr.ee  that  eventful  day, 
"  When  hYft  I  caught  the  fatal  glance 

"That  ftole  me  from  my  felf  away  ! 

*  Ah,  youth  belov'd !    tho'  low  thy  birth, 
"  The  noble  air,  the  manly  grace, 

"  That  look  that  fpeaks  fuperior  worth, 
"  Can  fafnion,  folly,  fear  erafe  ? 

"  Yet  fure  from  no  ignoble  Mem 

"Thy  lineage  fprings,  tho1  now  unknown: 
"  The  world  ceniorious  may  condemn, 

"  But,  Armine,  I  am  thine  alone. 
K  To  fplendour  only  do  we  live  ? 

"  Mult  pomp  alone  our  thoughts  employ  ? 

*  All,  all  that  pomp  and  fplendour  give 
"  Is  dearly  bought  with  love  and  joy  ! 

u  But  oh! ---the  favour'd  youth  appears-— 
"  In  penfive  grief  he  feems  to  move  : 

"My  heart  forbodes  unnumber'd  fears  ; 
"  Support  it  Pity,  Virtue/ Love  ! 

"Hither  his  footfteps  feem  to  bend  — 
'.'  Come,  Refolution,  to  my  aid  ! 

"  My  brealt  what  varying  padions  rend  ! 
"  Averfe  to  go — to  flay— -a/raidi" 

€t  Dear  object  of  each  fond  defire 

"  That  throbs  tumultuous  in  my  breaft  ! 

"  Why  with  averted  glance  retire  ? 
"  At  Armine's  prefence  why  diltreit? 

*  What  tho'  he  boaft  no  titled  name, 
"  No  wide  extent  of  rich  domain, 

"  Yet  mud  he  feed  a  hope  lefs  flame, 

"  Mult  truth  and  nature  plead  in  vain  ?" 

"  Think  not,-1''  fhe  faid,  "by  forms  betray'd, 
"  To  humbler  worth  my  heart  is  blind  j 

"For  foon  mall  every  fplendour  tade, 
"  Th.t  beams  not  from  thy  gifted  mind. 


"  But  firfl  thy  heart  explore  with  care, 

"  With  faith  its  fond  emotions  prove  j 
"  Lurks  no  unworthy  paflion  there  ? 

'*  Prompts  not  ambition  bold  to  Jove? 
"  Yes,  lovely  maid,"  the  youth  replies, 

"  A  be>ld  ambition  prompts  my  bread, 
"  The  towering  hope  that  love  fupplics, 

i(  The  wi(h  in  blefling  to  be  Welt. 

"  The  meaner  profpecls  I  defpife 

'•  That  wealth,  or  rank,  or  power  bellow; 

"  Be  yours  the  grovelling  bliis  ye  prize, 
"  Ye  fordid  minds  that  ftoop  fo  low  ! 

"  Be  mine  the  more  refin'd  delights 

"  Of  love  that  banifhes  controul, 
"  When  the  fond  heart  with  heart  unites, 

"  And  ibul's  in  nnifon  with  foul/* 
Elvira  blufh'd  the  warm  reply, 

(To  love  a  language  not  unknown) 
The  milder  glories  fill'd  her  eye, 

And  there  a  fofter  luftre  fhone. 
The  yielding  fmile  that's  half  fupprefr, 

The  Ciort  quick  breath,  the  trembling  tear, 
The  fwell  tumultuous  of  the  bread:, 

In  Armine's  favour  all  appear. 

At  each  kind  glance  their  fouls  unite, 

While  love's  foft  fympathy  imparts 
That  tender  tranfport  of  delight 

That  beats  in  undivided  hearts. 
Refpectful  to  his  lips  he  preiVd 

Her  yielded  hand  j  in  bafte  away 
JHer  yielded  hand  ihe  drew  diftreft, 

With  looks  that  witnefs'd  wild  di  fatty. 

"  Ah  whence,  fair  excellence,  thofe  fears  ? 
"  What  terror  unforeseen  alarms?" 

"See!  where  a  father's  irown  appear*" — 

She  faid,  and  funk  in; o  his  aims. 
"  My  daughter!  heaven./   it  can  not  be — 

"  And  yet  it  mull"— -O  dire  difgrace! 
"  Elvira  have  I  liv'd  to  fee 

"  Clafp'd  in  a  peaiant's  \  ile  embrace! 
f"  This  daring  guilt  let  death  repay" — 

His  vengefml  arm  the  javelin  threw  , 
I  With  erring  aim  it  wingV.  its  way, 

And  far,  by  Fate  averted,  ilew. 

:  Elvira  breathes — her  pulfes  beai", 

Returning  life  illumes  her  eye; 
!  Trembling  a  father's  view  to  meet, 

She  fpies  a  reverend  hermit  nigh. 
"  Your  wrath,"  (he  crie?,  "  let  tears  aflttage — . 

"  Unheeded  mil  ft  Elvira  pray? 
"  O  let  an  injur'd  father's  rage 

"  This  hermit's  iacred  pretence  flay! 

"  Yet  deem  not,  loft  in  guilty  love, 
"  I  plead. to  lave  my  virgin  fame; 

"  My  weaknefs  Virtue  might  approve, 
"  And  fmile  on  nature's  holy  flame/1 

"  O  welcome  to  my  hopes  again, 

"  Myfon!"  theraptur'd  hermit  cries; 

"  I  fought  thee  forrowing  on  the  plain,'" 
And  all  the  lather  iiU'cl  his  eyes, 

<*  Art 


EookII.  DIDACTIC,    DESCRIPTIVE,    &c 


i33 


"  Art  thou/'  the  raging  Raymond  Ik. 

"  Of  this  audacious  b  >y  the  lire  ? 
,c  Curie  on  the  dart  that  i>lly  fped, 

**  Nor  bade  his  pea&nt  foul  expire  V 

u  His  peaf.mt  foul!" — indignant  fire 

FlaftYd  frcxQ  the  confeious  father's  c 
*'  A  gallant  earl  is  Arraine**  fire, 

-.nd  know,  proud  chief,  that  earl  am  I. 

"  Tho'  here,  within  the  hermit's  cell, 
"  I  long  have  liv'd  unknown  to  fame, 

l-  Yet  crowded  camp:;  and  courts  can  tell — 
"  Thou  too  haft  heard  of  Egbert's  name."' 

"  Hah  !   Egbert !  he,  whom  tyrant  rage 

"  Forc'cl  from  his  country's  bleeding  breaft? 

**  The  patron  of  my  orphan  age, 

u  My  friend,  my  warrior  Hands  confeft ! 

«  But  why  V — "  The  painful  lk)ry  fpare : 
«'  That'prollrat?  youth,"  (aid  Egbert,  "  fee ; 

"  His  anguiih  afks  a  parent's  care, 
u  A  parent,  once  who  pitied  thee I" 

Raymond,  as  one  who,  glancing  round, 
Seems  from  fome  fudden  trance  to  itart, 

Snatch'd  the  paie  lovers  from  the  ground, 
And  held  them  trembling  to  his  heart. 

Joy,  Gratitude,  and  Wonder  flied 
T  ars  o'er  Hymen's  reign, 

Ai  *  nature  her  beft  triumph  led, 

For  Love  and  Virtue  join'd  her  train. 


D 


§  14.2.     An  Italian  Song.  Rogers. 

^.u  is  my  little  native  vale, 
The  ring  dove  buiids  and  warbles  there; 
Clofe  by  my  cot  (he  telis  her  tale 
To  every  palling  villager. 
The  fquirrei  leaps  from  tree  to  tree, 
And  ihells  his  nuts  at  liberty. 
In  orange-groves  and  myrtle-bowers, 
That  breathe  a  gale  of  fragrance  round, 
I  charm  the  fairy-footed  hours 
With  my  lov'd  lute's  romantic  found ; 
Or  crowns  of  living  laurel  weave, 
For  thofe  that  win  the  race  at  eve. 

The  fhepherd's  horn  at  break  of  day, 
The  ballet  dane'd  in  twilight  glade, 
The  canzonet  and  roundelay- 
Sung  in  the  iilent  greenwood  fliadcj 
Thele  fimple  joys,  that  never  fail, 
Shall  bind  me  to  my  native  vale. 


Bright  Chloe,  object  of  my  conftant  vow, 
Wilt  thou  a  while  unbend  thy  ierious  brow  ? 

thou  with  pleafure  hear  thy  lover's  ftr: 
And  with  one  heav'nly  frrille  o'erp  ay  his  paint  ? 
No  longer  (hall  the  Nui-Brtnun  Maid  be 
Tho'  iince  her  youth  three  hundred  years  have 
;'.y  deiire,  ftie  (hall  again  be  rais'd;  [roli'd. 
Andher  reviving  charms  in  lafcingverfebeprais'd. 
No  longer  man  of  woman 

he  may  love  and  not  be  lov'd  ag. 

we  in  vain  the  fickle  fcx  pur 
Who  change  t!:e  conftant  lover  for  the  new. 
Whatever  has  been  writ,  whatever  , 
Of  female  pafTion  feign'd,  or  faith  decay 'd: 
Henceforth  lhall  in  my  verfe  refuted  ftand, 
Be  faid  to  winds,  or  writ  upon  the  find. 
And,  while  my  notes  to  future  times  proclaim 
UnconOjUer'd  love  and  ever-durir.g  flame  j 
O  fairelt  of  the  lex  !  be  thou  ray  M ufe : 
Deign  on  my  work  thy  influence  to  diifufe: 
Let  me  partake  the  blefimgs  I  reoearfe, 
And  grant  me  love,  the  juft  reward  of  verfe. 

As  beauty's  potent  queen,  with  ex'ry  grace, 
That  once  was  Emma's,  lias  adorn'd  thy  face  j 
And  as  her  fon  has  to  my  bofom  dealt 
That  conllant  flame,  which  faithful  Henry  felt 4 
O  let  the  ftory  with  thy  life  agree:  * 

Let  men  once  more  the  bright  example  fee ;    > 
x  Emma  was  to  him,  be  thou  to  me.        j 
Nor  lend  me  by  thy  frown  from  her  I  love, 
Diitant  and  fad,  a  baniih'd  man  to  rove. 
But  oh  !  with  pity  loiv^-entreated  cr  >wn 
My  pains  and  hopes  j  and,  when  thou 

that  one  [alone. 

Of  all  mankind  thou  lov'ft,  oh !  think  on  me- 


ne.  ? 

me3 


f  14.3.  Henry  and  Emma,  a  Teem  upon  the  Model 
of  the  i\ut- Brown  Maid.  Fricr. 

TO   CIILOE. 

HpHOU,  to  whofe  eyes  I  bend  ;  at  whofe  com- 
•*-  mand 

(Tho'  low  my  voice,  tho'  artlefs  be  my  hand) 
I  take  the  fprigh.tly  reed,  and  ling,  and  play; 
Carelefs  of  what  the  cenluring  world  may 


Where  beauteous  Ills  and  her  hufoand  T 
With  mingled  waves  for  ever  flow  the  fame, 
In  times  of  yore  an  ancient  baron  1' 
Great  gifts  bclrow'd,  andgrea-  cceiv'd. 

When  dreadful  Edward  with  fuccefsful  care 
Led  his  feez  Britons  to  the  Gallic  war; 
This  lord  had  headed  his  appointed  bands, 
nice  to  t"  commands; 

And  (all  due  honours  faithfully  diicharg'd) 
Had  brought  back  his  paternal  coat,  enlarg'd 
With  a  new  mark,  the  witnefs  cf  his  toil, 
And  no  inglorious  part  of  foreign  fj 

From  the  loud  camp  retir'd  and  noiiy  court 
In  honourable  c.  ;, 

The  remnant  of  h  he  fafely  pa.Vd  j 

Nor  fon  nd  the  too  flow,  nor  fjtw  too  fait. 

He  made  his  wifh  with,  his  eftate  comply, 
Joyful  to  live,  yet  not  afraid  t<4  die. 

One  child  he  had,  a  daughter  chafte  and  fair, 
His  age's  coml  i  his  fortune's  heir. 

Fhey  cali'd  herfimma;  for  the  beauteous  dame, 
Who  gave  the  virgin  birth,  had  borne  the  name  : 
The  name  th'  indulgent  father  doubly  lov'd  j 
For  in  the  child  the  mother's  charms  improved. 
Vet  as  when  little  round  his  knees  (be  pi 
He  calFd  her  oft,  in  fport,  his  A 
Fhe  friends  and.  tenants  took  the  fondling  word 
(As  It  ill  they  pie«fe,  who  imitate  their  lord)  ; 
M  m  3 
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Ufasre  confirmM  what  fancy  had  begun;  -^ 

Themutual  terms  aroundthelandswere  known ;  [ 
And  Emma  arid  the  Nut-bro:w?i  Maid  were  one. 3 

As  with  her  ftature,  ftill  her  charms  increas'd  ; 
Thro"  all  the  ifle  her  beauty  was  confefs'd. 
Oh  i  what  perfections  mult  that  virgin  fhare, 
Who  faireft  is  efteem'd,  wheie  all  are  fair ! 
From  dillant  (bices  repair  the  noble  youth, 
And  find  report,  for  once,  had  leifen'd  truth. 
By  wonder  firfr,  and  then  by  pafhon  mov'd, 
They  came;  they  faw:  ti:ey  marvelPdj  and  they 
By  public  praifes,  and  by  fecret  fighs,    [lov'd. 
Each  own'd  the  gen'ral  power  of  Emma's  eyes. 
In  tilts  and  tournaments  the  valiant  ftrove, 
By  glorious  deeds  to  purchafe  Emma's  love. 
In  gentle  verfe,  the  witty  told  their  flame, 
Andgrao'dtheirchoiceftfongswithEmma'sname. 
In  vain  they  combated,  in  vain  they  writ: 
Ufelefs  their  ftrength,  and  impotent  their  wit. 
Great  Venus  only  muft  dire£t  the  dart, 
Which  e!fe  will  never  reach  the  fair  one's 

heart, 
Spite  of  th'  attempts  of  force,  and  foft  effects 

of  art. 

Great  Venus  muft  prefer  the  happy  one:  ~\ 

In  Henry's  caufe  her  favour  mutt  be  fhown :   < 

And  Emma,  of  mankind,  mufl  love  but  him  I 

aione.  J 

While  thefe  in  public  to  the  caftle  came, 
And  bv  their  grandeur  juftify'd  their  flame  ; 
3VJore  fecret  ways  the  careful  Henry  takes ; 
His  fquires,  his  arms,  and  equipage  forfakes : 
In  borrow'd  name  and  falfe  attire  array'd, 
Oft  he  finds  means  to  fee  the  beauteous  maid. 

When  Emma  h  tints,  in  huntfman's  habit  dreft, 
Henry  on  foot  purines  the  bounding  beaft. 
In  his  right  hand  his  beechen  pole  he  bears: 
And  graceful  at  his  side  his  horn  he  wears. 
Still  to  the  glade,  where  fhe  has  bent  her  way, 
With  knowing  fkill  he  drives  the  future  prey; 
Bids  her  decline  the  hill,  and  fhun  the  brake ; 
And  fhows  the  path  her  Heed  may  fafeft  take ; 
Directs  her  fpear  to  fix  the  glorious  wound;  -\ 
Pleas'd,   in   his  toils,   to  have  her  triumph  ( 
crown'd ;  / 

And  blows  her  praifes  with  no  common  found. 3 

A  falco'ner  Henry  is,  when  Emma  hawks : 
With  her  of  tarfels  and  of  lures  he  talks. 
Upon  his  wrift  the  tow'ring  merlin  ftands, 
Practis'd  to  rife,  and  ftoop,  at  her  commands. 
And  when  fuperior  now  the  bird  has  flown, 
Andheadlongbroughtthetumblingqua^rrydown; 
With  humble  revVence  he  accofts  the  fair, 
And  with  the  fionenr'd  feather  decks  her  hair. 
Yet  ftill,  as  from  the  fportive  field  he  goes, 
His  downcaft  eye  reveals  his  inward  woes; 
And  by  his  look  and  forrow  is  expreft, 
A  nobler  game  purfued  than  bird  or  beaft. 

A  fhepherd  now  along  the  plain  he  roves; 
And,  with  his  jolly  pipe,  delights  the  groves. 
The  neighb'ring   fwains  around  the   ft  ranger 
Or  to  admire  or  emulate  his  fong:         [throng, 
While,  with  fbft  forrow,  he  renews  his  lays, 
Nor  heedful  of  their  envy,  nor  their  praife. 


But,  foon  as  Emma's  eyes  adorn  the  plain, 
His  notes  he  raifes  to  a  nobler  itrain  ; 
With  dutiful  refpeft,  and  ftudious  fe^r, 
Left  any  carelefs  found  offend  her  ear. 

A  frantic  gipfy,  now  the  houfe  he  haunts, 
And  in  wild  phrafes  fpeaks  diflembled  wants. 
With  the  fond  maids  in  palmiftry  he  deals: 
They  tell  the  fecret  firft,  which  he  reveals : 
Says  who  fhall  wed,  and  who  lhall  be  beguil'd; 
Whatgroomfhallgrt,andlquiremaintainthechild. 
But  when  bright  Emma  would  her  fortune  know, 
A  fofter  look  unbends  his  op'ning  brow; 
With  trembling  awe  he  gazes  on  her  eye, 
And  in  foft  accents  forms  the  kind  reply; 
That  fhe  fhall  prove  as  fortunate  as  fair, 
AndHymen's  choiceft  gifts  are  all  referv'dforher. 

Now  oft  had  Henry  cha.ig'd  his  fly  difguiie, 
Unmark'd  by  all  but  beauteous  Emma's  eyes; 
Oft  had  found  means  alone  to  fee  the  dame, 
And  at  her  feet  to  breathe  his  am'rous  flame  j 
And  oft,  the  pangs  of  abfence  to  remove 
By  letters,  foft  interpreters  of  love : 
Till  time  and  induftry  (the  mighty  two 
That  bring  our  wifhes  nearer  to  our  view) 
Made  him  perceive,  that  the  inclining  fair 
Receiv'd  his  vows  with  no  reluclant  ear; 
That  V°nus  had  confirm'd  her  equal  re:gn, 
And  dealt  toEmma's  hearta  fhareof  Henry'spain* 

While  Cupid  fmil'd,  by  kind  ocean  on  Veft, 
And,  with  the  fecret  kept,  the  love  increas'd  j 
The  amorous  youth  frequents  the  filent  groves 
And  much  he  medicates,  for  much  he  loves. 
He  loves  :  'tis  true  ;  and  is  beloy'd  again  ; 
Great  are  his  joys ;  but  will  they  long  remain  ? 
Emma  with  fmiles  receives  his  prefent  flame; 
But,  fmiling,  will  Vae  ever  be  the  fame  ? 
Beautiful  looks  are  rul'd  by  fickle  minds  ;     „ 
And  fummer  feas  are  turn 'd  by  fudden  winds. 
Another  love  may  gain  her  eaiy  youth: 
Timechangesthoughhandriatt'ryconquerstruth. 

O  impotent  eftate  of  human  life ! 
Where  hope  and  fear  maintain  eternal  ftrife; 
Where  fleeting  joy  does  lafting  doubt  infpire; 
And  moft  we  queftion,  what  we  moft  deiire. 
Amongft  thy  various  gifts,  great  heav'n,  beftow 
Our  cup  of  love  unmix'd;  forbear  to  throw 
Bitter  ingredients  in ;  nor  pall  the  draught 
With  naufeous  grief:  forourill-judgingthought 
Hardly  enjoys  the  pleafurable  tafte; 
Or  deems  it  not  fincere;  or  fears  it  cannot  laft. 

With  wifhes  rais'd,  with  jealoufies  oppreft, 
(Alternate  tyrants  of  the  human  breati) 
By  one  great  trial  he  refolves  to  prove 
The  faith  of  women,  and  the  force  of  love# 
If,  fcanning  Emma's  virtues,  he  may  find 
That  beauteous  frame  inclofe  a  fteady  mind, 
He'll  fix  his  hope,  of  future  joy  fecure; 
And  live  a  flave  to  Hymen's  happy  powV. 
But  if  the  fair  one,  as  he  fears,  is  frail;  -^ 

If,  pois'd  aright  in  reafon's  equal  fcale,  > 

Light  fly  her  merits,  and  her  faults  prevail;  3 
His  mind  he  vows  to  free  from  am'rous  care,-) 
The  latent  mifchief  from  his  heart  to  tear,  > 
Refirme  his  azure  arms,  and  fhine  again  in  war.  * 
3  South 
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South  of  the  caftle,  in  a  verdant  glade,  henry. 

A  fpreading  beech  extends  her  friendly  fhade: 

Here  oft  the  nymph  his  breathing  vowshad  heard; 

Here  oft  her  filence  had  her  heart  declar'd. 

As  active  fpring  awak'd  her  infant  buds, 

And  genial  life  inform'd  the  verdant  woods ; 

Hemy,  in  knots  involving  Emma's  name, 

Had  half  exprefs'd  and  half  conceal'd  his  flame 

Upon  the  tree:  and,  as  the  tender  mark 

Grew  with  the  year,  and  widen'd  with  the  bark, 

Venus  had  heard  the  virgin's  foft  addrefs, 

That  as  the  wound,  the  paflion  might  increafe. 

As  potent  nature  fried  her  kindly  fhow'rs, 

And  deck'd  the  various  mead  with  op'ning 
flowers ; 

Upon  this  tree  the  nymph's  obliging  care 

Had  left  a  frequent  wreath  for  Henry's  hair  j 

Which  as  with  gay  delight  the  lover  found, 

Pleas'd  with    his  conqueft,  with  her  prefent 
crown 'd, 

Glorious  thro'  all  the  plains  he  oft  had  gone,-) 

And  to  each  fwain  the  myftic  honour  fhown;  | 

The  gift  ftill  prais'd,  the  giver  ftill  unknown.) 
His  fecret  note  the  troubled  Henry  writes; 

To  the  known  tree  the  lovely  maid  invites  : 

Imperfect  words  and  dubious  terms  exprefs, 

That  unforefeen  mifchance  difturb'd  his  peace ; 
That  he  mufl  fomething  to  her  ear  commend, 

On  which  her  conduct  and  his  life  depend. 

Soon  as  th-j  fair  one  had  the  note  receiv'd, 
The  remnant  of  the  day  aione  fhe  griev'd : 

For  diff  'rent  this  from  every  former  note, 
Which  Venus  dictated,  and  Henry  wrote  ; 
Which  told  her  all  his  future  hopes  were  laid 
On  the  dear  bofom  of  bis  Nut-brown  Maid; 
Which  always  blefs'd  her  eyes,  and  own'd  her 
And  bid  her  oft  adieu,  yet  added  more,  [pow'r; 
Now  night  advane'd.    The  houfe  in  fleep  were 

laid; 
The  nurfe  exp"erienc'd,  and  the  prying  maid: 
At  laft  that  fprite,  which  does  incefiant  haunt 
The  lover's  Heps,  the  ancient  maiden  aunt. 
To  her  dear  Henry  Emma  wings  her  way, 
With  quickenM  pace  repairing  fore'd  delay; 
For  Love,  fantaftic  power,  that  is  afraid 
To  ffir  abroad  till  watchfulnefs  be  laid, 
Undaunted  then,  o'er  cliffs  and  valleys  ftrays, 
And  leads  his  vot'ries  fofe  tb.ro'  pathlefs  ways. 
Not  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyes  (hall  find 
Where  Cupid  goes;  tho'  he,  poor  guide,  is  blind. 

The  maiden,  firft  arriving,  fent  her  eye 
To  alk,  if  yet  its  chief  delight  were  nigh : 
With  fear,  and  with  defire,  with  joy  and  pain, 
She  fees,  and  runs  to  meet  him  on  the  plain. 
But  oh  !  his  fteps  proclaim  no  lover's  hafte; 
On  the  low  ground  his  fix'd  regards  are  call; 
His  artful  bofom  heaves  diffembled  fighs; 
And  tears  fuborn'd  fall  copious  from  his  eyes. 

With  eafe,  alas  !  we  credit  what  we  love: 
His  painted  grief  does  real  forrow  move 
In  the  afflicted  fair;  adown  her  cheek 
Trickling,  the  genuine  tears  their  current  break; 
Attentive  ftood  the  mournful  nymph  :  the  man 
Broke  filence  firft ;  the  tale  alternate  ran ; 
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Sincere,  O  tell  me,  haft  thou  felt  a  pain, 
Emma,  beyond  what  woman  knows  to  feign  ? 
Has  thy  uncertain  bofom  ever  ftrove 
With  the  firft  tumults  of  a  real  love  ? 
Haft  thou  now  dreaded,  and  now  bleft  his  fway, 
By  turns  averfe,  and  joyful  to  obey? 
Thy  virgin  foftnefs  haft  thou  e'er  bewaii'd, 
As  reafon  yielded,  and  as  love  prevail'd  ? 
And  wept  the  potent  god's  refittlefs  dart,         -^ 
His  killing  pleafure,  his  ecihtic  {mart,  * 

And  heav'nly  poifon  thrilling  thro'  thy  heart?* 
If  fo,  with  pity  view  my  wretched  ftate; 
At  leaft  deplore,  and  then  forget  my  fate : 
To  fome  more  happy  knight  reierve  thy  charms, 
By  fortune  favour'd,  and  fucceJsful  arms: 
And  only,  as  the  fun's  revolving  ray, 
Brings  back  each  year  this  melancholy  day, 
Permit  one  ligh,  and  fet  apart  one  tear, 
To  an  abandon'd  exile's  endlefs  care. 
For  me,  alas !  out-caft  of  human  race, 
Love's  anger  only  waits,  and  dire  difgrace; 
For  lo  !  thefe  hands  in  murder  are  embru'd  ; 
Thefe  trembling  feet  by  juftice  are  purfu'd : 
Fate  calls  aloud,  and  haftens  me  away ; 
A  fhameful  death  attends  my  longer  ifay ; 
And  I  this  night  muft  fly  from  thee  and  love, 
Condemn'd  in  lonely  woods  a  banilhed  man  to 
rove. 

EMMA. 

What  is  our  blifs  that  changeth  with  the  moon  j 
And  day  of  life,  that  darkens  ere  'tis  noon  ? 
What  is  true  paffion,  if  unbleft  it  dies  ? 
And  where  is  Emma's  joy,  if  Henrv  flies  ? 
If  love,  alas  !  be  pain ;  the  pain  I  bear 
No  thought  can  figure,  and  no  tongue  declare, 
Ne'er  faithful  woman  felt,  nor  falfe  one  feign'd, 
The  flames  which  long  have  in  my  bofom  reign \\ : 
The  god  of  love  himlelf  inhabits  there,  [care,) 
With  all  his  rage,  and  dread,  and  grief,  and> 
His  complement  of  ftores,  and  total  war.        j 

O  !  ceafe  then  coldly  to  fufpect  my  love ; 
And  let  my  deed,  at  leaft,  my  faith  approve. 
Alas  I  no  youth  fhall  my  endearments  fharej 
Nor  day  nor  night  fliall  interrupt  my  care; 
No  future  flory  fhall  with  truth  upbraid 
The  cold  indiff 'rence  of  the  Nui-broun  MaUt 
Nor  to  hard  baniihment  fhall  Henry  run  ; 
While  carelefs  Emma  fleeps  on  beds  of  down. 
View  me  refolv'd,  vyhere-e'er  thou  lead'ft,  to  go, 
Friend  to  thy  pain,  and  partner  of  thy  woe : 
For  I  atteft,  fair  Venus  and  her  fon, 
That  Ij  of  all  mankind,  will  love  but  thee  alone. 

HENRY. 

Let  prudence  yet  obftruct  thy  ventVous  way; 
And takegood heed, whatmenwrllihink and  fay; 
That  beauteous  Emma  vagrant  courts  took^ 
Her  father's  houfe  and  civil  ijfe  for  look ; 
That,  full  of  youthful  blood,  and  fond  of  man* 
She  to  the  wood-land  vath  an  exile  ran. 
Reflect,  that  leffen'd  fame  is  ne'er  regain'di 
And  virgin  honour  on^e,  is  always  liain'd  : 

M  m  4  Timely 
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Timely  advis'd,  the  coming  evil  fhun  : 
Better  not  do  the  deed,  than  weep  it  done. 
No  penance  can  abibive  our  guilty  fame; 
Nor  tears,  that  warn  out  fin,  can  -warn  out  fhame 
Then  fly  the  fad  effects  of  defp'ratc  love;  [rove. 
And  leave  a  banifh'd  manthroughlonely  woodsto 

Emma. 
Let  Emma's  haplefs  cafe  he  falfely  told 
By  the  rafh  young,  or  the  ill-natur'd  old: 
Let  ev'ry  tongue  its  various  cenfures  choofe ; 
Abfolve  whh  coldnefs,  or  with  fpite  accufe  : 
Fair  Truth  at  laft  her  radiant  beams  will  raife  ; 
And  malice  vanquifh'd  heightens  virtue's  praiie 
Let  then  thy  favour  but.  indulge  my  flight; 
O  !   let  my  preience  m:;ke  thy  travels  light ; 
And  potent  Venus  fball  exalt  my  name 
Above  the  rumours  of  cenforious  Fame; 
Nor  from  that  bufy  demon's  reftiefs  pow'r 
Will  ever  Emma  ether  grace  implore,  [known, 
Than  that  this  truth  fhould  to  the  world  be 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 

HENRY. 

But  can  ft:  thou  wield  the  fword,  and  bend  the 
"With  acYtve  force  repel  the  fturdy  foe  ?  [bow 
When  the  loud  tumult  fpeaks  the  battle  nigh, 
And  winged  deaths  in  whittling  arrows  fly 
Wilt  thou,  tho'  wounded,  yet  undaunted  flay, 


Thofe  limbs,  in  lawn  and  foftefl  fiik  array'd, 
From  fun -beams  guarded,  and  of  winds  afraid; 
Can  they  bear  angry  Jove  ?  Can  they  refill: 
The  parching  dog- liar,  and  the  bleak  north-eaft, 
When,  chill'd  by  adverfe  fnows,  and  beating  rain, 
We  tread  with  weary  lfceps  the  longfome  plain  ; 
When  with  hard  toil  we  feek  our  ev'ning  food, 
Berries  and  acorns  from  the  neighb'ring  wood; 
And  find  among  the  cliffs  no  other  houfe, 
But  the  thin  covert  of  fome  gather'd  boughs; 
Wilt  thou  not  then  reluctant  fend  thine  eye 
Around  the  dreary  wade;  and  weeping  try 
(Tho'  then  alas !  that  trial  be  too  late)  -s 

To  find  thy  father's  hof  pi  table  gate,  v 

And  feats, where Eafe  and  Plenty  brooding  fate?) 
rhole  feat:;,  whence  long  excluded  thou  mult. 
That  .  cverlxirr'd  to  thy  return:  [mourn; 

Witt  tfeou  not  then  bewail  ill-fated  love, 
And  hate  a  banihYd  man  condemned  in  woods 
to  rove  ? 

Emma. 

Thy  rife  of  fortune  did  I  only  wed, 
From  its  decline  determin'd  to  recede  ? 
Did  I  but  purpofe  to  embark  with  thee 
On  the  fmooth  furface  of  a  fummer's  lea, 
Wliile  gentle  Zephyrs  play  in  profp'rous  gales,  ~ 
And  Fortune's  favour  fills  the  fwelling  fails; 
But  would  forfake  the  fliip,  and  make  the  fhore, 


Perform  thy  part,  and  fhare  the  dangerous  day?'  When  the  winds  whittle,  and  the  tempefts  roar  ? 
Then,  as  thy  ftrengtii  decays,  thy  heart  will  fail. j  No,  Henry,  no:  one  fac red  oath  aas  ty'd 


Thy  limbs  all  trembling,  and  thy  cheeks  all  pale;;  Our  loves;  one  deftiny  our  life  fhall  guide; 


». 


With  fruitlefs  forrow,  thou,  inglorious  maid, 
Wilt  weep  thy  fafety  by  thy  love  betray 'd  : 
Then  to  thy  friend,  by  foes  o'ercharg'd,  deny 
Thy  little  ufelefs  aid,  and  coward  fly:       [love 


Nor  wild  nor  deep  our  common  way  divide.  j 
When  from  the  cave  thou  riled  with  the  day, 
To  beat  the  woods,  and  rouie  the  bounding  prey; 
The  eavc  with  mofs  and  branches  I'll  adorn, 


Then  wilt  thou  curfe  the  chance  that  made  thee  And  cheerful  fit,  to  wait  my  lord's  return 

And,  when  thou  frequent  bring'tt  the  fmitten 
(For  feldonl,  archers  fay,  thy  arrows  err),  [deer 


Abanifh'dmancondemn'dinloiielywcoditorove 

EMMA. 

With  fatal  certainty  Thaleifris  knew 
To  fend  the  arrow  from  the  twanging  yew: 
And,  great  in  arms,  and  foremott  in  the  war, 
iBonduca  brandiih'd  high  the  Britifh  fpear. 
Could  thirft  of  vengeance  and  defire  of  fame 
Excite  the  female  breaft  with  martial  ftanae  ? 
And  fliall  not  love's  diviner  pow'r  infpire 
More  hardy  virtue,  and  more  generous  fire? 

Near  thee,  mi  ft  rait  not,  conilatu  I'll  abide, 
And  fall,  or  vanquifh,  fighting  by  thy  fide. 
Though  my  inferior  ftrength  may  not  allow, 
That  I  fhould  bear  or  draw  tire  warrior  bow  ; 
With  ready  hand  I  will  the  {haft  fupply, 
And  joy  to  fee  thy  victor  arrows  f  y. 
Touch'd  in  the  battle  by  the  hofcile  reed, 
Should'ft  thou  (but  Keav'n  avert  it!)  fhould'fl 

thou  bleed; 
To  ftop  the  wounds  my  fineft  lawn  I'd  tear, 
Warn  them  with  tears,  and  wipe  them  with  my 

hair: 
B!efl,when  my  dangers  and  my  toils  have  mown, 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  could  love  but  thee  alone. 

HENRY. 

But  can  ft  thou,  tender  maid,  canft  thou  fufcain 
Afflictive  want,  or  hunger's  prefllng  pain  ? 


I'll  fetch  ouick  fuel  from  the  neighboring  wood, 
[And  ftrike  the  fparkling  flint,  and  drefs  the 
With  humble  duty,  and  officious  halte,    [food  : 
[I'll  cull  the  furtheft  mead  for  thy  reparc: 
IThe  choiceft  herbs  I  to  thy  board  will  bring; 
I  And  draw  thy  water  from  the  freflieft  fprirtg: 
And  when,  at  night,  with  weary  toil  oppreit, 
Soft  (lumbers  thou  enjoy 'ft,  and  wholefbme  reft; 
Watchful.  Til  guard  thee,  and  with  midnight 

pray'r 
Weary  the  gods  to  keep  thee  in  their  care; 
\r.d  joyous  afk.  at  morn's  returning  ray, 
If  thou  halt  health,  and  I  may  blefs  the  day. 
My  thoughts  fliall  fix,  my  lateft  wilh  depend, 
On  thee,  guide,  guardian,  kin !man,  father,  friend: 
By  all  thefe  facred  names  be  Henry  known 
To  Emma's  heart  :  and  grateful  let  h' 
That  fhe,  of  all  mankind,  could  love 
alone. 

HENRY. 

Vainly  thou  tell'lf.  me,  what  the  woman's  care 
Shall  in  the  wildnefs  of  the  wood  prepare : 
Thou,  ere  thou  goell,  unhappieft  of  thy  kind, 
Muft  leave  the  habit  and  the  fex  behind. 
NTo  longer  fliall  thy  comely  trefTes  break 
[n  Sowing  ringlets  on  thy  ihowy  neck; 


cnown  "^ 
urn  own,f 
but  himf 
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Or  lit  behind  thy  head,  an  ample  round, 
In  graceful  braids  with  various  ribbon  bound  : 
No  longer  fhall  the  boddioe,  aptly  lac"d 
PVom  thy  full  bofom  I  nder  wahf, 

That  air  and  harmony  of  Ihape  exprefs, 
Fine  by  decrees,  and  beautifully  lefs : 
Nor  fhall  thy  lower  garment:1  artful  plait,   * 
From  thy  fair  fide  dependent  to  thy  feet, 


Triumphant  Onftancy  has  flx'd  her  feat: 


In  vain  the  fyrerii  fine,  the  tempelts  beat: 
Their  flattery  (lie  rejects,  nor  fears  their  threat.  3 
For  ihee  alone  theie  little  charms  I  drcfVd; 
Condemned  them,  orabfol9'd  them  by  thy  teil. 
In  coniclv  figure  rang'd,  my  jewels  Ihcne, 
Or  negligently  plac'd,  for  thee  alone: 
For  thee  again  they  fhail  be  laid  afide; 
Arm  their  cbafte  beauties  with  a  modelf  pride, {The  woman*  Henry,  fhall  put  off  her  pride 
And  double  ev'ry  charm  they  feck  to  hide.        j  Forthee.  my  clothes,  my  fex,exch  mg'dforthce,-* 
Th'  ambronal  plenty  of  thy  mining  hair,  i  I'll  mingle  v.  ith  the  people's  wretched  lee  j 

Cropt  err  i  ,  fcarce  lower  than  thy  ear,      \  O  line  extreme  of  human  infamy  !  3 

Shall  Hand  uncouth:  a  horfeman's  coat  fhali  hide  Wanting  the  fcilVars,  with  thele  hands  I'll  tear 
Thy  taper  lh.;re  and  comdinefs  of  fide :  :  (If  that  obihucrs  my  flight)  this  load  of  hair. 

Theihorttrunk-hoieihalllhewthyfootandknee  Black  foot  or  yellow  walnut  fhall  dilgrace 
Licentious,  and  to  common  eye-light  free,  j  This  little  red  and  white  of  Emma's  face. 
And,  with  a  bolder  ftride,  and  looter  air,  Thele  nails  with  fcratchesmalldeformmybreaft:,} 

Mingled  with  men,  a  man  thou  mull  appear.       Left  by  my  look  or  colour  be  exprels'd  { 


Nor  fohtude,  nor  gentle  peace  of  mind, 
Miftaken  maid,  (halt  thou  in  foreits  rind  : 


The  mark  of  aught  high-born,  or  ever  better* 
drefs'd.  J 


'Tis  long  fince  Cynthia  and  her  train  were  there:  Vet  in  this  commerce,  under  this  difgtii.e, 
Or  guardian  gods  made  innocence  their  care.     i  Let  me  be  grateful  itill  in  Henry's  eyes ; 

Loft  to  the  world,  let  me  to  him  be  known :  ^ 
My  fate  I  can  abfolve;  if  he  (hall  own, 
That,  leaving  all  mankind,  I  iove  buthim  alone.) 

HENRY. 


.nts  and  outlaws  (hall  offend  thy  view ; 
For  fuch  mull  be  my  friends;  a  hideous  crew 
By  adverfe  fortune  mix'd  in  fecial  ill, 
Trained  to  airauit,  and  difcipiin'd  to  kill: 
Their  common  loves,  a  lewd  abandoned  pack, 
The  beadle's  lalh  ltill  flagrant  on  their  back: 
By  floth  corrupted,  by  disorder  fed, 
Made  bold  by  want,  and  proifitute  for  bread  : 
With  fuch  mult  Emma  hunt  the  tedious  day, 
AiUft  their  violence,  and  divide  their  prey: 
With  fuch  (he  mull  return  at  letting  light, 
Tho'  not  partaker,  vvitnels  of  their  night. 
Thy  ear,  inur'd  to  charitable  founds, 
And  pitying  love,  mult  feel  the  hateful  wounds 
Of  jeft  obfeene  and  vulgar  ribaldry, 
The  ill-bred  queition,  and  the  lewd  reply; 


O  wildeft  thought  of  an  abandoned  mindl 
Name,  habit,  parents,  woman,  left  behind, 
Ev'n  honour  dubious,  thou  preferr*ft  to  go 
Wild  to  the  woods  with  me:  fnid  Emma  ib? 
Or  did  I  dream  what  Emma  never  (aid  ? 
!ty  error!  and  O wretched  maid! 
:e  roving  fancy  would  refolve  the  fame    "\ 
With  h:m,who  next  (hould  tempt  her  eafy  feme;  f 
And  blow  with  empty  words  the  fufceptiblei 
flame.  J 

Now  why  (hould  doubtful  terms  thy  mind  per- 
[Confefs  thy  frail:  ex: 


Brought  by  long  habitude  from  bad  to  worfe,   j  No  longer  loofedenVefof  content  love 
Muft  hear  the  frequent  oath,  the  direful  curie,  Miftake;  but  fay,  'tis  mail  with  whom  thou 
That  latetf  weapon  of  the  wretches  war ; 
And  blafphemy,  lad  comrade  of  defpair. 

Now,  Emma,  new  the  la  if.  reflection  make, 
Whatthouwouldft  follow,  whatthoumuftfoHake; 
By  our  ili-omen'd  liars,  and  adverle  heav'Aj 
No  middle  object  to  thy  choice  is  given. 
Or  yield  thy  virtue,  to  attain  thy  love;     [rove. 


long'it  to  rove. 

EMMA. 

Are  there  net  poifons,  racks,  and  flames  and 
i words ; 
That  Emma  thus  mult  die  by  Henry's  words  ? 


Yet  what  could  fwords  orpoilou,racksorflame,~\ 
Or  leave  a  baniuYd  man  condemn'd  in  woods  to  |  But  mangle  and  disjoint  this  brittle  frame  ?     ( 


EU&1A. 

O  grief  of  heart !  that  our  unhappy  fates 
Force  thee  to  fuffer  what  thy  honour  hates; 
Mix  thee  amonglt  the  bad;  or  make  thee  run 
Too  near  the  paths  which  virtue  bids  thee  Ihun. 
Yet  with  her  Henry  itill  let  Emma  go; 
With  him  abhor  the  vice,  but  (harp  the  woe : 
And  fure  my  little  heart  can  never  err 
Amidft  the  woril ;  if  Henry  flill  be  there. 

Our  outward  acf.  is  prompted  from  within  ; 
And  from  the  fmner's  mind  proceeds  the  i:n  : 
By  her  own  choice  free  Virtue  is  approved  ; 
Nor  by  the  force  of  outward  objects  mov'd. 
Who  has  aifay'd  no  danger  gains  no  pra 
J;i  a  lijiall  iile,  amidfi  :  ft  .cas, 


.More  fatal  Henry's  words:  they  murder  Em-{ 
ma's  fame.  ) 

And  fail  thefe  fayingsfrcm  thatgentle tongue, 
J  Where  civil  fpeech  and  (oft  periuafion  hung  ; 
j  Whole  artful  fweetneis  and  harmonious  lirain, 
(Courting  my  grace,  yet  courting  it  in  vain, 
1  Cali'd  fighs,  and  tears,  and  withes,  to  its  aid;. 
And,  whiilt  it  Henry's  glowing  flame  convey'd  L 
Stiii  biam'd  the  coldneisof  tbebiut-brozvn  Maul?  S 
Let  envious  jealoufy  and  canker'd  l'pite        ^ 
Produce  my  actions  to  ft \  it,  £ 

And  t:  x  ray  open  day,  or  lecret  night.  j 

Did  e'er  my  tongue  fpeak  my  unguarded  heart 
The  lead  inclin'^  to  pi..  rnton's  part  ? 

Did  e'er  my  eye  one  in  :  reveal, 

Which  angt.  virgins  tell? 

And 
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And  had  thou,  Henry,  in  my  conduct  known^ 

Oud  fault,  but  that  which  I  mult  never  own,( 

That  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  lov'd  but  thee ( 

alone  ?  J 

HENRY. 

Vainly  thou  talk'd  of  loving  me  alone : 
Each  man  is  man ;  and  all  cur  fex  is  one. 
Falfe  are  our  words,  and  fickle  is  our  mind  :     *i 
Nor  in  Love's  ritual  can  we  ever  find  r 

Vows  made  to  lad,  or  promiles  to  bind.  -* 

By  nature  prompted,  and  for  empire  made, 
Alike  by  flrength  or  cunning  we  invade  : 
When, arm'd  with  rage, we  march againft  thefoe, 
We  lift  the  battle-ax,  and  draw  the  bow  : 
When,  rir'd  with  paflion,  we  attack  the  fair, 
Del u five  iighs  and  brittle  vows  we  bear: 
Our  falfe  hood  and  our  arms  have  equal  ufe; 
As  they  our  conqued  or  delight  produce. 

The  fooiifh  heart  thou  gav'd,  again  receive, 
The  only  boon  departing  love  can  give. 
To  be  lefs  wretched,  be  no  longer  true ;  ^ 

What  drives  to  fly  thee  why  fhouldft  thouf 
purfue  ?  { 

Forget  thy  prefent  flame,  indulge  a  new.         J 
Single  the  lovtliell  of  the  am'rous  youth ; 
Afk  for  his  vow;  but  hope  not  for  his  truth. 
The  next  man  (and  the  next  thou  (halt  believe) 
Will  pawn  his  gods,  intending  to  deceive; 
Will  kneel,  implore,perfid,o'ercome,and  leave 
Hence  let  thy  Cupid  aim  his  arrows  right 
Be  wife 
Change 

Why  (houldd  thou  weep?  let  Nature  judge 
our  cafe ; 
I  faw  thee  young  and  fair;  purfu'd  the  chafe 
Of  youth  and  beauty :  I  another  faw 
Fairer  and  younger:  yielding  to  the  law 
Of  our  all-ruling  mother,  I  purfued 
More  youth,  more  beauty :  bled  viciflitude  ! 
My  active  heart  (till  keeps  its  pridine  flame; 
The  object  alter'd,  the  defire  the  lame. 

Tins  youngerfairer  pleads  her  rightful  charms; 
With  prefent  power  compels  me  to  her  arms. 
And  much  I  fear,  from  my  fubjedtcd  mind 
(If  beauty's  force  to  conflant  love  can  bind), 
That  years  may  roll,  ere  in  her  turn  the  maid 
Shall  weep  the  fury  of  my  love  decay'd ; 
And  weeping  follow  me,  as  thou  doit  now, 
With  idle  clamours  of  a  broken  vow. 

Nor  can  the  wildnefs  of  thy  widies  err 
So  wide,  to  hope  that  thou  mayd  live  with  her. 
Love,  well  thou  know'd,  no  partnerfhip allows: 
Cupid  averfe  rejecls  divided  vows: 
Then  from  thylfoolifh  heart ,vain  maid,  remove  } 
An  ufelefs  forrow,  and  an  ill-ftarr'd  love;  ( 
And  leave  me  with  the  fair  at  large  in  woods  f 
to  rove.  j 

EMMA. 

Are  we  in  life  through  one  great  error  led  ? 
Is  each  man  perjur'd,  and  each  nymph  betray 'd? 
Of  the  fuperior  fex  art  thou  the  word  ? 
Am  I  of  mine  the  moil  completely  curd  ? 
Yet  let  me  go.  with  thee  ;  and  going  prove, 
From  what  I  will  endure,  how  much  I  love. 


'1 

let  tiiy  Cupid  aim  rns  arrows  right:  -n 
and  falfe,  fliun  trouble,  feek  delight ;  > 
thou  the  firft,  nor  wait  thy  lover's  flight.  3 


This  potent  beauty,  this  triumphant  fair, 
This  happy  object  of  our  different  care, 
Her  let  me  follow ;  her  let  me  attend, 
A  fervant  ((he  may  (corn  the  name  of  friend) : 
What  (he  demands,  incefVant  I'll  prepare: 
I'll  weave  her  garlands;  and  I'll  plait  her  hair: 
M/  bufy  diligence  (hall  deck  her  board 
(For  there  at  lead:  I  may  approach  my  lord)} 
And,  when  her  Henry's  fofter  hours  advife     < 
His  fervant's  abfence,  with  dejected  eyes  v 

Far  I'll  recede,  and  (ighs  forbid  to  rile.  3 

Yet,  when  increafing  grief  brings  (low  difeafej 
And  ebbing  life,  on  terms  fevere  as  thefe, 
Will  have  its  little  lamp  no  longer  fed; 
When  Henry's  midrefs  (hews  him  Emma  dead  j 
Refcue  my  poor  remains  from  vile  neglect : 
With  virgin  honours  let  my  hearfe  be  deck'd, 
And  decent  emblem;  and  at  lead  perfuade 
This  happy  nymph,  that  Emma  may  be  laid 
Where  thou,  dear  author  of  my  death,  where  (he, 
With  frequent  eye  my  fepulchre  may  fee. 
The  nymph  amidft  her  joys  may  haply  breathe 
One  pious  figh,  reflecting  on  my  death, 
And  the  fad  fate  which  (he  may  one  day  prove, 
Who  hopes  from  Henry's  vows  eternal  love. 
And  thou,  forfworn,  thou  cruel,  as  thou  artr 
If  Emma's  image  ever  touch'd  thy  heart ;  [teat* 
Thou  fure  muft  give  one  thought  and  drop  one 
To  her,  whom  love  abandon'd  to  defpair  j 
To  her,  who,  dying,  on  the  wounded  (tone 
Bid  it.  in  lading  characters  be  known, 


: 


That,  of  mankind,  (he  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 

HENRY. 

Hear,  folemn Jove!  and.  confeious Venus, hear  ! 
And  thou,bright  maid,believe  me,whillt  I  fwear  ;- 
No  time,  no  change,  no  future  flame,  (hall  move 
The  well-plac'd  bafis  of  my  lading  love. 
O  powerful  virtue  !  O  victorious  fair!  -v 

At  lead  excufe  a  trial  too  fevere :  > 

Receive  the  triumph,  and  forget  the  war.        3 

No  baniftYd  man  condemn'd  in  woods  to  rove 
Entreats  thy  pardon,  and  implores  thy  love  : 
No  perjur'd  knight  defires  to  quit  thy  arms, 
Faired  collection  of  thy  fex's  charms, 
Crown  of  my  love,  and  honour  of  my  youth  ! 
Henry,  thy  Henry,  with  eternal  truth, 
As  thou  may'd  wi(h,  (hall  all  his  life  employ, 
And  found  hi?  glory  in  his  Emma's  joy. 

In  me  behold  the  potent  Edgar's  heir, 
Iiluftrious  earl :  him  terrible  in  war 
Let  Loyre  confefs;  for  (lie  has  felt  his  fword 
And  trembling  fled  before  the  Briti(h  lord. 
Him  great  in  peace  and  wealth  fair  Deva  knows  j 
For  (lie  amiddhis  fpacious  meadows  flows; 
Inclines  her  urn  upon  his  fatten'd  lands; 
And  fees  his  num'rous  herd  imprint  her  fands. 

And  thou,  my  fair,  my  dove,  (halt  raife  thy 
thought 
To  greatnefs  next  to  empire ;  (halt  be  brought 
With  folemn  pomp  to  my  paternal  feat; 
Where  peace  and  plenty  on  thy  word  (hall  wait. 
Mufic  and  fong  (hall  wake  the  marriage-day:^ 
And,  whil  A  the  prieds  accufe  the  bride's  delay,  > 
Myrtles  and  rofe*s  (hall  obstruct  her  way.         J 

Fneadfltip 
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They  tumbled  all  their  little  quivers  o'er. 


Friendfhip  (hall  dill  thy  evening  feafts  adorn: 
And  blooming  peace  (hall  ever  btefs  thy  morn. 
Succeeding  years  their  happy  race  (hall  run} 
And  Age  unheeded  by  deiight  come  on; 
While  yet  (uperior  Love  (hall  mock  his  pow'r ; 
And  when  old  Time  (hall  turn  the  fated  hour, 
Which  only  can  our  well  tied  knot  untold: 
What  relts  of  both,  one  fepulchre  (hall  hold. 

Hence  then  for  ever  from  my  Emma's  bread 
(That  heaven  of  foftnefs,  and  that  feat  of  reft), 
Ye  doubts  andfears,and  all  that  knowtomyve  S 
Tormenting  grief,  and  all  that  trouble  love  V 
Scatter'dbywindsrecede,andwildinforedsrove. ) 

EMMA. 

O  day  the  faired  fure  that  ever  rofe! 
Period  and  end  of  anxious  Emma's  woes! 
Sire  of  her  joy,  and  fource  of  her  delight; 

0  wing'd  with  pleafure  take  thy  happy  flight, 
Andgiveeachfuturemornatincfureofthy  white. 
Yet  tell  thy  votary,  potent  queen  of  love ! 
Henry,  my  Henry,  will  he  never  rove ? 
Will  be  ever  kind,  andjuft,  and  good? 
And  is  there  then  no  millrefs  in  the  wood  ? 
None,nonethereis;  the  thought  was  rafh  and  vain; 
A  falie  idea,  and  a  fancied  pain. 
Doubt  (hall  forever  quit  my  dre  ngthen'd  heart, 
And  anxious  jealoufy's  corroding  (mart  3 
No  other  inmate  (hall  inhabit  there, 
But  foft  Belief,  young  Joy,  and  pleafing  Care. 

Hence  let  the  tides  of  plenty  ebb  and  flow, 
And  Fortune's  various  gale  unheeded  blow. 
If  at  my  feet  the  fuppliant  goddefs  ftands, 
And  (lieds  her  treafure  with  unwearied  hands; 
Her  prefent  favour  cautious  I  Ml  embrace; 
And  not  unthankful  ufe  the  proffer'd  grace: 
If  me  reclaims  the  temporary  boon, 
And  tries  her  pinions,  flutt'ring  to  be  gone; 
Secure  of  mind  I'll  obviate  her  intent, 
And  unconcern'd  return  the  goods  (lie  lent. 
Nor  happinefs  can  I,  nor  milery  feel, 
From  any  turn  of  her  fmtaftic  wheel:  [pow'rs, 
Friendship's  great  laws,   and  love's    ("uperior 
Muit  mark  the  colour  of  my  future  hours. 
From  the  events  which  thy  commands  create  ^ 

1  mud  my  bletfings  or  my  forrows  date;  V 
And  Henry's  will  mud  dictate  Emma's  fate.   3 

Yet  while  with  clofe  delightand  inward  pride 
(Which  from  the  world  my  careful  ibul  (hall 
I  fee  thee,  iord  and  end  of  my  defire.       [hide) 
Exalted  high  as  virtue  can  require; 
With  power  invefted,  and  with  pleafure  cheer'd; 
Sought  by  the  good,  by  the  opprefibr  fear'd; 
Loaded  and  bled  with  all  the  affluent  (lore 
Which  human  vows  at  fmoking  fnrines  implore; 
Grateful  and  humble  grant  me  to  employ 
My  life  fubfervient  only  to  thy  joy; 
And  at  my  death  toblefs  thy  kindnefs  (hown 
To  her,whoofmankind  could  love buttheealone. 

While  thus  the  condant  pair  alternate  (aid, 
Joyful  above  them  and  around  them  play'd 
Angels  and  fportive  Loves,  a  numerous  crowd ; 
SmilingtheyclappMtheirwingsanclcwtheybowd: 

*  Cynosure,  an  affected  phrase;  Cynosura  is  the  constellation  of  Ursa  Minor,  or  the  Lesser  Bear,  the 
text  star  to  the  Pole.     Dr.  Newton  on  the  word  ut  Milton. 

Whofe 


To  choofc  propitious  (hafts;    a  precious  dore, 
That,  whentheirgodihouldtakehisfuturec 
To  drike  (however  rarely)  conltant  heart-, 
His  happy  (kill  might  proper  arms  employ, 
All  tipp'd  with  p'eaiure,  and  all  wing'd  with  joy; 
And  thofe,  they  vow'd,  whole  lives  mould  imitate 
Thefe  lovers'  conflancy,  mould  (hare  their  fate. 

The  queen  ofbeautyftopp'dherbridied  doves; 
Approv'd  the  little  labour  of  the  Loves; 
Was  proud  and  pleas'd  the  mutual  vow  to  hear;  ^ 
And  to  the  triumph  call'd  the  god  of  war:        > 
Soon  as  (he  calls,  the  god  is  always  near.  ) 

Now,  Mars,  (he  faid,  let  Fame  exalt  her  voice  j 
Nor  let  thy  conqueds  only  be  her  choice: 
But  when  (he  lings  great  Edward  from  the  field 
Return'd,  the  hoftile  fpearand  captive  ihicldi 
In  Concord's  temple  hung,and  Gallia  taught  1 

to  yield; 

And  when,  as  prudent  Saturn  (hall  complete 
The  years  defign'd  to  perfect  Britain's  date, 
The  fwift-wing'd  pow'r  (hall  take  her  trump 

again, 
To  ling  her  favourite  Anna's  wondrous  reign; 
To  recollect  unwearied  Marlbro's  toils, 
Old  Rufus'  hall  unequal  to  his  ("polls  ; 
The  Britifh  foldier  from  his  high  command 
Glorious,  and  Gaul  thrice  vanquilh'd  by  his 
Let  her  at  lead  perform  what  I  deiire;     [hand: 
With  fecond  breath  the  vocal  brafs  infpire, 
And  tell  the  nations,  in  no  vulgar  Strain, 
What  wars  I  manage,  and  what  wreaths  I  gain. 
ilnd,  when  thy  tumults  and  thy  fights  are  pad; 
And  when  thy  laurels  at  my  feet  are  cad ; 
Fathful  may'd  thou,  like  Britifli  Henry  prove : 
And  Emma-like,  let  me  return  thy  love. 

Renown'd  for  truth,  let  all  thy  Ions  appear; 
And  condant  beauty  (hall  reward  their  care. 

Mars  fmird,  and  bow'd  :  the  Cyprian  deity 
Turn'd  to  the  glorious  ruler  of  the  flcy; 
And  thou,  (lie  mailing  (aid,  great  god  of  days 
And  verfe,  behold  my  deed,  and  ting  my  praiie ; 
As  on  the  Britifli  earth,  my  fav'riie  ifie, 
Thy  gentle  rays  and  kinded  influence  fmile, 
Thro'  all  her  laughing  fields  and  verdant  groves. 
Proclaim  with  joy  thofe  memorable  loves: 
From  every  annual  courfe  let  one  great  day 
To  celebrated  (ports  and  floral  play 
Be  fet  aiide;  and,  in  the  (bfted  lays 
Oft  thy  poetic  fons,  be  folemn  praife, 
And  everlading  marks  of  honour  paid 
To  the  true  Lover,  and  the  Nut-broivn  Maid. 

§  144.  An  Heroic  Epifile  to  Sir  U'illiam  Cham- 
bers,  Knight,  Comptroller  General  cf  his  Majejly's 
Works,  and  Author  of  a  late  Dijjertation  on 
Oriental  Gardening*  Enriched  nju:th  Explana- 
tory Notes y  chiefly  extracted  from  that  elaborate 
Performance.  Anon. 

Non  omnes  arbusta  juvant  humilesque  mvricae.    : 

XT'  night  of  the  Polar  Star!  by  Fortune  piae'd, 
■*■*-  To  (hine  the  Cynofure*  of  Britifli  tade; 
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Whofe  orb  collects  in  one  refulgent  view 
The  fcattefd  glories  of  Chinefe  Virtu  5 
And  fp  reads  their  luftre  in  io  broad  a  blaze, 
That  Kings  themielves  art  dazzled,  while  they 

gaze ! 
O  let  the  Mule  attend  thy  march  fublime, 
*\nd,  with  thy  profe,  caparifon  her  rhyme; 
Teach  her,  like  thee,  to  gild  her  fplendid  lone; 
With  fcenes  of  Yvt'ii-Mnr/,*  and   layings   of 

Li-'ffongif 
Like  thee  to  icorn  Dame  Nature's  iimple  fence  ; 
Leap  each  ha-ha  of  truth  and  common  ieniej 
And,  proudly  riling  in  her  bold  career, 
Demand  attention  from  the  gracious  ear 
Of  him,  whom  we  and  all  the  world  admit 
Patron  fupreme  of  fcience,  tafte,  and  wit. 
Does  Envy  doubt  ?  Witnefs,  ye  chofen  train-) 
Who  breathe  the  fwects  of  his  Saturnian  reign ; 
Witnefs  ye  H»lls,  ye  J*nf*ns,  Sc*ts,  S*bb*s, 
Hark  to  my  call,  for  fome  of  you  have  ears. 
Let  D**d  K*e,  from  the  remoteit  North, 
In  fee-fa  w  fceptic  fcruples  hint  his  worth  j 
D**d,  who  there  fupinely  deigns  to  lye 
The  fatteft  Hog  o^  Epicurus''  ftye  ; 
Tho"  drunk  with  Gallic  wine,  and  Gaelic praife, 
D**d  fhail  biefs  old  Englandvs  halcyon  days ; 
The  mighty  Home,  bermVd  in  profe  (o  long, 
Agnui  (hail  ibik  nnon  the  icitts  of  fbng: 
While  bold  MacVQflian,  wont  in  Ghofts  to  deal, 
Bids  candid  Smollet  from  his  coffin  ileal  j 
Bids  Maiiock  quit  his  iweet  Elyfian  reft, 
Sank  in  his  St.  John"-,  philofophic  hreait, 
And,  like  old  Orpheus,  make  fome  ilrong-  effort 
To  come  from  He'!,  and  warble  truth  at  Court;} 
There  was  a  time,  "in  Emer's  peaceful  grove, 
**  When  Kent  and  Nature  vy'd   for  Pcihanfs 

"  love," 


That  Pope  beheld  them  with  aufpicious  fmile, 
And  owifd  tliat  Beauty  blefs'd  their  mutual  toil. 
Miftaken  Bard!  could  inch  a  pair  deiign 
Scenes  tit  to  live  in  thy  immortal  line? 
Hadil  thou  been  born  in  this  enlighten'd  day, 
Felt,  as  we  feel,  Taite's  oriental  ray, 
Thy  fat  ire  fure  had  given  them  both  a  ftab, 
Cail'd  Kent  a  Driveller,  and  the  Nymph  a  Drab* 
For  what  is  Nature?    Ring  her  changes  round, 
Merthree  flat  notes  are  water,  plants,  and  ground  j 
Prolong  the  peal,  )et  fpite  of  all  your  clatter, 
The  tedious  chime  is  null  ground,  plants,  and 

water.  § 
So,  when  fome  John  his  dull  invention  racks, 
To  rival  Boodle's  dinners,  or  Almack'sj 
Three  uncouth  legs  of  mutton  ihock  our  eyes, 
Three  roailed  geefe,  three  butter'd  apple  pics. 

Come  then,  prolific  art,  and  with  thee  bring 
The  charms  that  ri  fe  from  thy  exhaufilels  l'pring  j 
To  Richmond  come,  for  fee  untutor'd  Brown 
Deftroys  thofe  wonders  which  were  once  thyown. 
Lp,  from  his  melon-ground  the  peatant  have 
Mas  rudely  ruhVd,  and  level) 'd  Merlin's  Cave; 
Knock'd  down  thewaxen  Wizard,  ieiz'dhiswand, 
Fransform'd  to  lawn  what  late  was  Fairy  landj 
And  marr'd,  with  impious  hand,  each  fvveet  de- 
Of  Stephen  Duck  and  good  'vUeenCaroline.[iign 
Haite,  bid  yon  livelong  Terrace  re-afcend, 
Re-place  each  villa,  Uraighten  every  bend; 
Shut  out  the  Thames;  fhall  that  ignoble  thing 
Approach  the  prefence  of  great  Ocean's  King? 
No  !  let  Barbaric  glories  ||  featl  his  eyes, 
Auguit  Pagodas  round  his  palace  rife, 
And  finilh'd  Richmond  open  to  his  view, 
"  A  work  to  wonder  at,  perhaps  a  Kew." 

Nor  reft  we  here,  but,  at  our  magic  call, 
Moiikiesfha.il  climb  ourtrees}and  lizards  crawl;<Jf 


*  One  of  the  Imperial  gardens  it  Fekim 

f  "  Many  trees,  shrubs,  and  powers,"  sayeth  L;-Tsong,  a  Chinese  author  of  great  antiquity,  "  thrive 
bett  in  low,  moist  situations ;  many  on  hills  and  mountains;  some  require  a  rich  soil;  but  others  will 
grow  on  clay,  in  sand,  or  even  upon  rocks,  and  in  the  water  :  to  some  a  sunny  exposition  is  necessary  : 
but  for  others  the  shade  is  preferable.  Tuere  arc  plants  which  thrive  best  in  exposed  situations,  but  m 
general  shelter  is  requisite.  The  skilful  gardener,  to  whom  study  and  experience  have  taught  these  qua- 
lities, carefully  attends  to  them  in  his  operations,  knowing  that  thereon  depend  the  health  and  growth 
of  his  plants,  and  consequently  the  beauty  of  his  plantations."  Vide  Diss.  P.  77.  The  reader,  I  presume, 
will  readily  allow,  that  he  never  met  with  so  much  recondite  truth,  as  this  ancient  Chinese  here  exhibits. 

J  Vide  (if  it  be  extant)  a  poem  under  this  title,  for  which  (or  for  the  publication  of  Lord  Bohng- 
broke's  philosophical  writings)  the  person  here  mentioned  received  a  considerable  pension  in  the  time 
of  Lord  B — t's  administration. 

§  This  is  the  great  and  fundamental  axiom,  on  which  oriental  taste  is  founded.  It  is  therefore  express- 
ed here  with  the  greatest  precision,  and  in  the  identical  phtase  of  the  great  original*  The  figurative  terms, 
and  even  the  explanatory  simile,  are  entirely  borrowed  horn  Sir  William's  Dissertation.  "  Njiu  e  (says 
the  Chinese,  or  Sir  William  for  him)  affords  as  but  few  materials  to  work  with.  Plants,  ground,  and  water, 
are  her  only  productions;  and,  though  botli  the  forms  and  arrangements  of  these  may  be  varied  to  an 
incredible  degree,  yet  they  have  but  few  striking  varieties,  the  rest  being  of  the  nature  of  change*  rung 
vpor,  belh,  which,  though  in  reality  different,  still  produce  the  same  uniform  kind  of  jingling;  the  varia- 
tion being  loo  mmute  to  be  casly  perceived."— "  Art  must  therefore  supply  the  scantiness  of  Nature," 
&c.  &c.  piece  14.  And  again,  "  Our  1  irger  works  are  only  a  repetition  of  the  small  ones,  like  tbt  honest 
Bachelor's  fast,  which  consisted  in  nothing  but  a  multiplication  of  his  own  dinner;  three  legs  of  mutton 
*r.d  turnips,  three  roasted  geese,  and  three  buttered  apple  pies."     Preface,  page  7. 

||  So  Milton  '*  Where  the  gorgeous  east  with  richest  hand 

Showers  on  her  kings  Barbaric  pearl  and  gold." 

ff  "  In  IrW  iv  lofty  woods  serpents  and  lizards  of  many  beautiful  sons  crawl  upon  the  ground.  Innumer- 
able aankirj,  cats,  and  parr-ts  eiamber  upon  the  trees."     Page  40.  "  In  then  lakes  are  many  islands,  some 
smaih  some  large,  amongst  which  are  seen  stalking  along,  the  elephant,  the  rhinoceros,  the  dromedary, 
1  h,  .-rr:  tie  g  ant  baboon."  Page  66.  "They  keep,  in  their  enchanted  scenes,  a  surprising  varietvnf 
piPfl&troui birds,  reptiles  and  animals,  which  are  tamed  by  it,  and  guarded  by  enormous 4a£t  of  T;6ct, 
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For  Hirn,  tint  Wetting  of  a.  better  time, 

The  Mufe  (hall  deal  awhile  in  brick  and  iimes 

Surpafs  the  boid  a^ea«>i  in  tie; 

And  o'er  the  one  itupendous       t 

Of  marble  siCvies^,  in  a  1»  ;ts 

hmond  1  .ti'ord  Butts, 

'ford  with  London's  > 
Brentford,  the  bifhoprick  of  Parlo.. 
I  berc  at  one  glance,  the 
Ettch  varied  bea 

StoutT^lbntherclkilipiywkh  hackney  .  ', 

I  Patriot  Betty  fix  f. 

iiltant  thunder,  now  the  coach  of  : 
Rolls  o'er  the  bridge,  that  groans   beneath  its 

weight; 
The  Court  hath  crofs'd  the  ftream  ;   the  fpo-ra 
?\ow  N**l  preaches  of  rebellion's  fin: 
And  as  the  powers   of  his   ftrong   pathos  rife, 
Lo,  brazen  te?irs  fall  from  Sir  F!**r's  eves;  J. 
While  ikulking  round  the  pews,  that  babe  of 

grr.c 
Who  ne'er  before  at  fermon  fhew'dhis  I 
SeeJerr.tnyTwitcherftiambles;  lie  •  ,:to".  t  ' 

He^  itol*n  the  E*  of  D*nb*hs'  bandkerchL 
Let  B*rr*f*n  anvil  him  in  mock  fnry|g, 
And  M**d  hang  the  knavery «y  without  a  jurr. 
But  bark!  the  voice  of  battle  (bouts  from  ; 
The  Jews  nis  are  at  war***:  [flocks, 

The  Jews  prevail,  and,  thundering  from  the 
They  feize,theybind,theycircMmcilefffC* 
Fair  Schw***n  failles  thefport  to  lee. 
And  all  the  Maids  of  Honour  cry  Te-he^t*! 


Huge  dogs  of  Tibit  bark  in  yonder  grove, 
Here  parrots  prate,  there  tats  make  cruel  love; 
In  'bme  ftir  illand  will  ve  turn  to  grals 
(With  the  Queen's  leave)  her  elephant  and  aft. 
Giants  from  Ali  icaih:»l!guird  the;, 'ades,  [nude's 
Where  hifs  our  fnakes,  where  fport  our  Tartar 
Or,  wanting  thefe,  from  Charlotte  K 
Damfels  alike  adroit  to  fport  and  iting.  [bring 

Now,  to  our  lawns  of  dalliance  and 
Join  we  the  groves  of  horror  and  affrij 
This  to  atchieve  no  foreign  aids  we  t; 
Thy  gibbets,  Baglhot*!   mail  our  wants  i\\ 
Hounflow  whole  heath  fublimer  terrors  fills, 
Shall  with  her  gibbets  lend  her  powder-mills. 
Here  too,  O  King  of  Vengeancef,  in  thy  fane, 
TremendousWilkes  fhaU  rattle  bis  gold  chain;-, 
And  round  that  fane,  on  many  a  Tyburn  tree, 
Hang  fragments  dire  of  Newgate-history  ; 
On  this  ihail  H*il*d's  dying  t'peech  be  read, 
Here  B — te's  ccnfeflion,  and  his  wooden  head; 
While  all  the  minor  plunderers  of  the  age, 
(Too  numerous  far  for  this  contracted  page) 

The  R*_ 3§>  N-ungo?.B*.!;^v5  there, 

In  it  raw -ft  uft  effigy,  fhall  kick  the  i 
But,  lay  ye  powers,  who  come  when  fancy  calls 
ere  mail  our  mimic  London  rear  herwal 
Eafttrn  feature,  Art  mult  mxt  produce: 
Tho'  not  for  prefent  yet  f<  ufe, 

Our  fons  fome  flave  of  greatneis  may  behold, 
Call  in  the  genuine  Aiiatic  mould: 
Who  of  three  realms  fhall  condefcend  to  know 
No  more  than  he  can  fny  from  W  indfor's  brow. 

and  African  giants,  in  the  habits  of  ma~icians."     Page  42.     "  Sometimes  in  this  romantic  excursion, 
passenger  finds  himself  in  extensive  recesses,  surrounded  with  arbours  of  iessaminc.  vine,  and  rose-: 
beauteous  Tartarean  damsels,  in  loo<e  transparent  robes  that  flutter  in  the  air,  pres  v  th  rich  •-. 

ice.  and  invite  him  to  taste  the  sv.  rnent  on  Persian  carpets,  and  beds  of  Camusakm  d' 

Page  40. 

*  "  Their  scenes  of  termr  are  composed  cf  gloomy  woods,  Sec.  Glbbctt,  crosses,  wheels,  and  the  v. 
apparatus  of  torture  are  seen  from  the  roads.      Here  too  they  conceal  in  cavities,  on  the  summits 
highest  mountains,  foundries,  lime' kilos,  and  glass-works,  Which  send  forth  large  volumes  of  flame,  and 
contrnued  columns  of  thi  k  smok<  ,  ve  to  these  mountains  the  appearance  of  voicanos."  Pa 

"  Here  the  passenger  from  time  to  time  is  surprised  with  r<  I    necks  of  electrical  impulse;  the 

trembles  under  him  by  the  power  of  confined  air,"'  &c.  t  Now  to  produce  both  these  effect! 

the  appearance  of  voicanos  and  earthquakes,  we  hare  here  submitted  the  occasional  explosion  o:  a 
tier. mill,  which  (if  there  he  not  too  much  simplicity  in  the  contrivance)  it  is  apprehended  will  a; 
answer  all  the  purposes  ol  lime-kilos  and  electrical  mdcbiaetj  and  imitate  thunder  and  the  exploslun  of  u 
into  the  bargain.     V  d<_ 

f  "Iu  the  most  dismal  recesses  of  the  woods,  are  temples  dedicated  to  the  King  of  Vengeance,  neae 
which  are  placed  pi  lars    of  stone,    witii  pathetic  descriptions  of  tragical  events ,-  and  many  acts  of  c; 
perpetrated  there  by  outlaws  and  r&bers."  Page  37. 

t  This  was  written  wi.en  Mr.  V\  likes  was  Sheriff  of  London,  and  when  it  was  to  be  feared  he  wou^d 
rattle  his  chain  a  year  longer  as  Lord  Mayor. 

.artins.  The  astcrisms  will  be  easily  supplied. 

||  "There  is  likewise  in  the  same  garden,  v:z.  Yven-Ming  Yven,  nearPekin,  a  fortified  town,  v. 
its  ports,  streets,  public  squares,  temples,  markets,  shops,  and  tribunals  of  justice;  in  snort,  with  ever/ 
thing  that  is  at  Pek.n,  oniy  on  a  smaller  scale.  In  this  town  the  Empcroxs  of  China,  who  are  too  muck 
the  slaves  of  tbttr  greatness  to  appear  in  public,  and  their  women,  who  are  secluded  from  it  by  custom,  are 
frequently  diverted  with  the  hurry  and  bustle  of  the  capital  which  is  here  represented,  several  times  of 
the  year,  by  the  eunuchs  of  the  palace."     P.  go 

5J  Sir  William's  enormous  account  of  Chinese  bridges,  too  long  to  be  here  inserted.     Vide  page  53. 

**  •*  Some  of  these  eunuchs  personate  porters."  fage  il. 

f  f  "  Fruits  and  all  sorts  of  refreshments  are  cred  about  the  streets  in  this  mock  city."  Page  33. 

Jf   "  Drew  iron  tears  down  Pluto's  cheek/*  Mihon. 

§§  "  Neither  are  thieves,  pickpocket*,  and  sharpers  forgot  in  these  festivals;  that  noble  pr.   . 
usually  allotted  to  a  good  number  of  the  most  dextrous !"  Vide  ibid. 

ji;j  "  The  watch  seizes  on  the  culprit."    Y.de  ;bid. 

sjf^f  "  He  is  conveyed  before  the  judge,  and  s-meirmes  severely  bastinadoed."     Ibiak 

***  "  Quarrels  happen — battles  ensue."  lb 

+4 f  "  Every  liberty  is  permitted,  there  is  no  distinction  of  person?.''     Ibid, 


ijl  "  Th  s  :s  done  to  divert  his  imps  .  Ud  ei  ol  u.  s  I  rai«  '      Vide  'l-d. 
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Be  thefe  the  rural  paftlmes  that  attend 
Great  B*nfw*k'sleifure:  thefe  (hall  belt  unbend 
His  royal  mind,  whene'er,from  date  withdrawn, 
He  treads  the  velvet  of  his  Richmond  lawnj 
Thefe  mall  prolong  his  Afiatic  dream, 
Tho'  Europe's  balance  trembles  on  its  beam. 
And  thou,  Sir  William  !  while  thy  pladic  hand 
Creates  each  wonder,which  thy  Bard  has  plann'd; 
While,  as  thy  art  commands,  obfequious  rile 
Whate'er  can  pleafe,  or  frighten,  or  furprife, 
O  let  that  Bard  his  Knight's  protection  claim, 
And  mare,  like  faithful  Sancho,  Quixote's  fame. 

§  145.     Pleafures  of  Memory :  a  Poem- 
.fly  Samuel  Rogers,  Efq. 
T*\o\vn  by  yon  hazel  copfe,  at  evening  blaz'd 
-^TheGipfy'sfaggot—tbereweftoodandgaz'd; 
Gaz'd  on  her  fun-burnt-face  with  filent  awe, 
Her  tatter'd  mantle,  and  her  hood  of  draw ; 
Her  moving  lips,  her  caldron  brimming  o'er; 
The  drowfy  brood  that  on  her  back  (lie  bore, 
Imps,  in  the  barn  with  moufmg  owlet  bred, 
From  rifled  rood  at  nightly  revel  fed; 
Whofe  dark  eyes  flafh'd  thro'  locks  of  blacked 

(hade, 
When  in  the  breeze  thediftant  watch-dog  bay 'd: 
And  heroes  fled  the  Sybil's  mutter'd  call, 
Whofe  elfin  prowefs  fcal'd  the  orchard-wall. 
As  o'er  my  palm  the  filver  piece  (he  drew, 
And  trac'd  the  line  of  life  with  fearching  view, 
How  throbb'd  my  fluttering  pulfe  with  hopes 

and  fears, 
To  learn  the  colour  of  my  future  years! 

Ah,  then,  what  honed  triumph  fiufh'd  my 

bread ! 
This  truth  once  known — To  blefs  is  to  be  bled ! 
We  led  the  bending  beggar  on  his  way; 
(Bare  were  his  feet,  his  treffes  filver  grey) 
Sooth'd  the  keen  pangs  his  aged  fpirit  felt, 
And  on  his  tale  with  mute  attention  dwelt. 
As  in  his  fcrip  we  dropt  our  little  (lore, 
And  wept  to  think  that  little  was  no  more, 
He  breath'd  his  pray'r ;  "  Long  may  fuch  good- 

"  nefs  live !" 
'Twas  all  he  gave,  'twas  all  he  had  to  give. 
But  hark!  thro'  thofe  old  firs,  with  fullen 

fwell  [well ! 

The  church-clock  drikes!  ye  tender  fcenes  fare- 
It  calls  me  hence,  beneath  their  (hade  to  trace 
The  few  fond  lines  that  Time  may  foon  efface. 

On  yon  gray  (tone  that  frontsthechancel-door. 
Worn  fmooth  by  bufy  feet  now  feen  no  more, 
Each  eve  we  (hot  the  marble  tho*  the  ring, 
When  the  heart  danc*d,and  life  was  in  its  fpring; 
Alas !  unconfcious  of  the  kindred  earth, 
That  faintly  echoed  to  the  voice  of  mirth. 


O' 


§  I46.     From  the  Same. 
tFT  has  the  aged  tenant  of  the  vale 
Lean'd  on  his  ftaif  to  lengthen  out  the  tale; 
Oft  have  his  iips  the  grateful  tribute  breath'd, 
From  (ire  to  fon  with  pious  zeal  bequeath'd. 
When  o'er  the  blafled  heath  the  day  declin'd, 
And  on  the  icath'd  oak  warr'd  the  winter  wind : 


When  not  a  diftant  taper's  twinkling  ray 
Gleam'd  o'er  the  furze  to  light  him  on  nisway; 
When  not  a  fheep-bell  footh'd  his  liftening  ear, 
And  the  big  rain-drops  told  the  tempeft  near ; 
Then  did  his  horfe  the  homeward  track  defcry. 
The  track  that  (hunn'd  his  fad  enquiring  eye  j 
And  win  each  wavering  purpofe  to  relent, 
With  warmth  fo  mild,  fo  gently  violent, 
That  his  charm'd  hand  the  carelefs  rein  refign'd, 
And  doubts  and  terrors  vanifh'd  from  his  mind. 

Recall  the  traveller,  whofe  alter'd  form 
Has  borne  the  buffet  of  the  mountain  dorm  j 
And  who  will  firft  his  fond  impatience  meet  ? 
His  faithful  dog's  already  at  his  feet ! 
Yes,  tho'  the  porter  fpurn  him  from  his  door, 
Tho*  all,  that  knew  him,  know  his  face  no  more, 
His  faithful  dog  (hall  tell  his  joy  to  each, 
With  that  mute  eloquence  which  pafles  fpeech. 
And  fee,  the  mafter  but  returns  to  die ! 
Yet  who  (hall  bid  the  watchful  fervant  fly  ? 
The  blafts  of  heaven,tbe  drenchingdewsof  earth, 
The  wanton  infults  of  unfeeling  mirth  ; 
Thefe,when  to  guard  misfortune's  facred  grave, 
Will  firm  Fidelity  exult  to  brave. 

Led  by  what  chart,  tranfports  the  timid  dove 
The  wreaths  of  conqued,  or  the  vows  of  love  ? 
Saythro'thecloudswhatcompafs  pointsherflight  ? 
Monarch*  have  gaz'd,and  nations  bled  the  fight. 
Pile  rocks  on  rocks,bidwoodsandmountainsrife, 
Eclipfe  her  native  (hades,  her  native  (kies  ; — 
'Tis  vain  !  thro'  ether's  pathlefs  wilds  (he  goes, 
And  lights  at  lad  where  all  her  cares  repofe. 

Sweet  bird!  thy  truth  (hall  Harlem's  walls 
And  unborn  ages  confecrate  thy  nelt.     [atted, 
When  with  the  filent  energy  of  grief, 
With  looks  that  afk'd,  yetdar'd  not  hope  relief, 
Want,  with  her  babes,  round  generous  valour 

clung, 
To  wring  the  (low  furrender  from  his  tongue, 
'Twas  thine  to  animate  her  clofing  eye : 
Alas!  'twas  thine  perchance  the  firft  to  die, 
Crufli'd  by  her  meagre  hand,  when  welcom'd 
from  the  fky. 


§147.      From  the  Same* 

YJUhek  the  blithe  fon  of  Savoy,  roving  round 
*   With  humble  waresandpipeofmerryfound, 
From  his  green  vale  and  fhelrer'd  cabin  hies, 
And  fcales  the  Alps  to  vifit  foreign  (kies; 
Tho'  far  below  the  forked  lighten ings  play, 
And  at  his  feet  the  thunder  dies  away, 
Oft,  in  the  faddle  rudely  rock'd  to  deep, 
While  his  mule  browfes  on  the  dizzy  deep, 
With  memory's  aid,  he  fits  at  home,  and  fees 
His  children  fport  beneath  their  native  trees, 
And  bends,  to  hear  their  cherub  voices  call, 
O'er  the  loud  fury  of  the  torrent's  fall. 

Butcan  her  fmilewith  gloomyMadnef?  dwell? 
Say,  can  (he  chace  the  horrors  of  his  cell  ? 
Each  fiery  flight  on  phrenzy's  wing  reftrain, 
And  mould  the  coinage  of  the  fever'd  brain, 
Pafsbut  that  grate,whichfcarce  a  gleam  fuppliesj, 
There  ia  the  dud  the  wreck  of  Genius  lies ! 

He, 
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He,  whofe  arrefting  hand  fublimely  wrought 
Each  bold  conception  in  the  fphere  of  thought; 

Who  from  the  quarried  mafs,  like  Phidias  drew 
Forms  ever  fair,  creations  ever  new! 
But  as  he  fondly  fnatch'd  the  wreath  of  Fame, 
The  fpeclre  Poverty  unnerv'd  his  frame. 
Cold  was  hergrafp,  a  withering  fcowl  flie  wore; 
And  Hope's  loft  energies  were  felt  no  more. 
Yet  (till  how  fweet  the  foothings  of  his  art! 
From  the  rude  (lone  what  bright  ideas  ftart ! 
Ev'n  now  he  claims  the  amaranthine  wreath, 
With  fcenes  that  glow,  with  images  that  breathe! 
And  whence  thefe  fcenes,  thefe  images  declare, 
Whence  but  from  her  who  triumphs  o'erdefpair? 

Awake,  arife!  with  grateful  fervour  fraught, 
Go  fpring  the  mine  of  elevated  thought. 
He  who  thro'  Nature's  various  walk,  furveys 
The  good  and  fair  her  faultlefs  line  pourtrays; 
Whofe  mind,  prophan'd  by  no  unhallow'dgued, 
Culls  from  the  crowd  the  purell  and  the  belli 
May  range,  at  will,  brightFancy's  golden  clime, -v 
Or  muling,  mount  where  Science  iits  fublime,   V 
Or  wake  the  (pint  of  departed  Time.  3 

Who  acls  thus  wifely,  mark  the  moral  mufe, 
A  blooming  Eden  in  his  life  reviews! 
So  richly  cultur'd  ev'ry  native  grace: 
Its  fcanty  limits  he  forgets  to  trace: 
But  the  fond  foci,  when  evening  (hades  the  (ky, 
Turns  but  to  ftart,  and  gazes  but  to  ligh ! 
The  weary  wade,  that  lengthen'd  as  he  ran, 
Fades  to  a  blank,  and  dwindles  to  a  fpan ! 

Ah !  who  can  tell  the  triumphs  of  the  mind, 
By  truth  illumin'd,  and  by  tade  refin'd  ? 
When  age  has  quench'd  the  eye  and  clos'dtheear, 
Still  nerv'd  for  action  in  her  native  fphere, 
Oft  will  (he  rise — with  fearching  glance  purfue 
Some  long-lov'd  image  vanifh'd  from  her  view; 
Dart  thro'  the  deep  recedes  of  the  pail, 
O'erdufky  forms  in  chains  of  (lumber  caftj 
With  giant-grafp  fling  back  the  folds  of  night, 
And  match  the  faithlefs  fugitive  to  light. 

So  thro'  the  grove  th'  impatient  mother  flies, 
Each  funlefs  glade,  each  fecret  pathway  tries; 
Till  the  light  leaves  the  truant-boy  difclofe, 
Long  on  the  wood-mo fs  dretch'd  in  fweet  repofe. 
—————— 

§  I4.8.      From  the  Same. 

I^ft  may  the  fpirits  of  the  dead  defcend, 
^-^  To  watch  the  filent  (lumbers  of  a  friend; 
To  hover  round  his  evening-walk  unfeen, 
And  hold  fweet  converfe  on  the  dulky  green  j 
To  hail  the  fpot  where  firft.  their  friendship  grew, 
And  heaven  and  nature  open'd  to  their  view ! 
Oft,  when  he  trims  his  cheerful  hearth,  and  fees 
A  fmiling  circle  emulous  to  pleale; 
There  may  thefe  gentle  guefts  delight  to  dwell, 
And  blefs  the  fcene  they  lov'd  in  life  fo  well ! 
O  thou !  with  whom  my  heart  was  wont  to 
(hare  [care ; 

From  Reafon's  dawn  each  pleafure  and  each 
With  whom, alas!   I  fondly  hop'd  to  know 
The  humble  walks  of  happinefs  below; 


If  thy  bled  natme  now  unites  above 
An  angel's  pity  with  a  brother's  love, 
Still  o'er  my  life  preferve  thy  mild  controul. 
Correct  my  views,  and  elevate  my  roul: 
Grant  me  thy  peace  and  purity  of  mind, 
Devout  yet  chearful,  active  yet  relign'd; 
Grant  me, like  thee, whofe  heart  knewnodifguife, 
Whofe  blamelefs  wifhes  never  aim'd  to  rile, 
To  meet  the  changes  Time  and  Chance  prefect, 
With  modeft  dignity  and  calm  content. 
When  thy  lad  breath,  ere  Nature  funk  to  reft, 
Thy  meek  fubmiffion  to  thy  God  exprefs'd; 
When  thy  lad  look,  ere  thought  and  feeling  (Ted, 
A  mingled  gleam  of  hope  and  triumph  (liedj 
What  to  thy  foul  its  glad  aflurance  gave, 
Its  hope  in  death,  its  triumph  o'er  the  grave  ? 
The  fweet  Remembrance  of  unblemiiVd  youth, 
The  infpiring  voice  of  Innocence  and  Truth  ! 
Hail,  Memory,  hail!  in  thy  exhaudlefs  mine 
From  age  to  age  unnumber'd  treafures  (hine ! 
Thought  and  her  (hadowy  brood  thy  call  obey, 
And  Place  and  Time  are  fubjecl:  to  thy  fvvay  i 
Thy  pleafures  mod  we  feel  when  mod  alone  ; 
The  only  pleafures  we  can  caii  our  own. 
Lighter  than  air,  Hope's  fummer-vifions  die, 
If  but  a  fleeting  cloud  obfcu-e  the  iky; 
If  but  a  beam  of  fober  Reafon  play, 
Lo,  Fancy's  fairy  fro  d- work  melts  away! 
But  can  the  wiles  of  Art,  the  grafp  of  Power, 
Snatch  the  rich  relics  of  a  well-fpent  hour? 
Thefe,  when  thetrembling  fpirit  wings  herflight, 
Pour  round  her  path  a  dream  of  living  light ; 
And  gild  thofe  pure  and  perfect  realms  of  reft*. 
Where  Virtue  triumphs,  and  her  ions  are,  bled. 


§  149.     Verfes  on  a  "Tear.    From  th:  Sams. 

(~\h  1  that  the  Chemid's  magic  art 

^^  Could  cryftallize  this  facred  treafare! 

Long  (hould  it  glitter  near  my  heart, 

A  fecret  fource  of  penfive  pleafure. 

The  little  brilliant  ere  it  fel!-, 

Its  luitre  caught  from  Chloe's  eve ; 

Then  trembling,  left  its  coral  cell— 

The  fpring  of  Senfibility! 

Sweet  drop  of  pure  and  pearly  light, 

In  thee  the  rays  of  Virtue  (hine ; 

More  calmly  clear,  more  mildly  bright, 

Than  any  gem  that  gilds  the  mine. 

Benign  redorer  of  the  foul ! 

Who  ever  fly'd  to  bring  relief, 

When  fird  (he  feels  the  rude  controul 

Of  Love  or  Pity,  Joy  or  Grif. 

The  fage's  and  the  pott's  theme, 

In  every  clime,  in  every  age; 

Thou  charm'ft  in  Fancy's  idle  dream, 

In  Reafon's  philofophic  page. 

That  very  law*  which  moulds  a  tear, . 

And  bids  it  trickle  from  its  fource, 

That  law  prelerves  the  earth  a  fphere, 

And  guides  the  planeis  in  their  courfe. 


*  The  law  of  Gravitation. 


§150- 
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A  Sketch  of  the  Alps  at  Day -break. 
From  the  Same. 

HPhe  fun  beams  flreak  the  azure  Ikies, 
•*■    And  line  with  light  the  mountain's  brow  : 
With  hounds  and  horns  the  hunters  rife, 
And  chafe  the  roe -buck,  thro'  the  mow. 
From  rock  to  rock,  with  giant  bound, 
High  on  their  iron  poles  they  pals  ; 
Mute,  left  the  air,  convuls'd  by  found, 
3R.end  from  above  a  frozen  mafs.* 
The  goats  wind  How  their  wonted  way, 
Up  craggy  ileeps  and  ridges  rude  5 
MarkM  by  the  wild  wolf  for  his  prey, 
From  defert  cave  or  hanging  wood. 
And  while  the  torrent  thunders  loud, 
And  as  the  echoing  cliffs  reply, 
The  huts  peep  o'er  the  morning  cloud, 
Perch'd,  like  an  eagle's  nefl,  on  high. 


§151.     A  IVifh.     From  the  Same. 

Mine  be  a  cot  befide  the  hill; 
A  bee-hive's  hum  mall  footh  my  earj 
A  willowy  brook,  that  turrts  a  mill, 
With  many  a  fall  mall  linger  near. 
The  fwallow,  oft,  beneath  my  thatch, 
Shall  twitter  from  her  clay-built  neil  i 
Oft  (hall  the  pilgrim  lift  the  latch, 
And  mare  my  meal,  a  welcome  gueft. 
Around  my  ivied  porch  mall  fpring 
Each  fragrant  flower  that  drinks  the  dew; 
And  Lucy  at  her  wheel  mall  fmg, 
In  ruffet  gown  and  apron  blue. 
The  villnge»church,amor.g  the  trees, 
Where  firfl  our  marriage  vows  were  giv'n, 
With  merry  peals  mall  iwell  the  breeze, 
And  point  with  taper  fpire  to  heav'n. 


^152.      An  Ode  on  ClaJJic  E ducat is n  f .     Anon. 

"F\own  the  fteep  abrupt  of  hills 
***  Furious  foams  the  headlong  tide. 
Thro-"  the  meads  the  itreamlet  trills, 
Swelling  (low  in  gentle  pride. 
!Ruin  vait  and  dread  difmay 
Mark  the  clam'rous  cataract's  way. 
Glad  increafe  and  fweets  benign 
Round  the  riv'let's  margin  fhine. 

Youth  !  with  Iteadfast  eye  perufe 
Scenes  to  leiTon  thee  difpby'd  ; 
Yes — in  thefe  the  moral  Mufe 
Bids  thee  fee  thyfe  •  portray'd. 
Thou  with  headftrong  wafteful  force 
May'ft  reflect  the  torrent's  courfej 
Or  refemble  ftreams,  that  riow 
Bleft  and  bleffing  as  they  go. 

Infant  fenfe  to  all  our  kind 
Pure  the  young  ideas  brings, 
From  within  the  fountain  mind 
Iffuing  at  a  thoufand  fprings. 

*  There  are  passes  in  the  Alps,  where  the  guides  tell  you  to  move  on  with  speed,  andsaynothin 
lest  the  agitation  of  the  air  should  loosen  the  snows  above.     Gray,  sect.  v.  let.  4. 

f  Spoken  in  the  year  1794,  at  the  annual  Visitation  of  Dr.  Knox's  School  at  Tunbridge. 

t  ^W^cutrus  habenas.     Virgil. 

END    OF    THE    SECOND    BOOK. 


Who  mall  make  the  current  ftray 
Smooth  along  the  channelled  way  ? 
Who  i'hall,  as  it  runs,  reiine? 
Who?  but  classic  Discipline. 

She,  whatever  fond  defire, 
Stubborn  deed  or  guileful  fpeech, 
Inexperience  might  infpire, 
Or  abfurd  indulgence  teach, 
Timely  cautious  ilia.ll  reftrain, 
Bidding  childhood  hearj  the  rein 
She  with  fport  mall  labour  mix, 
She  excurlive  fancy  fix. 

Prime  fupport  of  learned  lore, 
Perseverence  joins  her  train, 
Pages  oft  turn'd  o'er  and  o'er 
Turning  o'er  and  o'er  again; 
Giving,  in  due  form  of  ichool, 
Speech  its  meafure,  pow'r,  and  rule: 
Meanwhile  memory's  treafures  grow 
Great  tho'  gradual;  fure,  tho*  flow. 

Patient  Care  by  juft  degrees 
Word  and  image  learns  to  clafsj 
Thofe  compounds,  and  fep'rates  thefe, 
As  in  strict  review  the)'-  pass; 
Joins,  as  various  features  ftrike, 
Fit  to  fit  and  like  to  like, 
Till  in  meek  array  advance 
Concord,  Method,  Elegance. 

Time  meanwhile,  from  day  to  day, 
Fixes  deeper  Virtue's  root; 
Whence,  in  long  fuccefiion  gav, 
Bloffoms  many  a  lively  (hoot : 
Meek  Obedience,  folio  whig  fill, 
Frank  and  glad,  a  Mafier^s  will; 
Mocleft  Candour,  hearing  prone 
Any  judgment  i'ave  its  own  : 

Emulation,  whole  keen  eye 
Forward  itill  and  forward  firains, 
Nothing  ever  deeming  high 
While  a  higher  hope  remains : 
Shame  ingenuous,  native,  free. 
Source  of  conicious  dignity: 
Zeal  impartial  to  puri'ue 
Right,  and  juft,  and  good  and  true. 

Thefe  and  ev'ry  kindred  grace 
More  and  more  perfection  gain  ; 
While  Attention  toils  to  trace 
Grave  record  or  lofty  drain 5 
Learning  how,  in  Virtue's  pride, 
Sages  liv'd  or  heroes  died; 
Marking  how  iii  virtue's  caufe 
Genius  gave  and  won  applau!e. 

Thus  with  early  culture  bled, 
Thus  to  early  rule  inur'd, 
Infancy's  expanding  breait 
Glows  with  lenfe  and  povv'rs  matur'd, 
Whence,  if  future  merit  raife 
Private  love  or  public  praife, 
Thine  is  all  the  work — he  thine 
The  glory classic  Discipline. 
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